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SO 1 HE SAD SHEPHUU) THAXKED THDI FOR THEIR El'\TER rADlðlENT, AND TOOK THE 
Ll l'TLE KID AGAIN IN HIS AR:\lS, AND WENT INTO THE NIGHT. 
_II The Sad Shepherd," page 7, 
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BY HENRY VAN DYKE 


ILLUSTRATION (FRO
TISPIECE) J;V BLEXDO:-; -CA
ll)BELL 


I among the copses fell too far behind, he 
drew out his shepherd's pipe and blew a 
[fj UT of the Valley of Gardens, strain of music, shrill and plaintive, qua- 
. where a film of new-fallen vering and lamenting through the hollow 
snow lay smooth as feathers night. He waited while the troops of gray 
on the breast of a dove, the and black scuffled and bounded and trotted 
ancient Pools of Solomon near to him. Then he dropped the pipe 
looked up into the night sky into its place again and strode forward, 
like dark, tranquil eyes, wide-open and mo- looking on the ground. 
tionless, reflecting the crisp stars and the The fitful, shivery wind that rasped the 
small, round moon. The full springs, over- hill-tops, fluttered the rags of his long man- 
flowing, melted their way through the field tIe of Tyrian blue, torn by thorns and 
of white in winding channels, and along stained by travel. The rich tunic of striped 
their course the grass was green even in silk beneath it was worn thin, and the girdle 
the dead of winter. about his loins had lost all its ornaments 
But the sad shepherd walked far aboye of silver and jewels. His curling hair 
the valley, in a region where ridges of gray hung down dishevelled under a turban of 
rock welted and scarred the back of the fine linen, in which the gilt threads were 
earth; and the solitude was desolate; and frayed and tarnished; and his shoes of soft 
the air was keen and searching. leather were broken by the road. On his 
His flock straggled after him. The sheep, brown fingers the places of the vanished 
weather-beaten and dejected, followed the rings were still marked in white skin. He 
path with low heads swaying from side to carried not the long staff nor the heavy 
side, as if they had travelled far and found nail-studded rod of the shepherd, but a 
little pasture, The black, lop-eared goats slender stick of carved cedar battered and 
leaped upon the rocks, restless and raven- scratched by hard usage, and the handle, 
ous, tearing down the tender branches and which might have been of precious metal 
leaves of the dwarf oaks and wild olives, still more richly carved, was missing. He 
They reared up against the twisted trunks was a strange figure for that lonely place 
and crawled and scrambled among the and that humble occupation-a fragment 
boughs. It was like a company of gray of faded beauty from some royal garden 
downcast friends and a troop of hungry tossed by rude winds into the wilderness- 
little black devils following the sad shep- a pleasure-craft adrift, buffeted and broken, 
herd afar off. on rough seas. 
He walked looking on the ground, pay- But he seemed to have passed beyond 
ing small heed to them. N ow and again, caring. His young face was frayed and 
when the sound of pattering feet and pant- threadhare as his garments, The splendor 
ing breaths and the rustling and rending of the moonlight flooding the wild world 
Copyright, 1910. by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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meant as little to him as the hardness of 
the rugged track which he followed. He 
wrapped his tattered mantle closer around 
him, and strode ahead, looking on the 
ground. 
As the path dropped from the summit of 
the ridge toward the Yalley of ::\Iills and 
passed among huge broken rocks, three 
men sprang at him from the shadows, He 
lifted his stick, but let it fall again, and a 
strange ghost of a smile twisted his face as 
they grip1->ed him and threw him down. 
" You are rough beggars," he said. "Say 
what you want, you are welcome to it." 
" Your money, dog of a courtier," they 
muttered fiercely; "give us your golden col- 
lar, Herod's hound, quick, or you die!" 
"The quicker the better," he answered, 
closing his eyes, 
The bewildered flock of gray and black, 
gathered in a silent ring, stood staring while 
the robbers searched their master. 
"This is a stray dog," said one, "he has 
lost his collar, there is not even the price of 
a mouthful of wine on him. Shall we kill 
him and leave him for the vultures?" 
"\"hat have the vultures done for us," 
said another, "that we should feed them? 
Let us take his cloak and drive off his flock, 
and leave him to die in his own time." 
\Vi th a kick and a curse they left him. 
Hc opened his eyes and lay still for a mo- 
mcnt, with his tvásted smile, watching the 
stars, 
" You creep like snails," he said. "I 
thought you had marked my time to-night. 
But not even that is given to me for nothing. 
I must pay for all, it seems." 
Far away, slowly scattering and reced- 
ing, he heard the rustling and bleating of 
his frightened flock as the robbers, running 
and shouting, tried to drive thcm over the 
hills. Then he stood up and took the 
shcpherd's pipc, a worthless bit of reed, 
from the breast of his tunic. He blew 
again that plaintive, piercing air, sounding 
it out over the ridges and distant thickets. 
It seemed to have neither beginning nor 
end; a melancholy, pleading tune that 
searched forever after somcthing lost. 
\Vhile he played, the sheep and the goats, 
slipping away from their ca1->tors by round- 
ahout ways, hiding behind the laurel- 
bushes, following the dark gullies, leaping 
down the hroken cliffs, came circling back 
to him, one after another; and as they 


came, he interrupted his playing, now and 
then, to call them by name. 
\Vhen they were nearly all assembled, he 
went down swiftly toward the lower valley, 
and they followed him, panting. At the 
last crook of the path on the steep hillside a 
straggler came after him along the cliff. 
He looked up and saw it outlined against 
the sky. Then he saw it leap, and slip, and 
fall beyond the path into a deep cleft. 
"Little fool," he said, "fortune is kind to 
you! You have escaped. \\That ? You 
are crying for help ? You are still in the 
trap? Then I must go down to you, little 
fool, for I am a fool too. But why I must 
do it, I know no more than you know," 
He lowered himself quickly and perilous- 
ly into the cleft, and found the creature 
with its leg broken and bleeding. It was 
not a sheep but a young goat, He had no 
cloak to wrap it in, but he took off his tur- 
ban and unrolled it, and bound it around 
the trembling animal. Then he climbed 
back to the path and strode on at the head 
of his flock, carrying the little black kid in 
his arms. 
There were houses in the Valley of the 
l\Iills; and in some of them ligh ts were 
burning; and the drone of the mill-stones, 
where the women were still grinding, came 
out into the night like the humming of 
drowsy bees, As the women heard the 
pattering and bleating of the flock, they 
wondered who was passing so late. One of 
them, in a house where there was no mill 
but many lights, came to the door and 
looked out laughing, her face and bosom 
bare, 
But the sad shepherd did not stay. His 
long shadow and the confused mass of les- 
ser shadows behind him drifted down the 
white moonlight past the yellow bars of 
lamplight that gleamed from the door- 
ways. It seemed as if he were bound to 
go somewhere and would not delay. 
Yet with all his haste to be gone, it was 
plain that he thought little of where he was 
going, For when he came to the foot of 
the valley, where the paths divided, he 
stood between them staring vacantly, with- 
out a desire to turn him this way or that, 
The imperative of choice halted him like a 
barrier. The balance of his mind hung 
even because both scales were empty. He 
could act, he could go, for his strength was 
unbroken; but he could not choose. 
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The path to the left went up toward the 
little town of Bethlehem, with huddled 
roofs and walls in silhouette along the 
double-crested hill. It was dark and for- 
bidding as a closed fortress. The sad 
shepherd looked at it with indifferent eyes; 
there was nothing there to draw him. 
The path to the right wound through 
rock-strewn valleys toward the Dead Sea. 
But rising out of that crumbled wilderness 
a mile or two away, the smooth white 
ribbon of a chariot-road lay upon the flank 
of a cone-shaped mountain and curled in 
loops toward its peak. There the great 
cone was cut squarely off, and the levelled 
summit was capped by a palace of marble, 
with round towers at the corners and flar- 
ing beacons along the walls; and the glow 
of an immense fire, hidden in the central 
court-yard, painted a false dawn in the east- 
ern sky. All down the clean-cut mountain- 
slopes, on terraces and blind arcades, the 
lights flashed from lesser pavilions and 
pleasure-houses. 
It was the secret orchard of Herod and 
his friends, their trysting-place with the 
spirits of mirth and madness. They called 
it the :l\lountain of the Little Paradise. 
Rich gardens were there; and the cool water 
from the Pools of Solomon plashed in the 
fountains; and trees of the knowledge 
of good and evil fruited blood-red and 
ivory-white above them; and smooth, curv- 
ing, glistening shapes, whispering softly of 
pleasure, lay among the t10wers and glided 
behind the trees. All this was now hidden 
in the dark. Only the strange bulk of the 
mountain, a sharp black pyramid girdled 
and crowned with fire, loomed across the 
night-a mountain once seen never to be 
forgotten. 
The sad shepherd remembered it well. 
He looked at it with the eyes of a child 
who has been in hell. It burned him from 
afar. Turning neither to the right nor to 
the left, he walked without a path straight 
out upon the plain of Bethlehem, still whit- 
ened in the hollows and on the sheltered 
side of its rounded hillocks by the veil of 
snow. 
He faced a wide and empty world. To 
the west in sleeping Bethlehem, to the east 
in flaring Herodium, the life of man was in- 
finitely far away from him. Even the stars 
seemed to withdraw themselves against the 
blue-black of the sky till they were like pin- 
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holes in the vault above him. The moon 
in mid-heaven shrank into a bit of bur- 
nished silver, hard and glittering, immeas- 
urably remote. The ragged, inhospitable 
ridges of Tekoa lay stretched in mortal 
slumber along the horizon, and between 
them he caught a glimpse of the sunken 
Lake of Death, darkly gleaming in its deep 
bed. There was no movement, no sound 
on the plain where he walked, except the 
soft-padding feet of his dumb, obsequious 
flock. 
He felt an endless isolation strike cold 
to his heart, against which he held the 
limp body of the wounded kid, wondering 
the while, with a half-contempt for his own 
foolishness, why he took such trouble to 
save a tiny scrap of worthless life. 
Even when a man does not know or care 
where he is going, if he steps ahead he will 
get there, In an hour or more of walking 
over the plain the sad shepherd came to a 
sheep-fold of gray stones with a rude tower 
beside it. The fold was full of sheep, and 
at the foot of the tower a little fire of thorns 
was burning, around which four shepherds 
were crouching, wrapped in their thick 
woollen cloaks. 
As the stranger approached they looked 
up, and one of them rose quickly to his 
feet, grasping his knotted club. But when 
they saw the flock that followed the sad 
shepherd, they stared at each other and 
said: "It is one of us, a keeper of sheep. 
But how comes he here in this raiment? 
It is what men wear in kings' houses." 
"No," said the one who was standing, 
"it is what they wear when they have been 
thrown out of them, Look at the rags. 
He may be a thief and a robber with his 
stolen flock." 
"Salute him when he comes near," said 
the oldest shepherd. "Are we not four to 
one? \Ve have nothing to fear from a 
ragged traveller. Speak him fair. It is 
the will of God-and it costs nothing." 
"Peace be with you, brother," cried the 
youngest shepherd; "may your mother and 
father be blessed." 
"May your heart be enlarged," the stran- 
ger answered, "and may all your fam- 
ilies be more blessed than mine, for I have 
none. " 
"A homeless man," said the old shep- 
herd, "has either been robbed by his fel- 
lows, or punished by God." 
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"I do not know which it was," answered 
the stranger; "the end is the same, as you 
see. " 
"By your speech you come from Galilee. 
\\ here are you going? \rhat are you 
seeking here? " 
"I was going nowhere, my masters; but 
it was cold on the way there, and my feet 
turned to your tire." 
" Come then, if you are a peaceable man, 
and warm your feet with us, Heat is a 
good gift; divide it and it is not less. But 
you shall have bread and salt too, if you 
\\ ill." 
":\1ay your hospitality enrich you. I 
am your unworthy guest. But my Hock?" 
" Let your flock shelter by the south wall 
of the fold: there is good picking there 
and no wind. Come you and sit with 
us." 
So they all sat down by the fire; and the 
sad shepherd ate of their bread, but spar- 
ingly, like a man to whom hunger brings a 
need but no joy in the satisfying of it; and 
the others were silent for a proper time, 
out of courtesy. Then the oldest shep- 
herd spoke: 
":\1 v name is Zadok the son of Eliezer, of 
Bethlc"hem. I am the chief shepherd of 
the flocks of the Temple, which are before 
you in the fold. These are my sister's sons, 
J otham, and Shama, and Nathan: their 
father Elkanah is dead; and but for these 
I am a childless man," 
".:\Iy name," replied the stranger, "is 
Ammicl the son of Jochanan, of the city of 
Bethsaida, by the Sea of Galilee, and I am 
a fatherless man." 
" It is better to be childless than father- 
less," said Zadok, "yet it is the will of God 
that children should bury their fathers. 
\rhen did the blessed Jochanan die?" 
" I know not whether he be dead or alive, 
It is three years since I looked upon his face 
or had word of him." 
" You are an exile then? he has cast you 
ofT?" 
"It was the other way," said Ammiel, 
looking on the ground, 
.\t this the shepherd Shama, who had 
listened with doubt in his face, started up 
in anger, "Pig of a Galilean," he cried, 
"despiser of parents! breaker of the law! 
\\'hen I saw you coming I knew you for 
something vile. \rhy do you darken the 
night for us with your presence ? You 


have reviled him who begot you. Away, or 
we stone you!" 
Ammiel did not answer or move. The 
twisted smile passed over his bowed face 
again as he waited to know the shepherds' 
will with him, even as he had waited for the 
robbers. But Zadok lifted his hand. 
"Not so hasty, Shama-ben-Elkanah. 
You also break the law by judging a man 
unheard. The rabbis have told us that 
there is a tradition of the elders-a rule as 
holy as the law itself-so that a man may 
deny his father in a certain way without 
sin. It is a strange rule, and it must be very 
holy or it would not be so strange. But 
this is the teaching of the elders: a son may 
say of anything for which his father asks 
him-a sheep, or a measure of corn, or a 
field, or a purse of silver-' it is Corban, a 
gift that I have vowed unto the Lord;' and 
so his father shall have no more claim upon 
him. Have you said 'Corban' to your 
father, Ammiel-ben-Jochanan? Have you 
made a vow unto the Lord?" 
\I I have said' Corban,' " answered Am- 
mid, lifting his face, still shadowed by that 
strange smile, "but it was not the Lord who 
heard my vow," 
"Tell us what you have done," said the 
old man sternly, "for we will neither judge 
you, nor shelter you, unless we hear your 
story. " 
"There is nothing in it," replied Ammiel 
indifferently, "It is an old story, But if 
you are curious you shall hear it. After- 
ward you shall deal with me as you will." 
So the shepherds, wrapped in their warm 
cloaks, sat listening with grave faces and 
watchful, unsearchable eyes, while Ammiel 
in his tattered silk sat by the sinking fire of 
thorns and told his talc with a voice that 
had no room for hope or fear-a cool, dead 
voice that spoke only of things ended. 
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"IN my father's house I was the second 
son, 1\1 y brother was honored and trusted 
in all things. He was a prudent man and 
profitable to the household, All that he 
counselled was done, all that he wished 
he had. l\ly place was a narrow one. 
There was neither honor nor joy in it, for it 
was filled with daily tasks and rebukes, No 
one cared for me. I was a beast of burden, 
fed only because I was useful, and the dull 
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life irked me like an ill-fitting harness. 
There was nothing in it. 
"I went to my father and claimed my 
share of the inheritance. He was rich, He 
gave it to me. It did not impoverish him 
and it made me free, I said to him 'Cõr- 
ban,' and shook the dust of Bethsaida from 
my feet. 
"I went out to look for mirth and love 
and joy and all that is pleasant to the eyes 
and sweet to the taste, If a God made me, 
thought I, he made me to live, and the 
pride of life was strong in my heart and in 
my flesh. lYly vow was offered to that well- 
known God. I served him in Jerusalem, 
in Alexandria, in Rome, for his altars are 
everywhere and men worship him openly 
or in secret, 
":M y money and youth made me welcome 
to his followers, and I spent them both 
freely as if they could never come to an end. 
I clothed myself in purple and fine linen 
and fared sumptuously every day, The 
wine of Cyprus and the dishes of Egypt 
and Syria were on my table. 
ly dwelling 
was crowded with merry guests. They 
came for what I gave them. Their faces 
were hungry and their soft touch was like 
the clinging of leeches. To them I was 
nothing but money and youth; no longer 
a beast of burden-a beast of pleasure. 
There was nothing in it. 
"From the richest fare my heart went 
away empty, and after the wildest banquet 
my soul fell drunk and solitary into sleep. 
Then I though t power is better than pleas- 
ure. If a man will feast and revel let him 
do it with the great. They will favor him, 
and raise him UD for the service that, he 
renders them, He will obtain a place and 
authority in the world and gain many 
friends. So I joined myself to Herod." 
\Vhen the sad shepherd spoke this name 
his lIsteners drew back from him as if it 
were a defilement to hear it. They spat 
upon the ground and cursed the Idumean 
who called himself their king. 
"A slave!" J otham cried, "a bloody 
tyrant and a slave from Edom! A fox, a 
vile beast who devours his own children! 
God burn him in Gehenna," 
The old Zadok picked up a stone and 
threw it into the darkness, saying slowly, 
"I cast this stone on the grave of the Idu- 
mean, the blasphemer, the defiler of the 
Temple! God send us soon the Deliverer, 
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the Promised One, the true King of Israel!" 
Ammiel made no sign, but went on with his 
story. 
"Herod used me well," he continued, 
"for his own purpose, He welcomed me 
to his palace and his table, and gave me a 
place among his favorites, He was so 
much my friend that he borrowed my 
money. There were many of the nobles of 
Jerusalem with him, Sadducees, and pros- 
elytes from Rome and Asia, and women 
from everywhere. The law of Israel was 
observed in the open court, when the people 
were watching. But in the secret feasts 
there was no law but the will of Herod, and 
many deities were served but no God was 
worshipped. There the captains and the 
princes of Rome consorted with the high 
priest and his sons by night; and there was 
much coming and going by hidden ways. 
Everybody was a borrower or a lender, a 
buyer or a seller of favors. It was a house 
of diligent madness. There was nothing 
in it. 
"In the midst of this whirling life a great 
need of love came upon me and I wished to 
hold some one in my inmost heart. 
"At a certain place in the city, within 
closed doors, I saw a young slave-girl danc- 
jng. She \-vas about fifteen years old, thin 
and supple; she danced like a reed in the 
wind; but her eyes were weary as death, and 
her white body was marked with bruises. 
She stumbled, and the men laughed at her. 
She fell, and her mistress beat her, crying 
out that she would fain be rid of such a 
heavy-footed slave. I paid the price and 
took her to my dwelling. 
"Her name was Tamar. She was a 
daughter of Lebanon. I robed her in silk 
and broidered linen, I nourished her with 
tender care so that beauty came upon her 
like the blossoming of an almond tree; she 
was a garden enclosed, breathing spices. 
Her eyes were like doves behind her veil, 
her lips were a thread of scarlet, her neck 
was a tower of ivory, and her breasts were 
as two fawns which feed among the lilies. 
She was whiter than milk and more rosy 
than the flower of the peach, and her danc- 
ing was like the flight of a bird among the 
branches. So I loved her. 
"She lay in my bosom as a clear stone 
that one has bought and polished and set 
in fine gold at the end of a golden chain. 
N ever was she glad at my coming or sorry 



G 


The Sad Shepherp 


at my going. Ke\'er did she give me any- 
thing except what I took from her. There 
was nothing in it. 
" Now whether Hcrod knew of the jewel 
that I kept in my dwelling I cannot tell. 
It was sure that he had his spies in all the 
city, and himself walked the streets by 
night in a disguise, On a certain day he 
sent for me, and had me into his secret 
chamher, professing great love toward me 
and more confidence than in any man that 
li\'cd, So I must go to Rome for him, 
bearing a sealed letter and a private mes- 
sage to Cæsar, ..-\11 my goods would be left 
safely in the hands of thc king, my friend, 
who would reward me double. There was 
a certain place of high authority at Jerusa- 
lcm which Cæsar would gladly bestow on a 
Jew who had done him a service. This 
mission would commend me to him. It 
was a great occasion-suited to my powers, 
Th us Herod fed me wi th fair promises, and 
I ran his errand, There was nothing in it. 
"I stood before Cæsar and gave him the 
letter. He read it and laughed, saying that 
a prince with an incurable hunger is a ser- 
vant of value to an emperor, Then he 
asked me if there was nothing sent \vith the 
letter. I answered there was no gift, but a 
message for his private ear, He drew me 
aside and I told him that Herod begged 
earnestly that his dear son, Antipater, 
migh t be sent back in haste from Rome to 
Palestine, for the king had great need of 
him. At this Cæsar laughed again. 'To 
bury him, I suppose,' said he, 'with his 
brothers, Alexandcr and ..-\ristobulus! Tru- 
ly, it is better to be Herod's swine than his 
son. Tell the old fox he may catch his own 
prey.' "ïth this he turned from me and 
I withdrew unrewardcd, to make my way 
hack, as best I could with an empty purse, 
to Palestine. I had seen the Lord of the 
". orld. There was nothing in it. 
" Selling my rings and bracelets I got pas- 
sage in a trading ship for Joppa. There I 
heard that the king was not in Jerusalem, 
at his Palace of the 'Cpper City, but had 
gone with his friends to make merry for a 
month on the :Mountain of the Little Par- 
adisc, On the hill-top over against us, 
where the lights are flaring to-night, in the 
banquet-hall where couches are spread for 
a hundred guests, I found Herod." 
, The listening shepherds spat upon the 
ground again, and J otham muttered, ":May 


the worms that devour his flesh never die! " 
But Zadok whispered, "\Ye wait for the 
Lord's sah'ation to come out of Zion." 
And the sad shepherd, looking at the fire- 
lit mountain far away with fixed eyes, con- 
tinued his story: 
"The king lay on his ivory couch, and 
the sweat of his disease was heavy upon 
him, for he was old, and his flesh was cor- 
rupted. But his hair and his beard were 
dyed and perfumed and there was a wreath 
of roses on his head, The hall was full of 
nobles and great men, the sons of the high 
priest were there, and the servants poured 
their wine in cups of gold. There was a 
sound of soft music; and all the men were 
watching a girl who danced in the middle of 
the hall; and the eyes of Herod were fiery, 
like the eyes of a fox. 
"The dancer \vas Tamar. She glistened 
like the snow on Lebanon, and the redness 
of her was ruddier than a pomegranate, and 
her dancing was like the coiling of white 
serpents. \\Then the dance was ended her 
attendants threw a veil of gauze over her 
and she lay among her cushions, half cov- 
ered with flowers, at the feet of the king. 
"Through the sound of clapping hands 
and shouting, two slaves led me behind the 
couch of Herod. His eyes narrowed as 
they fell upon me, I told him the message 
of Cæsar, making it soft, as if it were a 
word that suffered him to catch his prey. 
He stroked his beard softly and his look 
fell on Tamar, 'I have caught it,' he mur- 
mured; 'by all the gods, I have always 
caught it, And my dear son, Antipater, is 
coming home of his own will. I have lured 
him, he is mine.' 
" Then a look of madness crossed his face 
and he sprang up, with frothing lips, and 
struck at me. '\\That is this,' he cried, 'a 
spy, a servant of my false son, a traitor in 
my banquet-hall! \Vho are you?' I knelt 
before him, protesting that he must know 
me; that I was his friend, his messenger; 
that I had left all my goods in his hands; 
that the girl who had danced for him was 
mine. At this his face changed again and 
he fell back on his couch, shaken with horri- 
ble laughter. 'Yours!' he cried, 'when 
was she yours? What is yours? I know 
you now, poor madman. You are Am- 
miel, a crazy shepherd from Galilee, who 
troubled us some time since. Take him 
away, slaves. He has twenty sheep and 
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twenty goats among my flocks at the foot 
of the mountain. See to it that he gets 
them, and drive him away,' 
"1 fought against the slaves with my 
bare hands, but they held me. I called to 
Tamar, begging her to have pity on me, to 
speak for me, to come with me, She 
looked up with her eyes like doves behind 
her veil, but there was no knowlEige of me 
in them. She smiled into the red eyes of 
Herod, and threw a broken rose in my face. 
Then the silver cord was loosened within 
me, and my heart went out, and I struggled 
no more. There was nothing in it. 
"Afterward I found myself on the road 
with this flock, I led them past Hebron 
into the south country, and so by the Vale 
of Eshcol, and over many hills beyond the 
Pools of Solomon, until my feet brought me 
to your fire. Here I rest on the way to 
nowhere," 
He sat silent, and the four shepherds 
looked at him with amazement. 
"It is a bitter tale," said Shama, "and 
you are a great sinner." 
"I should be a fool not to know that," 
answered the sad shepherd, "but the knowl- 
edge does me no good." 
"You must repent," said Nathan, the 
youngest shepherd, in a friendly voice, 
"How can a man repent," answered the 
sad shepherd, "unless he has hope? But 
I am sorry for everything, and most of all 
for living." 
"'V ould you not live to kill the fox 
Herod? " cried J otham fiercely. 
"\Vhy should I let him out of the trap," 
answered the sad shepherd. "Is he not dy- 
ing more slowly than I could kill him?" 
"You must have faith in God," said 
Zadok earnestly and gravely. 
"He is too far away." 
"Then you must have love to your neigh- 
bor." 
"He is too near . My confidence in man 
was like a pool by the wayside, It was shal- 
low, but there was water in it, and some- 
times a star shone there. N ow the feet of 
many beasts have trampled through it, and 
the jackals have drunken of it, and there is 
no more water. It is dry and the mire is 
caked at the bottom," 
"Is there nothing good in the world?" 
"There is pleasure, but I am sick of it, 
for it betrays its lovers. There is power, 
but I hate it, for it crushes its servants. 
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There is wisdom, but I mistrust it, for it 
outwits the simple. Life is a game and 
every player is for his own hand. :Mine is 
played. I have nothing to win or lose." 
"You are young, you have many years to 
live," 
"I am old, yet the days before me are 
too many," 
"But you travel the road, you gobrward. 
Do you hope for nothing?" 
"I hope for nothing," said the sad shep- 
herd, "yet if one thing should come to me it 
might be the beginning of hope. If I saw 
in man or woman a deed of kindness with- 
out a reason, and a proof of love gladly 
given for its own sake only, then might I 
turn my face toward that light. Till that 
comes, how can I have faith in God whom 
I have never seen? I have seen the world 
which he has made, and it brings me no 
faith. There is nothing in it." 
"Ammiel-ben- Jochanan," said the old 
man sternly, "you are a son of Israel, and 
we have had compassion on you, according 
to the law. But you are an apostate, an 
unbeliever, and we can have no more fel- 
lowship with you, lest a curse come upon 
us. The company of the desperate brings 
misfortune. Go your way and depart from 
us, for our way is not yours." 
So the sad shepherd thanked them for 
their entertainment, and took the little kid 
again in his arms, and went into the night, 
calling his flock, But the youngest shep- 
herd Nathan followed him a few steps and 
said: 
"There is a broken fold at the foot of the 
hill. It is old and small, but you may find 
a shelter there for your flock, where the 
wind will not shake you. Go your way 
with God, brother, and see better days," 
Then Ammiel went a little way down the 
hill and sheltered his flock in a corner of the 
crumbling walls. He lay among the sheep 
and the goats with his face upon his folded 
arms, and whether the time passed slowly 
or swiftly he did not know, for he slept. 
He waked as Nathan came running and 
stumbling among the scattered stones. 
" \V e have seen a vision," he cried. " A 
wonderful vision of angels. Did you not 
hear them? They sang loudly of the Hope 
of Israel. 'Ve are going to Bethlehem to 
see this thing which is come to pass, Come 
you and keep watch over our sheep while 
we are gone." 
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"Of angels I have seen and heard noth- 
ing," said Ammiel, "but I will guard your 
tlocks with mine, since I am in debt to you 
for bread and fire." 
So he brought the kid in his arms, and 
the weary flock straggling after him, to the 
south wall of the great fold again, and sat 
there by the embers at the foot of the tower, 
while the others were away. 
The moon rested like a ball on the edge 
of the western hills and rolled behind them. 
The stars faded in the east and the fires 
went out on the )Iountain of the Little 
Paradise, Over the hills of :Moab a gray 
flood of dawn rose slowly, and arrows of red 
shot far up before the sunrise. 
The shepherds returned full of joy and 
told what they had seen. 
"It was even as the angels said unto us," 
said Shama, "and it must be true. The 
King of Israel has come. The faithful 
shall be blessed." 
"Herod shall fall," cried Jotham, lifting 
his clenched fist toward the dark peaked 
mountain. "Burn, black Idumean, in the 
bottomless pit, where the fire is not 
quenched." 
Zadok spoke more quietly. " \Ve found 
the new-born child of whom the angels told 
us \\ rapped in swaddling clothes and lying 
in a manger. The ways of God are won- 
derful. His salvation comes out of dark- 
ness, and we trust in the promised deliv- 
erance, But you, .\mmicl-ben-Jochanan, 
except you believe, you shall not see it. 
Yet since you have kept our flocks faithful- 
ly, and because of the joy that has come to 
us, I give you this piece of silver to help you 
on your way." 
But Nathan came close to the sad shep- 
herd and touched him on the shoul- 
der ,\ith a friendly hand. "Go you also 
to Bethlehem," he said in a low voice, 
"for it is good to see what we have seen, 
and we will keep your flock until you re- 
turn," 
" I will go," said Ammiel, looking into his 
face, "for I think you wish me well. But 
whether I shall see what you have seen, or 
whether I shall return, I know not, Fare- 
well, " 


III 


THE narrow streets of Bethlehem were 
waking to the first stir of life as the sad 
shepherd came into the town with the 


morning, and passed through them like one 
walking in his sleep. 
The court-yard of the great khan and the 
open rooms around it were crowded with 
travellers, rousing from their night's rest 
and making ready for the day's journey. 
In front of the stables half hollowed in 
the rock beside the inn, men were sad- 
dling their horses and their beasts of bur- 
den, and there was much noise and con- 
fusion. 
But beyond these, at the end of the line, 
there was a deeper grotto in the rock, which 
was used only when the nearer stalls were 
full. At the entrance of this an ass was 
tethered, and a man of middle age stood in 
the doorway. 
The sad shepherd saluted him and told 
his name. 
"I am Joseph the carpenter of N aza- 
reth," replied the man. "Have you also 
seen the angels of whom your brother 
shepherds came to tell us?" 
"I have seen no angels," answered Am- 
miel, nor have I any brothers among the 
shepherds. But I would fain see what they 
have seen." 
"It is our first-born son," said Joseph, 
"and the 1\lost High has sent him to us. 
He is a marvellous child: great things are 
foretold of him. You may go in, but quiet- 
ly, for the child and his mother l\Iary are 
asleep," 
So the sad shepherd went in quietly. His 
long shadow entered before him, for the 
sunrise was flowing into the door of the 
grotto. I t was made clean and put in 
order, and a bed of straw was laid in the 
corner on the ground. 
The child was asleep, but the mother 
was waking, for she had taken him from 
the manger into her lap, where her maiden 
veil of white was spread to receive him, 
And she was singing very softly as she bent 
over him in happiness and wonder. 
Ammiel saluted her and kneeled down to 
look at the child. He saw nothing different 
from other young children. The mother 
waited for him to speak of angels, as the 
other shepherds had done, The sad shep- 
herd said nothing, but only looked, and as 
he looked his face changed. 
" You have had great pain and danger 
and sorrow for his sake," he said gently. 
"They are past," she answered, "and for 
his sake I have suffered them gladly." 
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"He is yery little and helpless; you must 
bear many troubles for his sake." 
"To care for him is my joy, and to bear 
him lIghtens my burden," 
.. He does not know you, he can do noth- 
ing for you." 
h But I know him. I have carried him 
under my heart, he is my son and my 
king." 
h \rhy do you 100"e him?" 
The mother looked up at the sad shep- 
herd with a great reproach in her soft eyes. 
Then her look grew pitiful as it rested on 
his face. 
h You are a sorrO\dul man," she said. 
.. I am a wicked man," he answered, 

he shook her head gently. 
,. I know nothing of that," she said, ,. but 
you must be '"ery sorrowful, since you are 
born of a woman and yet you ask a mother 
whv she loves her child. I 100"e him for 
100-
's sake, because God has given him to 
Ine ." 
So the mother 
lary leaned over her little 
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son again as if she were alone with him; 
and Ammicl went out yery quietly. 
Joseph was waiting outside the door, 
"How was it that you did not see the 
angels?" he asked. " \ V ere you not wi th 
the other shepherds?" 
" 
 0," answered Ammiel, "I was asleep. 
But I haye seen the mother and the child. 
Blessed be the house that holds them." 
" You are strangely clothed, for a shep- 
herd," said Joseph. "\\"here do you come 
from? " 
"From yery far away," replied Ammiel; 
., from a country that you ha\"e newr vis- 
ited, " 
,. \\"here are you going?" asked Joseph. 
"I am going home," answered Ammicl, 
"to my mother's and my father's house in 
Galilee, It is a long journey. "ïll you 
not wish me a safe home-coming?" . 
"l;o in peace, friend," said Joseph. 

\nd the sad shepherd took up his bat- 
tered staff, and went on his way rejoic- 
ing, 
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O nE austere and solitary spirit result of direct and wholesome response to 
who has lately left that lone- local em"ironment. Homer's tastes were 
ly spit of land on the 
Iaine specific. He painted only that which he 
coast where he could cease- saw and with which he could claim life-long 
lessly hear the sound of the familiarity. In its early phases this art 
sea which he knew so well depicted with patient fidelity the homely 
and pictured with such indisputable mas- pro\"incialism of the day. In its final ex- 
ter), occupi
s a unique position in the an- pression it rises to heights of abstract 
nals of his country's art. From the out- grandeur unapproached by any other 
set he was a law unto himself. Possessing American painter, yet always and every- 
a heritage of virile, sturdy .\mericanism, he where it sounds the note of race and country. 
never swerved in his desire to gi\"e com"inc- The achie,"ement, during those long years 
ing e
pression to native type and scene. of struggle and isolation, of an utterance 
The art of \\ïnslow Homer, like the man wellnigh uni\"ersal, was unattended by any 
himself, is generic and indigenou-;. Its sacrifice of that simple birthright which had 
roots lie deep in that fundamental national- been his chief source of strength and in- 
ism which is the most precious legacy his spiration. 
countrymen can boast, and nothing has It was not without the favoring touch of 
e\-er diminished its initial force and verac- circumstance, as well as through his own 
ity. From first to last the work of thisdis-' unity of aim and purpose, that \\ïnslow 
cerning eye and sure, steady hand was the Homer was enabled to conquer a distincti\"e 
VOL. XLIX.-2 
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po
ition in the fic1d of contemporary artistic best is supposed to typify, Crude and an- 
cndea"or lIe ,vas fortunate from the he- gular it sometimes is, awkward and un- 

inning. He came upon the scene at the lo,-elv if yOU will, it never lacks the stamp of 
mo
t auspicious moment possible for the dow
right truth. It is robust and confi- 
io..;terin
 of independent effort, and he had dent. Oiten prosaic or frankly ugly, it 


\\Ïnslow Horner, 1896. 
By cuurte } uf the :\e\\ long-lanù :\Iagazine. 


within him the ability to live and lahor in 
seclusion, unmindful of the dissolution of an 
older order or the ascendenry of newer tastes 
and tendencies. :\ttaining his majority and 
maturing his impressions amid the stirring 
episodes of the Ci,'il \rar, there always 
seemed to ding to him something of that 
quickening of national consciousness which 
few who li,-ed through those stressful days 
have ever lost. Self-taught and unaca- 
demic, he hlazed his predestined pathway 
guided by that same innate sagacity, that 
ready adaptation of means to end, which 
pro,'ed the mainstay of tho"e about him 
who were obliged to confront issues far 
more momentous, You cannot glance at 
this art So rich in rugged sincerity, so dis- 
dainful of mere 
l'sthetic amenity, without 
being brought face to face with certain of 
tho
e qualities which .\mericani::òm at its 


e,'inces no hint of timidity or hesitation. 
Above and beyond all it displays that fidel- 
ity to the essential aspect of things without 
which painting vecomes a futile pastime or 
a senseless prevarication, There is no es- 
caping the fact that Homer was a thor- 
ough product of his age and hour. His 
manner recalls the terse lucidity of Lincoln 
or the stark trenchancy of \Valt \\Thitman. 
In countless ways he suggests the steadfast 
and single-minded figures of reconstruction 
days. . 
There are few more stimulating pages in 
the history of modern painting than that 
upon which is written in such decisive char- 
acters the life-story and the artistic de- 
velopment of \\ïnslow Homer. Born in 
Boston, February 2..J-, 1836, of pure 
ew 
England stock, he passed his boyhood in 
nearby CamLridge, then but a country vil- 
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lage. and, like the wholesome lad he was, 
s,;ënt most of his tirre fishing, birds' -nesting, 
and tramping about the woods and fields. 
The zest for out-door life thus acquired 
ne\'er left him, :\t heart he remained 
to the last natural, genuine, and uttcrly 
free from sophistication, Yet all was not 
play, for e\'en during thosc early years he 
drew assiduously, and by the age of twel\'e 
had accumulatcd a substantial portfolio of 
crayon sketches and studies. Encouraged 


Academy of Design and laboring industri- 
ously by day in a primitive little room in 
Xassau Street. They were busy, anxious 
times for the struggling novice, yet he made 
his way bra\'ely, and friends as well, for he 
soon mm'ed farther uptown to more conge- 
nial quarters in the old e niversity Building. 
It is difficult to recall anyone who so 
quickly assimilated the clements of his art 
or displayed a more ready grasp of its es- 
sentials than was thc case with \Vinslow 
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Harvest Scene. 


Propen} of the \letropolitan Museum of Art. 


by his father, and desiring to make a career Homer. He arrived by instinct at the root 
for himself, he entered at nineteen the em- of the matter, wasting no time upon subtle- 
ploy of Rufford, a Boston lithographer, and ties, and seeking always the most charac- 
so rapidly did he master the technic of his teristic attitude or expression. Saving his 
craft that he was shortly entrusted with the few lessons at the Academy, and certain 
ðecution of fancy title-pages for sheet generous advice and counsel from Frederic 
music, and later completed a full series of Rondel, who taught him how to set his 
portrait heads of the 
Iassachusetts Senate. palette and handle his brushes, he was to- 
Finding the mechanical drudgery of the tally without formal instruction, He passed 
würk uncongenial, and cra\'ing indepen- from lithography to original composition, 
dent scope for his talents, he left Bufford at and just as conftdently from draughtsman- 
twenty-one, taking a studio of his own and ship to the use of oils, and when, in 1861, he 
drawing chieHy for J)allou's 
lo1l1l1ly and was appointed artist-correspondent to re- 
the wood-engra\"ers of Harper and Brothers. port the Lincoln inauguration at \Vashing- 
:\t the instance of Harpers, though declin- ton for Harper's TJ"eekly he bade farewell to 
ing a proffered contract to work exclusively prentice days and became,. at a bound, a 
for thcm, he came to Xcw York in 1859, full-fledged professional. The mO\'e from 
attending the night classes of the K at:onal the capital to the front was inevitahle, and 
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he was in all three separate times with the 
.\rmv of the Potomac, once officially for 
Harpers, and. eYer resti'"e under restraint 
of am' sort twice on his own account. 
It 
'"as a
id the shock of actual conflict, 
or surrounded by the picturesque incidents 
of camp life, that the young man's powers 
matured as though by mabric. So ,'aned 
and spirited were the scenes about him, 
that he shortly forsook the limited possibili- 


was not compelled to wait despairingly for 
recognition. His work instantly enlisted 
popular appreciation as well as attaining 
the requisi te professional endorsement. Al- 
ready an associate of the National _",-cad- 
emy, he was made a full member in 1865. 
He furthermore took an active interest in 
art matters in the city of his adoption, 
being one of the founders, the foJIowing 
year, of the .\merican \rater Color Society. 


...,,-- 


, 


High Cliff-Coast of :\Iaine. 
In the ,,,. T. Evans Collection, l'óational Gallery of Art, Washington, V. C. 


ties of black and white for the broader ap- 
peal of color. .\lmost before he realized it, 
he had placed to his credit numerous can- 
vases replete with fresh, first-hand obser- 
vation. Though rigid in outline and re- 
stricted in tone, they were astir with graphic 
interest and racy, wholesome character. 
The majority illustrate the more diverting 
aspects of army e
istence, but with" Pris- 
oners from the Front" he sounded a note of 
pathetic fortitude which found sympathetic 
response in countless hearts throughout the 
shattered and disrupted land. There is no 
little satisfaction in recalling that \Vinslow 
Homer, unlike so many of his colleagues, 


The war drawing to its close, he made a 
brief trip abroad in 1867, and on his return 
devoted himself to the interpretation of 
plantation and farm life; the negro shanty 
and cotton fields of the South, or the sterner 
prospect of X ew England home, hillside, 
and pasture, becoming his fa,'orite themes, 
He had brought hack with him from over- 
seas no tinge of foreign influence, and ap- 
proached his new task with that same un- 
trammelled technic which had distinguished 
his 'work from the outset. Just as his Civil 
\Var pictures had won their generous meas- 
ure of success, so this subsequent series 
met with corresponding approval. At the 
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Philadelphia Centennial of 1876, .a!ld t,,
o unashamed of its rusticity, are unique in 
vears afterward at the Paris E
posItlOn, hIS their sincere and unpretentious verity. Ko 
art was heartily praised for its ,"igorous one has gi,-en us that same local savor; no 
American atmosphere and frank honesty one has placed before the eye with such un- 
of presentation, There should be no diffi- flinching accent the expansive humor of the 
culty in accounting for t
e earlr ,'ogue of negro, or the gaunt, spare outline of the 
"Ïnslow Homer, nor for hIS contmued hold Yankee farmer in straw hat, shirt-slee,-es, 
upon the public. His choice o.f subject an.d and rough cowhide boots. The water- 
settin a were thoroughly natn'e. and hIS melon patch, the tangled apple orchard, the 
treat
ent "ithout pretence or affectation. tiny cross-roads school-house, and the ram- 
Historically he stands shoulder to shoulder hling barn and outbuildings furnish the 
with those disciples of domestic and out- background for types which his clear vision 
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The Light on the :'ea. 


Po >t""
ion of the Corcoran Lallery of Art, \\ a,hington, D. C. 


door genre whose original exponents were 
::\Iount and Edmonds, and whose foremost 
product was Eastman Johnson. It is they 
who unquestionably were, and their suc- 
cessors who should strive to be, the true 
hackbone of 4\merican painting. 
Genre as it was conventionally under- 
stood prm"ed, howewr, but a phase of 
Homer's de,-elopment. He soon passed on- 
ward toward a broader application of its 
principles, yet none of his contemporaries 
had been so inherently pictorial as he nor 
so free from alloy literary or sentimental. 
Though his themes were often identical 
with theirs he was always more original in 
conception and design and less apt to de- 
scend to pitfalls either patriotic or anec- 
dotic. The recorris he has left of that 
struggling. post-helIum period when the spir- 
it of the country was stilllargcly rustic, and 


and concise statement have rendered per- 
manent. The very titles of these pictures 
con jure up innumerable boyhood memories 
and help to fix in the mind an epoch when 
the farmer and the farmer's family were the 
most characteristic figures of the day. 
Indh"idual as this work was, it is dis- 
tinctly less so than that which followed. 
From sunny cotton field and sparse hillside 
he pressed northward into solitary stretches 
of drgin forest where the chief, and indeed 
the only, human notes were the guide, the 
trapper, and the lumberman. There was 
something in the remote and isolated magic 
of these pine-covered and lake-dotted re- 
gions which appealed with irresistible force 
to such a temperament as Homer's, nor was 
his art slow to reflect this further affir- 
mation of a personality never lacking in 
masculine vigor and independence. The 
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('am"a:,es of this date exhale the pungent, 
balsam-laden redolence of those distant 
wilds ,,"here the air is e'"er crisp and rarelied 
and the foot of man has seldom fallen, It 
"ould be difficult to conceive a closer iden- 
titv between subject and surroundings than 
th
se pictures illustrate. fhe sinewy. agile 
dwellers of woodland and mountain who 
stalk the deer, or push their slender canoes 
along lonely streams shadowed by tall tree- 
tops, are the direct descendants of Leather- 
stocking, and, save for \\Ïnslow Homer. 
would have foreycr passed out of ,"isual exist- 
ence. It was he and he alone who saw and 
disclosed their artistic possihilities, True 
pathfinders and pioneers of a future civiliza- 
tion, they li,"e for us again in these starkly 
original and graphic compositions, It re- 
quired no small courage and hardihood to 
translate such episodes into pictorial lan- 
guage. Yet Homer proved equal to the task, 
and its accomplishment marked a phase of 
hi:, progress in which the basic qualities of 
his being disclosed themselves more emphat- 
icallv than ever before. He was in his true 
ele
ent. For the first time he found him- 
self face to face with nature, reading her 

ecrets with earnest penetration and learn- 
ing how to re"eal her changing semblance 
with increasing depth and certitude. 
The thirst for new types and scenes still 
upon him, he also visited the Bermudas 
and the coast of Gloucester, and later spent 
se,'eral months near :\' ewcastle-on- Tyne, 
England. He seemed to feel the need of 
fresh stimulus, and wherever he went added 

omething to his fast-ripening powers. 
:\' e'"er an in..;tinctive or in any degree opulent 
colorist, he eagerly ahsorhed the rich, sub- 
tropical tints of sky and sea during se'"eral 
sojourns in the ,rest Indies. Yet nothing 
perhaps in his entire career was of more 
,"alue to him than the days at Tynemouth 
which he passed drawing the comely fish- 
er girls of Cullercoats and near- by villages, 
If the stan'ed and meagre palette reacted 
promptly to the radiant sparkle of southern 
sun and wave, so his feeling for form which 
had thus far lain dormant found its awak- 
ening in the rhythmic poise of fisher lassie 
carrying her basket or net along sih-er 
sweep of sand. There had hitherto been a 
certain asperity, and almost gratuitous lack 
of grace, in much of his work, but this was 
delicately, almost tenderly, ,'eiled O\'er in 
view of river or harbor bathed in the soft 
atmospheric enchantment of the British 


coast. Though it need not be assumed 
that eye and hand had lost any of their 
initial clarity or vigor. none the less there 
were henceforth few lapses into the earlier 
harshness of texture and angularity of con- 
tour" Like the Bermuda sketches. the Eng- 
lish suite was almost wholly executed in 
water-color, a medium in ,,"hich many of 
his finest qualities ha'"e been displayed" 
They were exhihited as a group at the Acad- 
emy of 1883 and the mingled plastic dignity 
and poetic appeal of such compositions as 
".\ '"oice from the Cliff" and "Inside 
the Bar" is as potent to-day as a genera- 
tion ago" 
Judging from this already considerable 
output, there is no question that Homer 
had achie,"ed much" He moreover en joyed 
reputation and success. He was nearing 
fifty, and many another man would have 
been content to go along repeating past 
triumphs and accepting the suffrage of a 
friendly puhlic. But not so \Yinslow Ho- 
mer. In his eyes that which lay behind 
was merely preparatory, and on regaining 
his native shores he began with riper and 
more flexible equipment his real life task, 
The theatre of his activities was the 
raine 
coast, and it is there that he saw enacted 
innumerable times the eternal drama of 
man and the elements which was to play 
such an important part in the work of the 
future. Renouncing the distractions of 
the city, alone and undisturbed by the 
commendation or criticism of the outside 
world, Homer lived and labored year after 
year ,\ith an absorption rare in any field 
of activity. During this ,'oluntary exile, 
,vhich was wholly dedicated to the practice 
of his art, he never once lost courage, nor 
did he slip into the sterile mannerisms of 
the isolated worker. He continued to de- 
vclop step by step. with each canvas ap- 
proaching nearer and nearer that ideal 
toward which he was so resolutely striving. 
\\Ïth scant exceptions, among which may 
be mentioned the crisp and decoratively 
conceived" Fox Hunt/' the work of this 
last and final phase of Homer's career was 
devoted to themes wherein the sea plays 
('ither an incidental or a primary rôle. In 
the preliminary canvases the human note 
predominates; in the latter that ocean 
which has waged such relentless war upon 
man is depicted in all its sinister majesty, 
It is scarcely necessary to recall these pict- 
ures in detail. Like their predecessors of 
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Propert} of the :\Iusellm t>f Fine Arts, Boston, :\Id
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war-time and post-bellum days they, too, ha\'e rule little that is not exclusin'ly American 
pas
ed into the consciousness of the com- and Down East in ftayor. The marks of 
munity at large. Such subjects as "The specific obseryation are indeed e\'erywhere 
Life Line," "The Cndertow," and "The apparent in these records of sailor life on 
Signal of Distress" are notable for their the K ew England coast. The air is charged 
striking yet entirely legitimate dramatic with salt, you can hear the distant boom of 
action, In" Eight Bells," "The Look- the surf, great banks of fog sweep inward 
out-.--\ll's \Yell," and" The Fog \Yarning" from the sea. and hea\'y figures clad in 
we are offered a less graphic yiew-point and dripping oilskins do their duty in the teeth 
heightened powers of suggestion. \Yhile of the gale with all the unconscious hero- 
there seem to linger. in <'.--\ Light on the ism of the stanch souls they are. Consider- 
Sea" and also in .:\lr. Freer's recently ac- ing the manifest temptatio
s such material 
qui red ., Early Eycning," memories of the affords, there is a welcome absence of pose 
fisher maidens of Tynemouth, we haye as a or attitude, The treatment i
 conyincingly 
19 
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realistic: the composition devoid of con- 
yentionalitv_ It was truth that Homer was 
after, not "mere momentary effecti,-eness. 
Though he had an inborn taste for the ex- 
pressiye, it ne,-er got the better of t?at fide
- 
ity to fact which formed the basIs of hIS 
e,-erv brush-stroke. 
R
plete with incident as slIch scenes are, 
they nevertheless lack the dynamic energy 
of those marines which constitute Homer's 
chief title to greatness_ It is to "High 
Cliff-Coast of )Iaine," "The Xorth- 


from her the highest measure of pictorial 
possibility. Continued study and practice 
taught him how to convey an incomparable 
sense of the rhythm of wave and the exact 
impact and buoyancy of great masses of 
water, while profound contemplation and 
close intimacy with his subject gave him in 
the end the magic secret of elevating the 
merely local to the plane of universality. 
Even a casual survey of the life work of 
'Yinslow Homer is sufficient to establish 
clearly in the mind its leading characteris- 
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I'he Fog 'Yarning. 
Property of the !IIu
eum of Fine Arts, Boston, :\1 ass. 


easter," "The \faine Coast," and" Cannon tics_ It is an essentially naturalistic art, 
Rock " that one must turn for the culmina- which, after marked transitions and many 
tive vindication of his art and personality. years of unremitting effort, he finally left 
\Ian has been banished or reduced to in- behind. At the outset he was a frankly 
significance. ,re are alone with the sky, provincial product. As time went on he 
the sea, the wind, and that impregnable broadened wonderfully in scope and power, 
bulwark which defends the land from im- in vision and handling. The early rigidity 
minent im-asion. It is an age-old antag- of touch gradually acquired more fluency, 
onism which is here depicted. It is that his color grew richer and more varied, and 
same conflict hetween rock and water which his feeling for form disclosed at moments 
has been waged for centuries, yet it has an almost statuesque grandeur. Ke,-er- 
never been portrayed with like power or theless, the fundamental qualities of his 
stern simplicity of statement. Technically style, as of the man himself, remained un- 
these canvases show a rapidity of stroke changed, Æsthetically as well as philo- 
unapproached by anything Homer has sophically there exists always the same 
placed to his credit, saving, of course, the perpetual dualism, the same conflict be- 
aquarelles. Temperamentally they de- tween the relative claims of the subjective 
monstrate to the full his ability to confront and objective points of view, and it is 
nature in her mightiest moods alld extract squarely upon the foundations of the latter 
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that the work of Homer rests, Just as 
\Yhistler stands in the annals of his coun- 
try's art as the foremost apostle of subjec- 
ti\-ity, so that which is purely objecti\"e finds 
its leading exponent in \\ïnslow Homer. 
They are antithetical and irreconcilahle in 
their respecti\-e positions, and cd.ch in his 
special province towers far above his fel- 
lows. The one is exclusive and aristo- 
cratic, the other defiant in his whole-souled 
democracy. Flaunting the superiority of 
foreign training and the efficacy of a refined 
eclecticism in matters of taste, 'Yhistlercapt- 
ured the artistic sensihilities of his genera- 
tion. .\utogenous and relying solely upon 
his innate capacity for seeing and doing 
as he saw fit. Homer remained a solitarv 
tigure, removed from the conflicting cu;- 
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rents of the hour, Firm as a rock, the 
sun-flecked waves of impressionism and the 
faint ripples of that lyric effeminacy so pop- 
ular with certain younger painters have 
alike broken unheeded at his feet. 
It would be injudicious to claim for this 
art qualities it obviously does not possess. 
Save in the always memorable water-colors 
it is lacking in manipulative dexterity and 
charm. Though the 
alues are correct, 
there is scant attempt at suggesting that 
suhtle illusion of light and atmosphere 
which is the cherished triumph of the con- 
temporary palette. Singularly de\'oid of 
mystery or sensuous seduction, it likewise 
makes but slender appeal to the imaginati\"e 
faculty. .-\nd îinally, while there are those 
whose enthusiasm leads them to divine, 
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notably in the marines, a high degree of 
synthetic power, such fancies seem Lased 
upon a misconception of what actually con- 
stitutes æsthetic synthesis. In compensa- 
tion, the work of Homer affords conclusive 
proof of the supremacy of matter m-er 
method. It is an invigorating, explicit por- 
trait of actuality, set 
down with directness 
and force, the grasp 
of character always 
keen and sure, a
d 
the spirit of place un- 
mistakable. Possess- 
ing distinct graphic 
eloq uence, this art 
in its less ambitious 
moods is expressive 
and ,-eracious, rising, 
in its more exalted 
moments, to a pitch 
of compelling po,,-er 
and conyiction. It is 
always reali t y that 
Homer offers us, but 
a reality which, by 
the simplest devices, 
has been given un- 
looked-for signifi- 
cance. \\ïth \Vins- 
low Homer one seems 
to be in the ,-eritable 
presence of man and 
nature. _\ndsomod- 
estly has this been accomplished. and so 
severely economic the means employed, 
that all contributory considerations have 
disappeared. _ 
Thus it is that Homer has pictured his 
country and countrymen. Bone of her 
bone ánd flesh of h
r flesh, he has been 
faithful to his trust down to the faintest 
particular, ne'-er shirking fact howe,-er un- 
poetic and ne,-er seeking to cast over the 
rugged countenance of truth a ,-eil of effete 
or foreign falsity. This art is not only 
soundly objective but splendidly optimistic. 
It betrays no misgi,-ings as to the future. 
The spirit of a young, stout-hearted race 
looks from these cam-ases. They speak, 
one and all, of wider hopes and ampler op- 
portunity. Beyond question their essence 
lies firmly implanted in those sturdier ideals 
of life and conduct which,seem to have been 
swept aside by developments more recent 
and. more complex. One of the last prud- 
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ucts of those earnest, spacious days. \\Tins- 
10"- Homer was the only one to gh-e the 
perio? consistent and enduring artistic ex- 
pressIOn. 
The end came at his home at Prout's 
Xeck, 
Iaine, on September 29, last, after 
se,-eral weeks of failing health. He had 
not done much lat- 
terly beside diverting 
himself with water- 
colors, the exertion of 
grouping models and 
executing com posi- 
tions in oils being be- 
yond his strength _ He 
realized that his task 
was finished, recently 
remarking with char- 
acteristicpith that "as 
there were so many 
young fellows around 
who were doing better 
things than he, there 
was little use of his 
keeping on." Hene,-- 
ertheless enjoyed un- 
diminished mental 
vigor, and also de- 
lighted in strolling 
along the sea-front 
and pointing out the- 
spots where he had 
painted his fa,'orite 
pictures. Few artists 
ha,'e met with more cordial appreciation 
during their lifetime. He was the recipient of 
numerous distinctions at home and abroad, 
the awarding, in 1896, of the First Chrono- 
logical 
Iedal of the Carnegie Institute and 
the collective exhibition of his work held in 
the same galleries two years ago occupying 
conspicuous place among the fitting tributes 
to his fame. The most productive epoch of 
his career was the decade between 1890 and 
1900 when he produced that superb succes- 
sion of marine masterpieces by which he will 
doubtless he remembered longest. .. The 
Gulf Stream," the last of the series, stirring 
as it is, already displays a certain diffusion 
of interest seldom seen in the cam-ases of his- 
best manner. There can remain, howe,-er, 
little save admiration for this art as a whole. 
Through its singleness of purpose and 
sterling integrity both moral and æsthetic, 
it rightfully takes rank among the imper- 
ishable achievements of the national genius. 
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TlfROUGH THE JIISTS 


III 


TILE H.ED ST.L\H. 


By Arthur Conan l)oylc 


I I. I. l" S T RAT I 0 !\ S E Y X. ( . \\ \' I: r II 


D RE house of Theodo
ius, the 
famous Eastern merchant, 
was in the best part of Con- 
stantinople at the Sea Point 
which is near the church of 
Saint Demetrius. Here he 
would entertain in so princely a fashion 
that even the Emperor 
Iaurice had been 
knO\\ n to cume privately from the neigh- 
boring Bucoleon palace in order to join in 
the revelry. On the night in question, 
however, which was the 4th of X O\"em- 
ber in the year of Our Lord 630, his numer- 
ous guests had retired early, and there re- 
mained only Í\\O intimates, both of them 
successful merchants like himself, who sat 
with him oycr their wine on the marble 
\'eranda of his house, whence on the une 
side they could see the lights of the ship- 
ping in the Sea of 
Iarmora, and on the 
other the beacons which marked out the 
course uf the Bosphorus_ Immediately at 
their feet lay a narrow str.1it of water, with 
the low, dark loom of the Asiatic hills be- 
2 4 


yund. A thin haze hid the he:wens, hut 
away to the south a single great red star 
Durned sullenly in the darkness. 


The night was cool, the light was sooth- 
ing, and the three men talked freely, letting 
their minds drift back into the earlier days 
when they had staked their capital, and 
often their Ih"es, on the ,-entures which had 
built up their present fortunes. The host 
spoke of his long journeys in Xorth Africa, 
the land of the 
loors; how he had trav- 
elled, keeping the blue sea ever upon his 
right, until he had passed the ruins of Car- 
thage, and so on and e,"er on until a great 
tidal ocean beat upon a yelluw strand De- 
fore him, while on the right he could see 
the high rock across the wa,-es which 
marked the Pillars of Hercules. His talk 
was of dark-skinned, bearded men, of lions, 
and of monstrous serpents. Then Deme- 
trius, the Cilician, an austere man of sixty, 
told how he also had built up his mighty 
wealth. He spoke of a journey over the 
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It was hard to remember that he was only the wandering leader of an Arab caravan.-Page 28. 




The Red Star 


Danube and through the country of the 
fierce Huns, until he and his friends had 
found themselves in the mighty forest of 
Germany, on the shores of the great river 
which is called the Elbe. His stories were 
of huge men, sluggish of mind but murder- 
ous in their cups, of sudden midnight broils 
and nocturnal nïghts, of villages buried in 
dense woods, of bloody heathen sacrifices, 
and of the bears and woh-es who haunted 
the forest paths. So the two elder men 
capped each other's stories and awoke each 
other's memories, while l\Ianuel Ducas, 
the young merchant of gold and ostrich 
feathers, whose name was already known 
oyer all the Levant, sat in silence and lis- 
tened to their talk. At last, however, they 
called upon him also for an anecdote, and 
leaning his cheek upon his elbow, -with his 
eyes fixed upon the great red star which 
burned in the south, the younger man be- 
gan to speak, 


"It is the sight of that star which brings 
a story into my mind," said he. "I do not 
know its name. Old Lascaris the astrono- 
mer would tell me if I asked, but I ha\'e no 
desire to know. Yet at this time of the 
year I always look out for it, and I never 
fail to see it burning in the same place. 
But it seems to me that it is redder and 
larger than it was. 


"It was some ten years ago that I made 
an expedition into Abyssinia, where I 
traded to such good effect that I set forth 
on my return with more than a hundred 
camel loads of skins. ivory, gold, spices, and 
other African produce. I brought them to 
the sea-coast at _\rsinoe. and carried them 
up the Arabian Gulf in five of the small 
boats of the country. Finally I landed 
near Saba, which is a starting-point for 
cáravans, and, having assembled my cam- 
els and hired a guard of forty men from 
the wandering Arabs, I set forth for l\la- 
coraba, From this point, which is the 
sacred city of the idolaters of those parts, 
one can always join on to the large cara- 
vans which go north twice a year to J eru- 
salem and the sea-coast of Syria. 


"Our route was a long and weary one. 
On our left hand was the Arabian Gulf 
lying like a pool of molten metal under the 
glare of day, but changing to blood-red as 
VOL. XLIX.-3 
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the sun sank each e\'ening behind the dis- 
tant African coast. On our right was a 
monstrous desert which extends, as far as I 
know, across the whole of Arahia and away 
to the distant kingdom of the Persians. 
For many days we saw no sign of life save 
our own long, straggling line of laden 
camels -with their tattered, swarthy guard- 
ians. In these deserts the soft sand dis- 
guises the footfall of the animals, so that 
their silent progress day after day through 
a scene which never changes, and which 
is itself noiseless, becomes at last like a 
strange dream. Often as I rode behind my 
caravan, and gazed at the grotesque fig- 
ures which bore my wares in front of me, I 
found it hard to believe that it was indeed 
reality, and that it was I, I, )Ianuel Ducas 
who lived near the Theodosian Gate of 
Constantinople, and shouted for the Green 
at the Hippodrome every Sunday after- 
noon, who was there in so strange a land 
and with such singular comrades, 


" Now and then, far out at sea, we caught 
sight of the white, triangular sails of the 
boats which these people use, but as they 
are all pirates, we were ,-ery glad to be 
safely upon shore, Once or twice, too, by 
the water's edge we saw dwarfish creatures, 
one could scarcely say if they were men 
or monkeys, who burrow for homes among 
the sea-weed, drink the pools of brackish 
,vater, and eat what they can catch These 
are the Fish-eaters, the Ichthyophagi, of 
whom old Herodotus talks, surely the low- 
est of all the human race. Our Arabs 
shrank from them with horror, for it is well 
known that should you die in the desert 
these little people will settle on you like 
carrion crows, and leave not a bone un- 
picked. They gibbered and croaked and 
waved their skinny arms at us as we passed, 
knowing well that they could swim far out 
to sea if we attempted to pursue them, for 
it is said that even the sharks turn with dis- 
gust from their foul bodies, 
"\Ve had tra\-elled in this way for ten 
da ys, camping every evening at the vile 
wells which afford a small quantity of 
abominable -water, It was our habit to 
rise very early and to travel very late, but 
to halt during the intolerable heat of the 
afternoon, when, for want of trees, we 
would crouch in the shadow of a sandhill, 
or, if that were wanting, behind our own 
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camels and merchandise, in order to escape 
from the insufferable glare of the sun. On 
the scventh dav we were near the point 
where one lea 
"es the coast in order to 

trike inland to ::\Iacoraba. \Ve had con- 
cluded our midday halt, and were just start- 
ing once more, the sun still being so hot 
that we could hardly bear it, when looking 
up I saw a remarkable sight. Standing 
on a hillock to our right there was a man 
aoout forty feet high, holding in his hand a 
spear which was the size of the mast of a 
large ship. You look surprised, my friends, 
and you can therefore imagine my feelings 
when I saw such a sight. But my reason 
soon told me that the object in front of 
me was really a wandering Arab, whose 
form had been enormously magnified by 
the strange, distorting effects which the hot 
air of the deserts is able to cause. 


"However, the actual apparition caused 
more alarm to my companions than the im- 
agined one had to me, for with a howl of dis- 
may, they shrank together into a frightened 
group, all pointing and gesticulating, as 
they gazed at the distant figure. I then 
observed that the man was not alone, but 
that from all the sandhills round a line of 
turbaned heads were gazing down upon us. 
The chief of the escort came running to me 
and informed me of the cause oftheir terror, 
which was that they recognized, by some 
peculiarity in their head-gear, that these 
men belonged to the tribe of the Dilwas, 
th
 most ferocious and unscrupulous of the 
Bedouin, who had evidently laid an am- 
buscade for us at this point with the in- 
tention of seizing our caravan. ""hen I 
thought of all my efforts in Abyssinia, of the 
length of my journey, and of the dangers 
and fatigues which I had endured, I could 
not hear to think of this total disaster com- 
ing upon me at the last instant and robbing 
me not only of my profits, but also of my 
original outlay. It was evident, however, 
that the robbers were too numerous for us 
to attempt to defend ourselves, and that we 
shou[d be very fortunate if we escaped with 
our lives. Sitting upon a packet, therefore, 
I commended my soul to our Blessed Saint 
Helena, while I watched with despairing 
eyes the stealthy and menacing approach of 
the Arab robbers. 
"It may have been our own good fortune 
or it may have been the handsome offer- 


ing of beeswax candles, four to the pound 
which I had mentally vowed to the Blessed 
Helena, but at that instant I heard a great 
outcry of joy from among my own fol- 
lowers. Standing up on the packet that I 
might have a better view, I was overjoyed 
to see a long caravan, five hundred camels 
at least, with a numerous armed guard, 
coming along the route from 1\lacoraba. 
It is, I need not tell you, the custom of all 
caravans to combine their forces against 
the robbers of the desert, and with the aid 
of these newcomers we had become the 
stronger party. The marauders recognized 
it at once, for they vanished as if their na- 
tive sands had swallowed them. Running 
up to the summit of a sandhill, I was just 
able to catch a glimpse of a dust-cloud whirl- 
ing away across the yellow plain, with the 
long necks of their camels, the flutter of 
their loose garments, and the gleam of their 
spears breaking out from the heart of it. 
So vanished the marauders. 


"Presently I found, however, that I had 
only exchanged one danger for another, 
At first I had hoped that this new caravan 
might belong to some Roman citizen, or at 
least to some Syrian Christian, but I found 
that it was entirely Arab. The trading 
Arabs who are settled in the numerous 
towns of Arabia are, of course, very much 
more peaceable than the Bedouin of the 
wilderness, those sons of Ishmael of whom 
we read in Holy \Vrit. But the Arab blood 
is covetous and lawless, so that when I saw 
several hundred of them formed in a semi- 
circle round our camels, looking with greedy 
eyes at my boxes of precious metals, and 
my packets of ostrich feathers, I feared the 
worst. 


" Theleader of the new caravan was a man 
of dignified bearing and remarkable appear- 
ance. His age I should judge to be about 
forty, -with aquiline features, a noble black 
heard, and eyes so luminous, so searching, 
and so intense that I cannot remember in 
all my wanderings to have ever seen any 
which could be compared with them, To 
my thanks and salutations he returned a 
formal bow, and stood stroking his beard 
and looking in silence at the wealth which 
had suddenly fallen into his power. A mur- 
mur from his followers showed the eager- 
ness with which they awaited the order to 
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fall upon the plunder, and a young ruf- 
fian, who seemed to be on intimate terms 
with the leader, came to his elbow and 
}Jut the desires of his companions into 
words: 
'" Surely, 0 Revered One,' said he, 
'these people and their treasure have been 
deli\rered into our hands. \Yhen we return 
with it to the holy place, who of all the 
Koraish will fail to see the finger of God 
which has led us?' 
"But the leader shook his head. 
'''Kay, Ali, it may not be,' he answered. 
'This man is, as I judge, a Citizen of Rome, 
and we may not treat him as though he were 
an idolater,' 
'" But he is an unbeliever,' cried the 
youth, fingering a great knife which hung 
in his belt, "V ere I to be the judge he 
would lose not only his merchandise, but 
his life also, if he did not accept the faith.' 
"The older man smiled, and shook his 
head, 
"'Nay, Ali, you are too hot-headed,' said 
he. 'Seeing that there are not as yet three 
hundred faithful in the world, our hands 
would indeed be full if we were to take the 
lh"es and property of all who are not with 
us, Forget not, dear lad, that charity and 
honesty are the very nose-ring and halter 
of the true faith.' 
'" Among the faithful,' said the ferocious 
youth. 
'''Nay, toward everyone. It is the law 
of Allah. _\nd yet '-here his countenance 
darkened, and his eyes shone with a most 
sinister light-' the day may soon come 
when the hour of grace is past, and woe 
then to those who have not hearkened! 
Then shall the sword of Allah be drawn, 
and it shall not be sheathed until the har- 
vest is reaped. First it shall strike the 
idolaters on the day when my own peo- 
ple and kinsmen, the unbelieving Koraish, 
shall be scattered, and the three hundred 
and sixty idols of the Caaba thrust out upon 
the dung-heaps of the town. Then shall 
the Caaba be the home and temple of one 
God only, who brooks no rival on earth or 
in heaven.' 
" The man's followers had gathered round 
him, their spears in their hands, their ar- 
dent eyes fixed upon his face, and their dark 
features convulsed with such fanatic en- 
thusiasm as showed the hold which he had 
upon their love and respect. 
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"'\Ye shall be patient,' said he, 'but 
some time, next year, the year after, the day 
may come when the great Angel Gabriel 
will bear me the message that the time of 
words has gone by, and that the hour of the 
sword has come. ,\\T e are few and weak, 
but if it is His 'Vill, who can stand against 
us? Are you of Jewish faith, stranger?' 
he asked. 
"I answered that I was not. 
'''The better for you,' he answered, with 
the same furious anger in his swarthy face. 
'First shall the idolaters fall, and then the 
Jews, in that they have not known those 
very prophets whom they had themselves 
foretold. Then last will come the turn of 
the Christians, who follow indeed a true 
Prophet, greater than l\Ioses or Abraham, 
but who have sinned in that they have con- 
founded a creature with the Creator. To 
each in turn, idolater, Jew, and Christian, 
the day of reckoning will come,' The rag- 
amuffins behind him all shook their spears 
3S he spoke, There was no doubt about 
their earnestness, but when I looked at their 
tattered dresses and simple arms, I could 
not help smiling to think of their ambitious 
threats, and to picture what their fate would 
be upon the day of battle before the battle- 
axes of our Imperial Guards, or the spears 
of the heavy cavalry of the _\rmenian 
Themes. However, I need not say that I 
was discreet enough to keep my thoughts to 
myself, as I had no desire to be the first 
martyr in this fresh attack upon our blessed 
faith, 
" It was now evening, and it was decided 
that the two caravans should camp together 
-an arrangement which was the more wel- 
come as we were by no means sure that we 
had seen the last of the marauders. I had 
invited the leader of the Arabs to have sup- 
per with me, and, after a long exercise of 
prayer with his followers, he came to join 
me, but my attempt at hospitality was 
thrown away, for he would not touch the 
excellent wine which I had unpacked for 
him, nor would he eat any of my dainties, 
contenting himself with stale bread, dried 
dates, and water. After this meal we 
at 
alone by the smouldering fire, the magnif- 
kent arch of the heavens above us of that 
deep, rich blue with those gleaming, clear- 
cut stars which can only be seen in that 
dry desert air. Our camp lay in silence 
before us, and no sound reached our ears 
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save the dull murmur of the voices of our 
companions, and the occasional shrill cry 
of a jackal among the sandhills around us, 
Face to face I sat with this strange man, the 
glow of the fire beating upon his eager an? 
imperious features and reflecting from hIS 
passionate eyes. It was the strangest vigil, 
and one which will never pass from my 
recollection. I have spoken with many 
,\ ise and famous men upon my travels, but 
never with one who left the impression of 
this one. 
"And yet much of his talk was unintelli- 
gible to me, though, as you are aware, I 
speak _\rabian like an Arab. It rose and 
fell in the strangest way. Sometimes it was 
the babble of a child, sometimes the inco- 
herent raving of a fanatic, sometimes the 
lofty dreams of a prophet and philosopher, 
There were times when his stories of de- 
mons, of miracles, of dreams, and of omens 
were such as an old woman might tell to 
please the children of an evening. There 
were others when, as he talked with shin- 
ing face of his converse with angels, of the 
intentions of the Creator, and the end of 
the universe, I felt as if I were in the com- 
panyof some one more than mortal, some 
one who was indeed the direct messenger 
of the 'lost High, 
"There were good reasons why he should 
treat me with such confidence. He saw in 
me a messenger to Constantinovle and to 
the Roman Empire. Even as St. Paul had 
brought Christianity to Europe, so he hoped 
that I might carry his doctrines to my na- 
tive city. _'\.las, be the doctrines what they 
may, I fear that I am not the stuff of which 
Pauls are made ! Yet he strove with all his 
heart during that long Arabian night to 
bring me over to his belief. He had with 
him a holy book, written, as he said, from 
the dictation of an angel, which he carried 
in tablets of bone in the nose-bag of a 
camel. Some chapters of this he read me, 
but, indeed, though the precepts were usu- 
ally good, the language seemed wild and 
fanciful. There were times when I could 
scarce keep my countenance as I listened 


. 


to him. He planned out his future move- 
ments and, indeed, as he spoke it was hard 
to remember that he was only the -wander- 
ing leader of an Arab caravan, and not one 
of the great ones of the earth. '\Vhen God 
has given me sufficient power, which will be 
within a few years,' said he, (I will unite 
all Arabia under my banner. Then I will 
spread my doctrine over Syria and Egypt. 
,rhen this has been done, I will turn to 
Persia, and give them the choice of the true 
Faith or the sword. Having taken Persia, 
it will be easy then to overrun Asia l\:Iinor, 
and so to make our way to Constantinople. 2 
" I bit my lip to keep from laughing. 
" 'And how long will it be before your 
,-ictorious troops have reached the Bos- 
phorus ?' I asked. 
,., Such things are in the hands of God, 
whose servants we are,' said he. 'It may 
be that I shall myself have passed away 
before these things are accomplished, but 
before the days of our children are com- 
pleted, an that I have now told you will 
come to pass. Look at that star,' he add- 
ed, pointing to a beautiful clear planet 
above our heads. 'That is the symbol of 
Christ. See how serene and peaceful it 
shines, like his own teaching, and the mem- 
ory of his life. Now,' he added, turning 
his outstretched hand to a dusky red star 
upon the horizon-the very one on which 
we are gazing now-' that is my star, which 
tells of wrath, of war, of a scourge upon 
sinners. And yet both are indeed stars, 
and each does as Allah may ordain!' 
"\\T ell, that was the experience which was 
called to my mind by the sight of this star 
to-night. Red and angry it still broods 
over the south, even as I saw it that night 
in the desert. Somewhere down yonder 
that man is working and striving. He may 
be stabbed by some brother fanatic, or 
slain in a tribal skirmish. If so, that is the 
end. But if he lives, there was that in his 
eyes, and in his presence, which tells me 
that :Mahomet, the son of Abdallah, for that 
was his name, will testify in some note- 
worthy fashion to the faith that is in him." 



THE \YEST IN TIlE EAST 
FROM AN A:\IERICAN rOI
T OF YIE\\T 


ON 


TI-IE \\TA Y TO 


INDIA 


By Price Collier 
Author of " England and the English from an American Point of \ïew" 


D T was less than a century 
ago that the sarcastic ques- 
tion, "\Vho reads an Ameri- 
can book?" was posed in the 
Edinburgh Review. The 

 Review was young, light- 
hearted, and careless of the feelings of 
others in those days, \Vhen it was about 
to be issued, Sydney Smith suggested as an 
appropriate motto the line from Virgil: 
Tenui Alusam meditamur avena, translat- 
ing it: ,. \\Te cultivate literature on a little 
oatmeal! " 
N or Sydney Smith, nor any other English- 
man at that time, dreamed that well with- 
in the century two books at any rate, by 
American authors, dealing directly with the 
British Empire, would be given a promi- 
nent place in the library of every serious- 
minded Englishman. Captain lVlahan of 
the United States Navy, and :Mr. Lawrence 
Lowell, president of Harvard University, 
have written volumes that no Englishman 
cares to neglect. 
\Vhat was playful condescension when 
the question, "\Vho reads an American 
book?" was asked, has become a criticism 
of English patriotism to-day, for no English- 
man may pass by these two books when he 
studies his own empire. 
This marks a great change, but it is a 
change that is often misunderstood. These 
books were not written to instruct, or to 
counsel, the Englishman about his own 
affairs, but to serve as commentaries for 
Americans, in the study of their own inter- 
nal and external affairs. There is no sug- 
gestion of the smallest labial lapse in the 
grandmotherly method with eggs, on the 
contrary, it is a study of the old method, not 
a hint that there exists a better of which we 
are the inventors. 
This newly awakened interest in the 
affairs of Great Britain is not an attempt on 


the part of the .-\merican to patronize the 
English. It is the direct result of our co- 
lossal wealth, of our new territorial re- 
sponsibilities, and of our enforced interest 
in the policies, affairs, failures, and suc- 
cesses of the great empire. \Ve can no 
longer avoid this concern in the empire's 
affairs if we would. It is not an imperti- 
nent nor an idle curiosity and criticism, it 
is a new burden, 
It is no longer a question of whether or 
no it is an impertinence for an American to 
deal with the British Empire; let me be 
frank, since I have been guilty, and ex- 
plain that I, at least, consider it a neces- 
sity. It is our business, nowadays, to 
know as much of the internal and external 
conditions of the British Empire as possi- 
LIe, and to study these conditions from an 
American point of view for our own benefit, 
e,'en if for no other reason. Next to our 
O\vn affairs, the affairs of Great Britain 
are of most importance to us. 
Should Great Britain lose India, lose the 
Suez Canal, lose the supremacy of the sea, 
become another Venice, Spain, Holland, or 
Denmark, the one hundred million in- 
habitants of the United States would find 
themselves with new and far heavier bur- 
dens. ""e are no longer troubling our- 
seh-es as to whether an American book will 
be read, since it has become a patriotic duty 
for the American who is blessed with the 
opportunity, to study the social, moral, and 
economical conditions of the very people 
who, less than a century ago, good-nat- 
uredly laughed out the question: "\\'ho 
reads an American book?" Times have 
changed; we ha,'e changed. 
An intelligent public opinion about for- 
eign affairs needs fostering in America, for 
the time is not far distant when America 
will need the backing of knowledge, expe- 
rience, and of the travelled information of 
29 
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her wisest men, to meet the problems that 
are even now preparing for her. 
As an example, I might add, if I were not 
the friend and admirer of both :Ur. Presi- 
dent Taft and 
Ir. Knox, that uninformed 
diplomacy has "dished" us in the East. 
The suggestion coming from \Yashington, 
that the six great powers should control to- 
gether the railway situation in northern 
and southern :l\1anchuria, was received 
coldly in St. l>etersburg and in Tokio, and 
with amused condescension in London, 
Paris, and Berlin. I was in the East at the 
time, and at more than one ambassadorial 
table it was not easy to explain our motives. 
It is the sane and the fair solution of a tick- 
lish problem if we are to have an open 
door in China, but as diplomacy, as a 
means to an end, it was a lamentable fail- 
ure. It drove Russia and Japan together, 
and on the fourth of July, 1910, an agrec- 
ment was signed between them, which 
provides for" friendly co-operation with a 
vicw to thc impro\'ement of their respective 
railway lines in :Manchuria and the per- 
fecting of the connecting services of the 
said lines, and to abstain from all compe- 
tition prejudicial to the realization of this 
object." 
In undiplomatic language this means 
hands off in .ßlanchuria, a sign to other 
powers to keep off the grass, 
The Japanese are building at great cost a 
railway bridge across the Yalu River, and a 
broad-guage railway from thence to 11uk- 
den. The Russians control the 1'rans- 
Siberian Railway, which has thus far been 
operated at a loss, 
This great valley, stretching up from the 
Gulf of l'echili for hundreds of miles, only 
needs improved agricultural machinery and 
cheap labor, which is at hand, to develop 
into a grain-growing territory equal to the 
feeding of all Japan. 
If :\Ir. Knox had been with me on my 
tortuous and tiresome journey through this 
fair land, he would not have dreamed of 
suggesting that Japan and Russia should 
share these Chinese spoils with other coun- 
tries, or admit a participating influence in 
a land watered by their blood, and into 
-which they were pouring money. 
A suggestion to us from France and Rus- 
sia on the fourth of July, 1776, that they 
should share in our hardly won opportu- 
nity, would have been considered as fantas- 


tical as was the proposal of 11r. Knox by 
Russia and Japan. 
\Ve have by this agreement between 
Russia and Japan not only closed the door 
on ourselves, but we have put England in 
a difficult position. \Ye have done even 
more than that. \Ye have made it still 
easier for Japan to gobble Korea *-though 
she is pledged not to do so-and to turn her 
attention to the consolidation of her recent 
conquests and to the Pacific. Japan need 
no longer be uneasy in the East, and both 
Russia and Japan may now turn their eyes 
to matters of more serious import to them. 
Russia becomes free again to study the situ- 
ation in India and the Persian Gulf; and 
Japan may become less suave in contem- 
plating the exclusion of her citizens from 
Australia, the Philippines, San Francisco, 
and Y ancouver. 
As a diplomatic move this affair was as 
ill-considered and as embarrassing in its 
consequences as can well be imagined. If 
_Mr. Knox had been in the employ of the 
Japanese government he could not have 
aided them more successfully. 
Our government was probably not kept 
in touch with the situation in the East. 
Our deplorable system of choosing men to 
act as our diplomatic and sensitive antennm 
abroad, because they have been successful 
in the manipulation of -ward, city, or 
tate 
voters at home, will ere long, and fortu- 
nately, bankrupt itself. \Vhether the re- 
ward-seeking politician likes it or not, we 
must soon begin to appoint men who are 
travellers, linguists, and more or less so- 
cially accomplished, if we are to hold our 
own, or even to know what IS going on in 
Europe and in the East. 
Such commercial, industrial, and finan- 
cial disturbances as are now our lot in 
America, are due to some extent to the fact 
that our productive powers along many 
lines are now greater than the demands of 
home consumption. Our agents abroad, 
whether ambassadors, ministers, or con- 
suls, have the new burden of blazing the 
way for an increase of our foreign trade. 
The best men that we can get for such posts 
will find competitors from Germany, Bel- 
gium, England, France, and Japan, well 
worthy of their steel. 


* This was written before the recent annexation of Korea 
by the Japanese. _ When I was in Tokio and in Seoul, I was 
told solemnly, by officials of high standing, that there was no 
intention of annexing Korea. 
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I have not only spent a year in the Far 
East, but I have also been for a short visit 
to South America. I cannot say too much 
to my fellow-countrymen of the successful 
labors of the new type of men who are 
gradually, but too slowly, being tempted 
into our civil service. I have seen many of 
them now all over the world, men who are 
making this work their profession, men who 
speak and write the language of the coun- 
try they are sent to, and men who can speak 
and write their own, men who represent the 
United States worthily. I regret that I 
must forbear to mention names, but if the 
people of the e nited States knew what I 
know of the mere dollars and cents gained 
for them, to mention nothing else, by the 
men of our new civil service, and by the 
men representing us these days in the great 
capitals, they would wreck the reputation 
of any man, or any party, which attempted 
to revert to the spoils system in the appoint- 
ment of our civil servants abroad. I take 
it that the accomplished and scholarly Mr. 
Knox knows this already, and he could 
spare his fellow-countrymen unnecessary 
humiliation if he would act upon it, 
At the beginning of the last century the 
\Vest Indies were responsible for one-fourth 
of all British commerce. The sugar of the 
\Vest Indian Islands, and the colonies of 
Spain, were in those days what the valleys 
of 1\lanchuria and the Eastern question are 
to-day. Great Britain was our rival at our 
own doors. To-day she has practically 
withdrawn her fleet from the Caribbean Sea. 
It is acknowledged by everybody ex- 
cept, perhaps, Germany, that the !\lon- 
roe doctrine is not a theory, but a fact, 
with a fleet behind it. \Ve have under- 
taken to do justice, to keep the peace, and 
to safeguard property in South America, 
largely through the good will of the vari- 
ous states there. \Ve do this, for their 
benefit and for our own, lest any nation 
should make it an excuse for the use of 
force in that region, that order is not pre- 
served there, and that therefore their citi- 
zens and their property need protection. 
This method of opening the door to a for- 
eign mili tary power has been so successful 
along these same lines elsewhere, that we 
cannot afford to give the smallest excuse for 
such an argument. 
That is the pith of the :l\1onroe doctrine, 
and what foreign nation has not adopted it, 
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and fough t for it in some part of the world? 
The actual words of Presiden t :ì\1onroe were: 
"As a principle in which the rights and in- 
terest of the United States are involved . . . 
the American continents . . . are hence- 
forth not to be considered as subject for 
future colonization by any European pow- 
er. . . . \Ve O\..-e it, therefore, to candor and 
to the amicable relations existing between 
the United States and those powers to de-- 
clare that we should consider any attempt 
on their part to extend their system to any 
portion of this hemisphere as dangerous 
to our peace and safety." 
Americans must accept the responsibil- 
ities of the new situation whether they like 
them or not. They may not shirk the trust 
imposed upon them, whether for the pres- 
ent or for posterity. By our control in 
Cuba and Porto Rico, by the building of 
the canal, by the assertion that the whole 
of the South American continent is more 
or less within our sphere of influence, and 
by the taking over of the Philippines, we 
have made ourselves, to some extent, re- 
sponsible for what goes on in the East. 
The Washington dictum of "no entangling 
alliances" is a thing of the past, \Ve can- 
not play the game single-handed. \Ve must 
have a partner or partners, and we must 
look on at the game of Eastern politics 
and policies, not only with interest, but with 
a keen desire to know which partner to 
choose when the time of choosing comes. 
One of the best-informed students of 
Asian questions, Sir \Villiam Hunter, wrote, 
just before his death: "I hail the advent 
of the United States in the East as a new 
power for good, not alone for the island races 
that come under their care, but also in that 
great settlement of European spheres of in- 
fluence in Asia, which, if we could see aright, 
forms the world problem of our day," 
The inherited prejudices and quarrels 
of foreign-born, or of parent-foreign-born 
Americans, must be swept up in the dust- 
pan of provincial national housewifery and 
thrown away, that America as a whole may 
profit. No man is truly naturalized as an 
American who persists in grafting his par- 
ticular Old \Vorld enmities or prejudices 
upon his new citizenship, Now that we 
are taking part in the world game, no fac- 
tion in the body politic can be permitted 
to impede our progress, to hamper our 
strength, or to confuse our judgment. 
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Let Irishmen send funds to back a po- 
litical party in Great Britain; let Germans 
make presents to the German emperor; 
let Itdlians send thousands in savings back 
to Itdly; let I>oles hate both Czar and 
Kaiser; but let none of these enmities have 
the slightest bearing upon our foreign re- 
lations or our foreign alliances, for then the 
Irish must cease to be Irish, the Germans 
to be Germans, the Italians to be Italians, 
and the Poles to be Poles, and all recog- 
nize thcir fundamental citizenship, which 
is American. America, with imperial tasks 
on her hands, can recognize no tribes with- 
in her own borders, among her own cit- 
izens, 
It requires no long disquisition, and no 
arguments more convincing than the mere 
statement of the facts, to show America's 
changed position as regards the European 
and the Eastern powers, 
Ianila is forty- 
eight hours' journey from Hongkong, and 
we have large sums invested in Eastern 
trade, in Japanese bonds, and we are pre- 
paring to assist in the building and in 
the control of a railway \...hich will par- 
allel a portion of Russia's Trans-Siberian, 
and Japan's Southern :Manchurian, rail- 
ways, Seventy-five miles from Tokio, and 
at the extreme wcstern point of Japan, is a 
wireless telegraphy station at Choshi. The 
steamer Korea 'when five hundred miles 
off Hawaii communicated with Choshi, and 
now in Japan they are planning to connect 
Choshi with Hawaii by wireless, by in- 
creasing the motor power at Choshi, which 
is now only fifty watts. This makes Japan 
indeed vcry much our neighbor. It may 
be added that Hawaii has, even now, three 
Japanese to one .American. Our great 
wealth, our energy, and our policy of an 
opcn door in China, force us to a partici- 
pation in imperial affairs, though there 
are those in America who, through geo- 
graphical ignorance, or on account of pa- 
rochial notions as to international amen- 
ities, imagine that these enterprises can be 
undertaken without ample provisions for 
a force on sea and land, to hack up these 
pretensions. 
The people of Oriental descent, and of 
Oriental customs of life, number between 
800,000,000 anù 900,000,000, or more than 
half the total population of the world. 
India and China alone furnish, India 300,- 
000,000, and China 400,000,000, of this 


total population. Their imports are esti- 
mated at some $2,000,000,000 a year. The 
chief importers are: . 


India. . 
China 
Japan . 
Hongkong 
Straits Settlements 
Ea<;t Indian Islands . 


845 0 ,000,000 
3 00 ,000,000 
25 0 ,000,000 
200,000,000 
200,000,000 
15 0 ,000,000 


About one-third of this trade is be- 
tween themselves, while roughly $1,400,- 
000,000 comes chiefly from Europe and 
the Lfiited States. Sad to relate, the 
American share is only about six per cent, 
practically all the remaining ninety-four per 
cent being supplied by Europe. 
The chief imports of the Orient are cot- 
ton goods to the value of $400,000,000, 
manufactures of iron and steel, meat and 
dairy products, medicine, drugs, and dyes, 
tobacco, leather, agricultural implements, 
vehicles for transportation, and articles of 
household and domestic use. The most 
important item is cotton goods, of which 
Europe supplies ninety-seven per cent, 
though it buys its raw material from the 
chief cotton-producer of the world, the 
Vnited States. 
It is not our intention to neglect this 
commercial opportunity. \Ye have re- 
minded both Europe and the East officially, 
on several occasions of late, that we must 
be considered as having a stake in the East, 
and that our claims and opinions must be 
respected. In certain quarters at home 
our assertion of claims and our assump- 
tion of responsibilities in the East are 
looked upon with dislike and with distrust. 
.After many months of trm"el and study in 
Europe and in the East, an American 
looks upon this expansion of interest and 
responsibility, not only with complacency, 
but with the feeling that it is unavoidable. 
Even if we were not in control in the \Vest 
Indies, and in the Philippine Islands, our 
position as guardians of the Panama 
Canal, and as sponsors for the safety from 
aggression of the South American repub- 
lics, and our position on the Pacific Ocean, 
force us to playa part in the East. 
A nation, like an individual, must grow 
or die. I t is true that our first concern is 
with matters at home. How a man will 
run, how he will think even, depends not 
a little upon the condition of his heart. 
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Our progress and prowess in the East de- 
pend, as is the case with England, upon our 
moral fibre at home. 
There are two respectable and useful in- 
fluences, of far-reaching importance in 
these days, both in England and America, 
falling under the general head of Social 
Reform, which are not without portents 
and promises of evil in this matter. One 
is a senseless and undiscriminating charity, 
whether backed by individuals or officially 
by the state; and the other is a weakening 
of the willingness to accept responsibility, 
to take charge, to govern, to work out 
along big lines the national destiny, the 
latter being in some sort a consequence of 
the former. The Little Englanders, and 
those who oppose the building of the canal, 
and a ship subsidy and a powerful navy, 
are types of those who hang back in Eng- 
land and in America. It is a symptom 
of the weakening of the very finest char- 
acteristics of the race. 
The reader of the most elementary sketch 
of universal history can tell of the cessa- 
tion oi growth, and then of the decay, of 
Venice, of Bruges, of Spain, Portugal, and 
Holland. France is at the cross-roads now. 
Let the duties and responsibilities, and the 
wealth and its problems, come-problems 
by no means easy of solution-and the indi- 
vidual and the nation which stands up to 
them lives, or, shirking them for ease and 
safety, dies! In spite of all that is preached 
by the maudlin provinciality of the day, 
even by respectable men like Stead, recently 
engaged in the ghoulish pursuit of gram a- 
phoning the dead for political purposes, or 
Carnegie, a fierce, and it is said unprinci- 
pled, fighter for his own hand in other days, 
nothing is more disastrous to civilization 
than Peace. \Var is the essential condi- 
tion of all life, whether animal, vegetable, 
individual, or national. The cow and the 
lap-dog are fruits of peace, useful and orna- 
mental if you like, but not sufficient, not 
ideal. The cow is sacred in India, the lap- 
dog an idol in certain houses, but they are 
not a protection worth considering. 
"La guerre," wrote von Moltke, "est une 
institution de Dieu. En elle les plus nobles 
vertus trouvent leur épanouissement. Sans 
la guerre Ie monde se perdrait dans Ie 
materialisme." Joseph de Maistre writes: 
"Lorsque l'âme humaine a perdu son 
ressort par la mollesse, l'incredulité, et les 
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vices grangreneux qui sont l'excés de la 
civilization, elle ne peut etre retrempée 
que dans Ie sang." I am not sure that 
both history and experience do not prove 
him to be right. 
He travels with eyes and ears sealed, who 
does not become convinced that this cen- 
tury is not concerned as were the sixteenth 
and seventeenth with religious struggles, 
as was the eighteenth with the rights of 
man, as was the nineteenth with questions 
of nationality. The twentieth century even 
now is characterized by a struggle for ex- 
istence in the field of commerce and indus- 
try. Peripatetic philosophers in caps and 
blouses, or in white chokers, or deputations 
of journalists, merchants, and members of 
Parliament, go and come, in the hope of 
deciding whether there is a German peril, 
or a Japanese peril. What could be more 
hopeless? The reason they are at sea is the 
simple one, that the German peril and the 
Japanese peril are just as much a fact as 
the law of gravitation. 
The man who jumps out of a window 
falls to the ground. No man who lives in 
the three dimensions of space, with which 
we are familiar, can escape that law. No 
man who lives in England and America, 
can escape the vital necessity of Germany 
and Japan to expand or to go to the wall, 
The trouble has been and is, that we are 
looking at the question as one of malice, of 
diplomacy, of choice, It is nothing of the 
kind. There is no blame, no righ t or 
wrong, in the matter. It is life or death. 
For Great Britain and the United States, 
two nations already enormously rich, it is 
simply a question of more wealth. For 
Germany, for all Europe indeed, and for 
Japan, it is a matter of life and death. 
The phrase "Yellow peril," "German 
peril," "Japanese peril," is unfortunate, 
for the word "peril" implies something ter- 
rible and imminent. The situation exists, 
but, as I hope to show later on in these 
pages, neither the "Y eHow peril" nor the 
" Japanese peril" is imminent, nor of war- 
threatening danger to us in America, I 
use the phrase because it is a familiar one, 
but I disassociate myself from any advo- 
cacy of nervous and self-conscious talk or 
action, 
To talk of friendly Japan, or of friendly 
Germany however, is childish. No com- 
mercial rival armed to the teeth is friendly. 
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\\"ho knew in 1860 that Germany was 
soon to be the dominant power in Europe? 
\\"ho knew that she would defeat Austria in 
1866? \Yho dreamed in 1868 that in two 
years she would crown her emperor at 
\Yersailles? \"ho dreamed in 1888 that she 
was to be Great Britain's rival on the sea? 
Certainly no Englishman cried "\\" olf" 
at the appropriate time. \\'hat Englishman 
to-day explains why Germany smashed 
Denmark, humiliated Austria, ruined 
France, defies England on the sea, squeezes 
Holland commercially, and backs Austria 
in tearing up a treaty in order to make a 
grab in the Balkans? \Yhat childish non- 
sense to call this crying "\V olf" ! It is an 
insult to that great power not to admit that 
it is a very fine, full-grown wolf-and just 
now very much on the prowl. That is the 
fundamental factor to be remembered in 
any discussion of this much-discussed 
question. It is not to be wondered at that 
the nations whose lives are at stake consid- 
er the matter more seriously than nations 
which have only pounds or dollars at stake. 
Germany has a territory smaller than 
the State of Texas, and a population of over 
60,000,000, and Germany can no longer 
feed herself. She can feed herself for 
about two hundred and fifty days of the 
year. \Vhat about the other one hundred 
and fifteen days? That is the German peril, 
and that, on a smaller scale, is the Japanese 
peril, and to discuss the question as to 
whether it exists or not, is mere beating the 
air. It is not in the least an ethical prob- 
lem, it is German policy, it is Japanese 
policy, and in both cases forced upon them, 
and war is sometimes an instrument of 
policy . You can no more wall in a nation, 
cramp it, confine it, threaten it with star- 
vation, without a protest and a struggle, 
than you can do the same to an indh.idual. 
\\ hether a man will fight for his life or not 
is not a question, it is a fact. 
The reader will understand the situation 
better with these comparisons at hand. 
The United States has a population of 
about 28 persons per square mile, Japan 
has a population of 3 I 7 to the square mile, 
while Europe, with an area in square miles 
not much larger than the united States, 
has a population of 390,000,000, or a den- 
sity of 101 to the square mile. Great 
Britain has a smaller area than Colorado 
and a density of 470, while England alone 


has a density of 605. Belgium is less than 
one and a half times as large as :l\1assa- 
chusetts, and has a density of 616. Canada 
has a density of only 1. 75. Italy is not 
much larger than Nevada, but Nevada has 
less than one person to the square mile, and 
Italy 293. Rhode Island, our most densely 
populated State, has a population of 407 
to the square mile; next comes 
lassa- 
chusetts with 348. 
Neither Germany nor Japan has created 
or fostered this situation. The mischief 
and the malice begin when they are accused 
of what they cannot help. But to say the 
situation does not exist is ignorant, silly, 
or sentimental, depending upon the person 
who speaks. 
The interesting problem to put oneself 
is, how is the hydra-headed democracy in 
England and America, easy-going and 
money-making, to face Germany, gov- 
erened by its wise men, and Japan now, as 
much as a century ago, governed by a 
group of feudal nobles, with the mikado, 
who is not merely obeyed but worshipped 
by the great mass of the Japanese, at their 
back. 
I made bold, not long ago, to publish a 
serious study of the internal and domestic 
situation in England; and the following 
pages attempt to deal with the external 
and imperial relations of Great Britain, 
because as Americans we are vitally inter- 
ested to know how SOOR, and to what ex- 
tent, we are to be involved in imperial mat- 
ters in an even graver measure than now. 
Great Britain, with its II ,500,000 square 
miles of territory to protect, with its 400,- 
000,000 of people to govern, must neces- 
sarily invite the scrutiny of Americans in- 
terested in the welfare of their own coun- 
try. One need hardly pay heed to those 
foolish or sensitive persons who look upon 
such scrutiny as an impertinence. 
In 1907 the official figures show that the 
Cnited Kingdom purchased $900,000,000 
of food, drink, and tobacco in foreign 
countries; $850,000,000 of raw materials 
and partly manufactured articles; $650,- 
000,000 of manufactured articles. Great 
Britain, with its population of some 45,- 
000,000 odd, is supporting foreign indus- 
tries, and enriching foreign nations, our- 
selves among the number, to the extent of 
$2,400,000,000 annually. Her self-govern- 
ing colonies bought foreign goods to the 
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amount of $500,000,000, and her crown 
colonies to the amount of $125,000,000. 
Here is a customer who buys over $3,000,- 
000,000 worth of goods annually, and yet 
cannot find sufficient employment at home 
for her own people, who are emigrating to 
other countries, Here is a customer who 
persists in fooling himself with the belief 
that he is a free trader, when his net re- 
ceipts from customs are $1,402,500,000 
a year, and his net receipts from excise are 
$1,514,000,000, or a total taxation of food 
and drink amounting to $2,916,500,000. 
In addition to this he has the highest, the 
most costly, and the most pernicious tariff 
in the world in his trades-unions, which 
put a tax on every laborer's time and every 
laborer's hand and arm. :Men are only 
allowed to work so many hours, and to 
produce so much. This is the tariff which 
is ruining England slowly but surely. 
America is really a free-trade country as 
compared with my delightfully dull friend 
John Bull, "vho goes to the extreme length 
of taxing time and taxing energy, thus add- 
ing enormously to the cost price of eyery- 
thing he sells, and thus building a tariff 
wall against his own workmen in their at- 
tempts to compete with the foreigner. It 
is the most cruel of all forms of taxation, 
British railways also add to this bur- 
densome tariff by declining to quote, as 
do German and American raihvays, low 
rates for goods destined for export. There 
is much criticism of American railway 
finance, but what should we think of such 
a situation as the following ?-
\ German 
manufacturer can send goods from Ham- 
burg to Birmingham v-ia London at a much 
less rate than a London manufacturer can 
send goods direct to Birmingham, Goods 
can be delivered in Birmingham from New 
York at a less price than from Liverpool. 
The British manufacturer pays from twenty 
to thirty per cent higher freight rates on 
goods sent to \Vest Africa, South Africa, 
Australia, and in many cases New Zealand, 
than do German or American shippers. At 
any rate, this was the case as late as April, 
19 0 9. 
As I "vrite, in June, 1910, the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer is presenting his year's 
budget in the House of Commons, and I 
have just heard that House cheering the 
statement that Great Britain's next year's 
expenses will amount to nearly $1,000,000,- 
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000, or fI98,000,000; that between 1899 
and 1909 the expenditure on the navy in- 
creased from $120,000,000 to $200,000,000; 
on the army from $100,000,000 to $140,- 
000,000; on the civil service from 
h85,- 
000,000 to the enormous sum of $330,000,- 
000, or an increase of seventy-eight per 
cent. Great Britain's expenditures on 
army, navy, civil service, paupers, old-age 
pensioners, the insane, the feeble-minded, 
are a tribute to her wealth indeed. 
No other country could drive her work- 
ingmen to emigrate, could tax her produc- 
tive power by trades-unions regulations, 
see her birth-rate diminishing, and cheer 
her Chancellor of the Exchequer as he 
cracks jokes on the subject of these fig- 
ures. Nothing is put back into the sink- 
ing fund, nothing is taken off the income 
tax, expenditure has almost exactly doubled 
between 1890 and 1910, and the national 
debt stands at $3,800,000,000, or $86 per 
head of the population. I may add that 
the gross national debt of the United 
States in the same year stood at $2,735,- 
815,000, or $32 per head of the population; 
the national debt of Germany at $1,078,- 
375,000, or $16,5 0 per head of the popula- 
tion; the national debt of Japan at $1,162,- 
074,850, or $25 per head of the population; 
the colossal national debt of France at 
$6,032,344,000, or $153 per head of the 
population. 
As an admirer of John Bull, I "vish to call 
attention to the good health and good spir- 
its, to the cheery, damn-the-consequences 
optimism. which this situation illustrates. 
Other countries are being taxed; we in 
the United States are being taxed, but we 
are borrmving on our motor-cars, our aero- 
planes, our pianos, our jewelry, our luxuries 
in short. To phrase it differently, and per- 
haps to some people more cogently, we are 
merely pawning our easily done-without 
toys; but Great Britain, with her income 
tax at war figures, and her wine and spirits 
tax larger than ever, is pawning John Bull's 
coat and shoes! In the United States we 
have not even scratched the surface of our 
taxable possibilities, while in Great Britain, 
it looks as if ßIrs. Bull's shawl will have to 
go next, and they have dreary weather for 
coatless men and shawlless women in Great 
Britain. 
To the American who has heard over- 
much of the extravagance of America, and 
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of Americans of late years, it is a relief to 
hear Great Britain's present Chancellor of 
the Exchequer expounding jauntily an ex- 
penditure of a thousand million dollars. 
He and his followers e,"idently regard thrift 
as a dreary virtue. 
If an American returns from nearly a 
year's journey through the Far East, where 
Germany, Russia, Japan, China, India, 
Egypt, and America are all keenly inter- 
ested in this condition of the British Em- 
pire, and finds the Imperial Parliament 
apparently obliyious of these matters, but 
enl1rossed in playing a game on the steps of 
th
 throne, with a handful of Irishmen who 
represent four million people only, he may 
be pardoned for thinking it is business to 
tell his countrymen what he can of the situ- 
ation. If your neighbor's house is on fire, 
it would be silly indeed not to study the 
way the chimneys were built, discover if 
possible how the fire started, and who was 
careless or who mischievous, He would be 
a sensitive householder indeed if he con- 
sidered such an investigation impertinent. 
If the British Empire is not on fire, no one 
will deny that there is much smoke and 
smouldering both at home and in India, in 
Egypt, in South Africa, and elsewhere. 
Oh, we have heard this cry of "'''oU'' 
so often! reply a certain class of English- 
men. Yes, they heard it in Spain, in Hol- 
land, they heard it in France shortly before 
1870, and heeded it not. That fable of 
the cry of "'VoU" has done much harm, 
because it is misinterpreted. He who cries 
"'VoU" continually may be silly, but what 
of him who does not listen, when the real 
wolf appears? Better listen every time the 
cry is heard than lose all one's sheep. 
Colonels Stöppel and Lewal cried 
"\Volf" about. the French army before 
1870, and were met with the reply from the 
.:\Iinister of \\T ar Le Boeuf: "N ous sommes 
archiprêt-jusqu' au dernier bouton!" and 
shortly after, Germany crowned her em- 
peror in Paris. 
There are several hungry wolves about 
now, and one can almost see the hungry 
grin when they hear those martial heroes, 
Stead, and Carnegie, and \\ïlliam Jennings 
Bryan, telling the sheep:" Oh, it is only the 
old cry of "" olf!" One is tern pted at times 
to agree with Herbert Spencer that: "the 
ultimate result of shielding men from the 
effects of their folly is to flll the world with 


fools," but he lacks virility and patriotism 
who succumbs to that Capuan temptation. 
Sir Frederick 
Iaurice writes that of the 
one hundred and seventeen wars fought 
by European nations, or the United States, 
against civilized powers from 1700 to 1870, 
there are only ten where hostilities were 
preceded by a declaration of war. 
Three hundred millions of Great Brit- 
ain's population are in India, let us go 
there and have a look at her biggest prob- 
lem, and at the neighbors of India in China, 
Japan, l\Ianchuria, Siberia, and Russia, . 
"The true fulcrum of Asiatic dominion 
seems to me increasingly to lie in the Em- 
pire of Hindustan. The secret of the mas- 
tery of the world is, if they only knew it, in 
the possession of the British people," So 
writes Lord Curzon. \\'hen one has trav- 
elled the length of the 1vlediterran,ean Sea, 
and then across it from 1vlarseilles to Port 
Said, through the Suez Canal and across 
the Arabian Sea to Bombay from Aden, 
one needs no convincing and would listen to 
no arguments to the contrary that Great 
Britain, with India, is the greatest empire 
the world has seen, but that Great Britain 
without India, and the military and trade 
route to India, would soon be a negligible 
quantity, a Spain, or Portugal, or Holland. 
To read through a geography is dull 
business, but to travel through your geog- 
raphy is enlightening indeed, 
The first thing that excites one's curi- 
osity is, that there seems to be little free 
trade in this journey to Bombay. The 
Peninsular and Oriental Steamship Com- 
pany practically monopolizes the passen- 
ger traffic. I was informed that there was 
some arrangement with other companies 
which left the P. and O. Company a mo- 
nopoly. As a consequence of this, British 
gastronomics have full play. 
I have eaten stewed dog with the Sioux 
Indians in our North-west; I have eaten 
indescribable stuff in :Mexico; I have lived 
for weeks in the middle of summer on a 
war-ship off the coasts of Cuba and Porto 
Rico on canned food; I have, I believe, 
eaten rats in l\Ianchuria; I have, alas! over- 
eaten in Paris; I have labored with the 
stodgy, heavy food of English country inns, 
and no harm has resulted; but when I 
landed from that P. and O. steamer at 
Bombay my stomach was in tears. l\Iy 
fellow countrymen will find it hard to be- 
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lieve, but it is a fact, that on that same 
steamer on her way to some of the hottest 
weather in the world, in the Suez Canal and 
the Red Sea, there was only one kind of 
mineral water to be had, and that only in 
pints! Can pig-headed stupidity go fur- 
ther? The linen on my breakfast tray in 
the morning was, for the first two m:-rnings, 
so besmeared and spotted with egg and 
coffee stains that I threatened to go to the 
captain. Remember, too, that the fares on 
these steamers are high, and that we were 
travelling as comfortably as the accommo- 
dations of the ship permitted. No won- 
der they are losing their trade. But what 
business is it of mine? \Vhy not go by 
some other line? I will be frank, also, in 
my admiration, and say that when I travel 
with my women folk on the water, I am 
happier to think that Americans or Eng- 
lishmen are in command. Both they and 
I will have a fair chance, and the American 
or the English captain will not be found 
among the saved if their passengers are not 
saved too. But even then, if it is not my 
business, and perhaps it is not, to criticise, 
this is no answer to the hordes of houseless, 
hungry men that one sees any night on the 
Embankment in London, nor to the rapid- 
ly increasing hundreds of thousands sup- 
ported by the state here, nor to the hundreds 
of thousands who are emigrating because 
there is no work for them. . They have a 
right to question the muddling, unenterpris- 
ing methods of those in control, whose sole 
gauge of food, drink, and dirt is a thirteen 
per cent dividend. 
Even as we leave the quay at 
Iarsei11es 
the three races-the English, the Indian, 
and the French-are exploiting themselves. 
The Indians, three of them doing one 
man's work, and physically awkward, are 
loading and unloading under the governing 
finger of a silent English officer. Half a 
dozen French girls between the ages of 
seven and twelve are dancing the can-can, 
as though they were in the Jardin de Paris, 
and soliciting the pennies of the passengers. 
A distinguished French physician has ex- 
plained the attitude of France to\\ard con- 
scription and race suicide by saying that 
France is hundreds of years in advance of 
the rest of the world in civilization, and 
that the unruliness and selfishness and-as 
I should term it-their matured frivolity 
are marks of a higher civilization. Some 
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of us call it Decadence. In India we are to 
see a civilization, old when the French were 
in skins. There too ambition is dead, and 
three hundred millions are powerless in 
the hands of a few Englishmen. Perhaps 
civilization always ends by giving up the 
problem of life as insoluble, and settles 
down to the studied frivolity of Paris, or to 
the calm despair of India. 
Our fellow passengers are almost all 
English, with here and there a returning 
Parsee merchant, or a French, German, or 
American globe-trotter. There are also 
a number of women, some young, some of 
that uncertain, twilight age, who are going 
out to be married. It was one of the feat- 
ures of travel all through the East, I found. 
On almost every ship, under the wing of 
the captain, one met one or more of these 
women going out to marry men whose du- 
ties did not permit them to go in search of 
their brides. So far as I could see, the pro- 
tection of the captain was altogether un- 
necessary. If one may judge of the loneli- 
ness of the bachelors in the East by the 
brides who go out to marry them, it must 
be distressing. There are more than a 
million more women than men in England 
alone; the women outnumber the men in 
Scotland also; only in Ireland is there any- 
thing like an equality of numbers. Such 
wealth of choice would lead, one would sup- 
pose, to a certain æsthetic discrimination, 
but apparently in these matters the East 
has the effect of hurrying the white man, 
though in turn the East is not hurried by 
him. 


"It is not good for the Christian race 
To worry the Aryan brown, 
For the white man riles 
And the brown man smiles, 
And it weareth the Christian down; 
And the end of the fight 
Is a tombstone white 
\Vith the name of the late deceased, 
And the epitaph clear, 
'A fool lies here 
\Yho tried to hurry the East.'" 


So writes l\Ir. Rudyard Kipling, who easily 
surpasses any man of our breed, in his 
power of imaginative analysis. 
Tell me no more of the American twang! 
It is distressing, if you please, but having 
travelled many days in the atmosphere of 
the English voice, I much prefer the rank 
infidelity of the American whining twang 
to the guttural, not to say catarrhal, sing- 
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song of Anglican vocal conformity. Some Europe other white men are different, to be 
of the more piercing English yoices may be sure, but it is possible to account for the dif- 
likened unto a diminuti\'e steam-whistle ferences, to analyze the differences in a su- 
suffering from bronchitis. perficially satisfactory way. But these hu- 
He is a fussy traveller indeed who pays man beings are not merely different, they 
much attention to such matters as these are something else. 
when he is sailing through the l\Iediter- That tall, naked, black man, with his 
ranean to the land of the Great :\Iogul for head shaven, sitting in this broiling sun, 
the first time. These are mere comments which would knock me over in half an hour 
to put away in the card-catalogue of one's were my head not covered with cork and 
brain for possible future reference. linen, and protected besides by a white um- 
\Yhat an embroidered sea it is! Fringed brella; this man, with his prognathic jaw, 
by Spain, France, Italy, Greece, Persia, his shining teeth, his legs and shoulders 
Palestine, Egypt, Arabia. \Ve see the looking as though they had been recently 
land of the Pharaohs, of ::\Ioses, Jesus,' polished, his eyes with that clearness and 
:\Iuhammad, Alexander, Cæsar, Hanni- sheen in them, as tho
gh they were swim- 
bal, Napoleon. \Ve sail through the re- ming in some liquid, like a compass, he may 
ligions, the law, the literature, the art, the be commonplace to these other tra
'ellers, 
traditions that ruled, and rule, the world, but I lean oyer the side and gloat over him. 
Here are the Pentateuch, the Psalms, Job, This is the blood that slashed through 
the Gospels, the Greek drama and comedy, Europe and the East, crying that theirs was 
the Koran, the Epic of Antar, the literature the one true God, and that l\Iuhammad 
and law of the Latins and the Italians, and was his one true prophet; this is the fellow 
the greatest of comedies, Don Quixote. If I looked at in my illustrated geography 
the .Avon emptied into this sea, it could many, many years ago instead of commit- 
claim all the greatest names in literature. ting the text that framed him to memory. 
And what a literary gamut it is from Don I can see those vignettes now. I can see 
Quixote to the thirteenth chapter of I Cor- the 
lalay with his pagoda hat, the Indian 
inthians! prince with his bejewelled turban, the J ap- 
\\'e sail past Rome, Athens, Carthage, anese with his straw coat, the Burmese 
Alexandria, Jerusalem, l\Iecca, and lady with her huge cigar, the Chinese with 
through that narrow blue ribbon of the his shaven forehead, and his pigtail. Those 
Suez Canal, which binds together the great- baby lessons in ethnology, how I should 
est empire of them all, the British Empire. have devoured the text had I dreamed 
It is the sea of all the most poignant associ- that one day I was actually to eat, and talk, 
ations of the world. No one's memories and shoot, and ride, and visit with these 
are complete without it. Not to know the people, and even take photographs of them 
:\Iediterranean and its associations is not with a machine that was not even invented 
to be educated, is not to be a man of the in those days. 
real world, is not to know the history of the I make no apology for gazing at that boat- 
world, for the tides of th.is sea are the pulse- load of _\rabs, huddled together waiting to 
heats of t
e heart of hIstory. \Ve Ameri- coal, or floating away having done their 
cans are Just mushrooms in a grove of day's work. It is my first real sip of the 
palms and cedars, though we are mighty East, and I am far more excited than when 
good eating these days, I played my first game of base-ball in a real 
At Port Said we are in the anteroom of uniform, made in the sewing-room; or 
the East. I do not intend to write a guide- when I marched up to take a painfully at- 
book. :\Iessrs. l\Iurra y and Baedeker have tenuated dearee at Harvard' or when I 
. b' 
too many literary parasites already, made my first speech in public; or when the 
but I must let the ink bubble occasionally most distinguished Enalishman now livina 
with my personal delight, and perhaps to hoped that I would not think it an imperti
 
old travellers my naïf enjoyment of every nence if he thanked me for a certain volume 
day of those many months spent in the I had written. These are all exciting epi- 
East. I gazed at those Arabs at Port Said, sodes, but now I am voyaaing into the 
[ studied their sensual, and in many cases world from whence we all 
ame. I am 
diabolical, faces with awe and interest. In actually getting near the country where they 



On the \Vay to India 


invented Adam, and Eve, and Noah, In a 
few hours I shall see the place where )'Ioses 
made a reputation as an amphibious com- 
missariat which, in my boyhood, impressed 
me far more than his unequalled ability as 
a law-giver. 1-Ioses, and Jesus, and )'Iu- 
hammad were all born in this region, in 
this climate, in this atmosphere-yes, I am 
bound to confess that it was exciting, 
The best books on the East, as everyone 
knows, are the Bible and the Arabian 
Nights, and yet I found most travellers 
were saturating themselves with snippity 
descriptions of monuments and places, 
with tabloids of history, with technical 
paragraphs on architecture and the ethnic 
religions, with figures about the height of 
this and the length of that, or condensed 
statistics of exports and imports, and the 
tonnage through the Suez Canal, and 
dates about the Pharaohs, and the _Mug- 
hals. No wonder they see nothing, know 
nothing, enjoy nothing, and come home 
bringing a few expletives, adjectives, and 
photographs, which can be had for a small 
price in either New York or London, 
The first thing to do in going to the East 
is to turn your education out on your desk 
so that you can get at the bottom of it, and 
there you will find the Bible, and the Ara- 
bian Nights, and the Odyssey, and Iliad, 
and Virgil, and Herodotus, and Xeno- 
phon, and you will realize what a fool you 
were not to have devoted more time to them 
when you were asked to do so. Guide- 
books can get you to the East, but they do 
not get you inside. It is temperament, not 
trains, that counts. 
It must be about as amusing to visit the 
East with a dimly informed courier as to be 
taken through the Louvre by a page-boy 
from the hotel, or to visit the British 
Iu- 
seum with the driver of the cab whom you 
happen to hail to take you there. Having 
been in the East I can only say to other 
travellers that I would not waste even a 
week's time in all the East, with only the 
resources of the average tourist at my com- 
mand. It was the unstinted, and in- 
structed, and experienced hospi tali ty of the 
English in India and China, and of [he 
Japanese in Japan, Korea, and l\Ian- 
chuda, that made my visit profitable and 
immensely enjoyable. Through them, and 
the native princes of India, I was given a 
universal passport, and welcomed as a 
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chartered and privileged guest, and the 
burden of my debt to them for that glorious 
year is beyond lightening by any poor 
words of mine. 
Even these first Orientals out here on 
the fringe seem to say to me: Beware of 
the men who are ever itching to be doing 
something-who cannot wait. They must 
be cowards at bottom, afraid of them- 
selves or of the world! And after these 
many months I realize that this is, to the 
\Vesterner, the disturbing message of the 
whole East, and I wonder if they are right. 
Perhaps there are two forms of fatalism, the 
fatalism of despair, and the fatalism of con- 
fidence, and there you have the East and the 
West, never to be reconciled. 
The first thing one notices on going 
ashore for a few hours at Port Said, is an 
illustration of the methods of that British 
race, whose most notable and admirable 
characteristic is their ability in the gov- 
erning of alien peoples. An English po- 
liceman, in the uniform of the Khedive, 
protects me from the yelping boatmen, 
with the same imperturbable good humor 
with which I am so familiar in Piccadilly 
or the Strand. His countenance changes 
slightly under different circumstances. 
\Vhen he marches alongside the ten thou- 
sand suffragettes on their way to the Albert 
Hall he wears the amused expression, as of 
one who feels that he impersonates there 
and then an unanswerable reply to all their 
shrillness, both physical and vocal. \rhen 
he conveys thousands from the East End to 
Hyde Park he is more serious, but here 
again he looks, in his steady, patient man- 
hood, an answer, even to them. On the 
boat-landing at Port Said he seems more 
bored, as of a man tired of brushing aside 
t1ies, but his behavior is ever the same. 
The journey through the Suez Canal, a 
distance of about one hundred miles, is a 
slow one, as we may not wash away these 
banks, which cost eighty million dollars to 
build, \\ith the swash of a too rapid progress, 
\Vatchmen, crouching about their small 
fires at night, dot the shores on both sides. 
For the first time I see camels actually at 
work, own brothers to those Barnum & 
Bailey loafers of my boyhood. In the 
glare of the searchlight, the sandy desert on 
both sides of the canal is so bright that 
every now and again one catches a glimpse 
of a fox, jackal, or hyena, and all through 
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the night one hears their cries. The sun- 
sets, the light, and the stillness, are all dif- 
ferent, all new to me. The sunsets are sun- 
sets of shade, rather than colors, and De 
Tocqueville is right when he says: "Ce 
sont les nuances qui se querellent, non les 
couleurs." There is a kaleidoscope brill- 
iancy about these cloudless sunsets, a 
stabbing at your eyes with vivid shafts and 
shades, wi th plen ty of orange and purple and 
brown in them, that make me wish I were 
an artist, and which convert me at once to 
the truthfulness of many Eastern sketches, 
which I had disbelieved. The light seems 
to be something you are looking through; 
and the stillness makes you lonely even with 
some one sitting beside you. The darkness 
comes down all through the East with in- 
credible quickness. You can read your 
book, and then of a sudden you need a lan- 
tern to see your way. The sun does not come 
up, or go down. It shoots up and down. 
These people live mentally in a perpetual 
twilight, but physically they are always in a 
blaze of light or in pitch-darkness. Perhaps 
they enjoy keeping their minds in a state of 
dawn, or twilight, as a protest. 
After the Suez Canal comes the Red Sea, 
and on the Arabian coast, about eight hun- 
dred miles south, is Jiddah, I have no in- 
terest in Jiddah, but Jiddah is the seaport 
of :\Iecca, and somehow the word .Mecca 
reverberates in my brain. I have been 
wont to mention Seringapatam, Kam- 
chatka, Timbuctoo, and :l\Iecca and Se- 
oul, as far-away, fairy sort of places, that 
I was no more likely to be near, much less 
to visit, than, say, l\Iars. That comes of 
living in the \Vest. But here I am, and I 
cannot get quite awake to the fact. 
J iddah, too, actually has the tomb of Eve. 
That impresses my imagination very much. 

 ot that this first langour of the East devi tal- 
izes my rigid Unitarian upbringing, tempt- 
ing me to a historical acceptance of Eve. 
)Iy theology is unshattered, but I am bound 
to say I have a friendly feeling for the im- 
aginative proficiency of the man who, per- 
haps, left his money to build a tomb for Eve! 
I t is at least a good schooling in cosmopoli- 
tan charity, to be near people who repair to 
the tomb of Eve as to a sanctuary; people 
so calm and so unflurried by the welter of 
the world that they ignore the inextricable 
moral confusion, into which that lady is 
accused, by many, of having plunged us. 


Later on I am to be the guest of a charm- 
ing Eastern lady, Her Highness the Begum 
of Bhopal, and she is to present me with a 
volume of her travels. She is a J\Iuham- 
madan, and has made the pilgrimage to 
I\lecca. In this volume she writes of 
Jiddah, and mentions the tomb of Eve and 
writes: "Eve was the wife of Adam." It is 
paralyzing to \Vestern orthodoxy and to 
\Vestern conceit to realize that this lady feels 
called upon to tell her readers that Eve was 
the wife of Adam. It clears the mind of a 
lot of underbrush when one realizes that in 
the East, among the eight or nine hundred 
millions of people we are to visit, one must 
introduce Eve as the wife of Adam, and 
even then be asked, in all probability, 
\Vho was Adam? How different must the 
standards be in a country, and amongst 
peoples, where Eve is distant, dim, un- 
known! It is true that even among our- 
selves Eve wears but a scanty garment 
even of tradition, but now I am to travel in 
lands where she has not even a figment of 
the imagination to clothe her. 
I begin to understand that all of us Occi- 
dentals are provincial, that we have over- 
estimated our importance, our influence, 
and the effect of our impact upon the 
Orientals. I shall try to remember, as I 
study these people, that Eve is introduced, 
in this other world, as the wife of Adam. 
It is already becoming evident that many 
things that I have considered as of funda- 
mental importance have no significance 
here at all. All the clocks, and yard- 
sticks, and weights and measures are dif- 
ferent, or do not exist at all. \Ve are going 
into a world where the best of us, no matter 
what our education and experience, can 
only grope about. \Ve may have con- 
quered the Eastern world, but, apparently, 
we have changed it very little. Our much- 
vaunted civilization does not impress them, 
as we think it should. They look upon our 
civilization, apparently, as an attempt to 
make men comfortable, in a life which men 
ought not to love. 


.. The brooding East with awe beheld 
Her impious younger world. 
The Roman tempest swell'd and swell'd 
And on her head was hurl'd. 


(I The East bow'd low before the blast 
In patient, deep disdain; 
She let the legions thunder past, 
And plunged in thought again." 
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THE STREET OF THE BAD BOYS 
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ICOLE and Chartrand stood 
;rdi facing each other, red and 
. furious, and within an inch 
of a fight. Nicole, ex-drum- 
major, had a wooden leg, 
but it was a very good one 
as wooden legs go, and he had the chest 
and arms of a blacksmith. Chartrand, 
the lion-tamer, was originally every whit 
as good as Nicole, but Nicole was a so- 
ber fellow, while Chartrand had danced so 
much to the devil's fiddling, that he was a 
trifle shaky in the legs, and bleary in the 
eyes. The quarrel took place in Nicole's 
room, which combined the advantages of 
a bedroom, a sitting-room, and an atelier. 
The loss of Nicole's left leg below the 
knee, in a fight with Algerian tribesmen, 
where he had no business to be, caused 
him to be retired on a pension. No longer 
could he march forward and back ward 
before the music, twirling his baton, and 
looking like a major-general. He could 
teach drumming and bugling, however, 
which he did, and the rest of the time he 
spent gravely meditating on a mysterious 
law which he had discovered-that love 
and the devil rule the world. Chartrand 
never meditated on anything except meat 
and drink and women and keeping the 
lions in the circus quiet in their cages. 
The cause of the quarrel was at that 
moment visible in the courtyard below. 
He was a small boy, lying flat on a cellar 
door, his heels in the air, and his round, 
black little head propped on his elbows, 
while he devoured a book-for Pierre, at 
seven years of age, was an expert at read- 
ing, and already knew the road to Arcady. 
Some hundreds of years before, the little 
street upon which the courtyard opened 
had been named the Street of the Bad 
Boys. For generations the dwellers in 
the street had clamored for a change of the 
name, saying it made them a laughing- 
stock, and the boys in the street were no 
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worse than other boys; but still the name 
remained. Pierre, it may be said, was not 
only the leader of the literati of his age in 
the neighborhood, but also the captain- 
general in all pranks which involved dirt, 
dogs, danger, and discomfort. 
"I say," bawled Pierre's father, "you 
let my boy alone, If he is to follow my 
trade it is time for him to begin." 
"And I say," shouted Xicole back, 
twice as loud as Chartrand, "when it 
comes to taking a child seven years old 
into a cage full of lions along with a 
drunken brute like you, it is an outrage, 
and I -will report it to the police. Look 
here, Chartrand, I have been a soldier, 
and I know the meaning of law." 
Chartrand was just about to whack 

icole in the eye, but a glance at Nicole's 
powerful neck and shoulders induced him 
to change his mind. He only growled sus- 
piciously: 
" Do you know my wife?" 
"No, I don't, because I have just come 
to this house to live, but I will." 
"And probably be meddling with her 
too-" 
Chartrand ne\"er finished the sentence. 
Nicole made a dash for him, caught him 
by the collar, dragged him to the door, 
and literally threw him down stairs. As 
Chartrand rolled bumping, and sliding, 
and cursing down the narrow stair a door 
on the lower landing opened and his wife 
appeared. She was a pale, pretty creat- 
ure, and her apron, held up, contained a 
mass of artificial red roses at which she 
was working. She dropped the roses and 
ran to Chartrand, helping him up, even 
kissing a bruise on his face. Chartrand 
received these attentions cavalierly, and 
went with her into their apartment, clos- 
ing the door after them, 
Nicole stood still, his soul in a tumult. 
It was Rosine. She was eight years older, 
and paler and thinner, than in the days 
when he was stationed at Rheims, and had 
loved her so well. In the twinkling of an 
4 1 
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eye, the gloomy passage, the rickety stair 
faded away. Once more, it was an August 
afternoon in the garden of the little tayern. 
On the grass were small tables, where 
soldiers, respectable men, were sitting and 
drinking cheap wines. Presently came 
timidly down the garden path Rosine, 
the tavern keeper's daughter, her mother 
and father watching her with hawks' eyes, 
Behind her a waiter carried a tray of long- 
necked bottles, in which was a special 
product of the little vineyard behind the 
garden. At sight of her with the wine the 
soldiers had a pretty ceremony; they rose, 
and turning fìrst toward the vineyard 
saluted it, and then saluted the tavern 
keeper's blushing daughter, who poured 
out the wine. To 
icole, a big, bashful 
man in a showy uniform, Rosine seemed 
like a tall sister of the white roses that 
bloomed in the tavern garden. \Vhen six 
0' clock came, and the great bells of the 
cathedral began thundering majestically 
their message to the children of earth and 
flooding the purple and golden air with 
their mighty music, lovely, yet solemnly 
glorious, it seemed as if the world stopped 
a moment, in its toiling and laughing 
and weeping and fighting, to listen to the 
bells. At that sound, the soldiers, decent 
fellows for the most part, ceased their 
drinking and talking; Nicole and some 
others crossed themselves. Rosine stood 
still, her usually downcast face uplifted- 
Nicole thought she looked then like the 
pictures of Jeanne d' Arc in the orchard at 
Domrémi. And it was her boy who had 
put a friendly little hand in his, and her hus- 
band whom he had pitched down stairs! 
\\Thile these thoughts were surging 
through Kicole's brain the door on the 
lower landing opened, and Rosine came 
running lightly up the stairs, a red spot of 
anger burning in her thin checks. 
"How dare you?" she cried, her voice 
vibrating. "Y ou might have killed my 
husband! Pierre shall have nothing more 
to do with you, you wicked creature!" 
"Rosine," said Kicole, and stopped, 
Madame Chartrand looked into Ni- 
cole's face, turned white, and held on to 
the baluster for support. Nicole opened 
the door of his room. 
"Come in here," he said, "'Ve can't 
have it out for all the house to hear." 
:\Iadame Chartrand entered the large, 


low-ceiled room, decent and orderly like 
Nicole himself, 
"\Vhen the boy began coming to my 
room," he said, "I did not know he was 
your child, I never even knew the name 
of the man you married, But I loved your 
boy the first time I saw him, and I wanted 
to save him from-well, you don't want to 
have a seven-year-old boy fooling with 
lions, even if they are drugged." 
"\\That do you mean?" asked l\Iadame 
Chartrand. 
"I mean, the boy came in here this 
morning, and told me his father meant to 
take him in the wild beasts' cages to- 
night at the circus," 
1\Iadame Chartrand swayed gently and 
Nicole caught her in his arms to keep her 
from falling. She closed her eyes and 
her head fell on Nicole's shoulder. How 
sweet were the cathedral bells, far away 
in dreamland, and how like Rosine was to 
one of those drooping white roses that 
hung upon the trellis! 
Rosine suddenly burst into a passion of 
tears. Nicole, taking from his pocket a 
clean, coarse handkerchief, wiped the poor 
soul's eyes, and said nothing until she had 
stopped crying a little. 
"I am afraid, Rosine," he said, "you 
have a hard time with Chartrand." 
"I would not have," she stammered, 
"but for another woman-a bare-back 
rider in the circus. She leads my husband 
off." 
"Leads your husband off!" cried Ki- 
cole, in open scepticism. 
"But I love him, I love him, I love 
him!" answered poor Rosine. 
" You love your boy too, don't you? " 
J\ladame Chartrand looked up, with 
the glorified eyes of a mother. 
" Yes," she said, "I almost paid with 
my life for my child, but-it was nothing. 
I did not mind the price, when he was laid 
in my arms." 
"'VeIl, then/' said Nicole grimly, "I 
shall save the boy for you, from Char- 
trand, the-" 
Nicole had meant to call Chartrand a 
drunken brute, a ruffian, a black-hearted 
scoundrel, and a few other things. But 
l\Iadame Chartrand lifted her hand. 
"Don't," she said. "He is my hus- 
band, and I love him-I can't help it." 
Yes, she could not help it, any more than 
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Kicole could help treasuring that memory 
of her for all those years. Love is an out- 
law, Nicole knew that as well as anybody. 
"But I want you to save my boy," 
cried -Madame Chartrand. 
Pierre, like most boys, objected violent- 
ly to being saved, and roared and kicked 
and tried to overpower Xicole, but failed, 
Nicole kept him prisoner until eigh to' clock, 
when Chartrand was well out of the way. 
Then Pierre was taken back to his mother. 
The boy soon tumbled into his little pallet 
bed, and Nicole sat down for a talk with 
Madame Chartrand. 
From Madame Chartrand :Kicole heard 
the whole piteous story of her marriage. 
Ever it was the lady in the pink tights, 
who rode bare back, that was to blame 
-and such lies as Rosine, the pious Ro- 
sine, told in excuse of Chartrand. They 
were white, not black, and made the 
angels smile. Nicole was not in the least 
deceived; he had often heard that love 
makes liars of everybody. 
In the midst of their quiet talk the 
door suddenly opened and Chartrand ap- 
peared. He said angrily to his wife: 
"I know all about that fellow Nicole; he 
was your lover before you married me. 
If ever I hear of anything between-" 
At this Chartrand was seized suddenly 
from behind, and whirled around facing 
Nicole. 
"It would not surprise me," said Ni- 
cole, "if one of us must die for this wom- 
an; for if I hear of your making light of 
your wife's name with me or any other 
man, I will certainly kill you. She will 
probably break her heart for you, you 
miserable dog, but it is better for a woman 
to break her heart than to be smirched in 
her reputation." 
" Just wait until I come back, later, to- 
night, and we will settle this," blustered 
Chartrand, 
But Chartrand did not come back to 
settle it that night or any other night. At 
the same time, the lady in the pink tights, 
who rode bare back, disappeared also. 


II 


THE MYSTERY OF A WOYAK'S LO\'E 
:MADAME CHARTRAND was of that class 
which is moved by the elemental passions. 
Life to her meant love, work, and prayer. 
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That \vas all. "'ith love, vanished work 
and prayer, She would sit for hours be- 
fore her work-table, not working, but liv- 
ing, after the manner of women, in a hell 
of her own making. In her pale despair, 
she became the mausoleum of a dead pas- 
sion. But one thing could rouse her; this 
was the mention of the lady bare-back 
rider, Then, l\fadame Chartrand, the 
softest, gentlest, most patient of creatures, 
would palpitate with fury, and would cry 
to Nicole: 
"But he shall not marry her-I will 
never agree to a divorce! He shall not 
give her the name he gave me and my 
child. He may come here and kill me, 
and kill my child before my eyes, but he 
shall not marry her!" 
Madame Chartrand no longer went to 
church, and when the bells of a neighbor- 
ing steeple sounded, sweet and pleading, 
she would close the window and refuse to 
listen to them. 
Nicole, going to the drill hall and bu- 
gling and drumming dolefully, was ever 
casting about to find a means of stopping 
Rosine's grieving herself to death for a 
worthless dog like Chartrand. The means 
he took would have moved to laughter, 
if it had not been nearer akin to tears. 
Since Chartrand levanted the rent had 
been secretly paid by Nicole, and Pierre 
was given, once a day, a good meal at the 
drum-major's expense, and another meal 
by the landlady, the excellent :\ladame 
Duval, a lady with warm red h
ir, and a 
warm red temper to match. Both of these 
were stopped for a couple of days. \Vhen 
Madame Duval called to dinner her own 
two boys from the coal cellar by the wall, 
and they came crawling out with Pierre, 
all three looking like young devils, so 
grimy were they, she did not ask Pierre 
to come in with the other two. The little 
lad sat still and silent on the cellar door. 
He was watching the blue pigeons picking 
up crumbs thrown to them under the tall, 
luxuriant, cheerful-looking horse-chestnut 
tree that throve in the sunny courtyard. 
Even the pigeons were provided with a 
dinner, but there was no dinner for a poor 
little boy, whose father had run away, and 
whose mother seemed to live on her tears, 

fadame Duval watching Pierre, sud- 
denly burst into tears, and on the Duval 
boys asking her why she wept, she slapped 
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them both for asking, and cried incoher- 
ently that it was an outrage and she would 
not keep her word, no, not for a million 
francs, and .:\Ionsieur 
icole might call 
her a liar if he wanted to. Then she 
dashed into the courtyard. But Pierre 
was gone-gone up to his mother's room, 
where she gave him a crust, without her- 
self tasting a morsel. '\Then Kicole came 
back that evening, .:\Iadame Duval way- 
laid him on the stairs, and accused him of 
trying to starve a helpless child, and in- 
ducing her to join the wicked covenant. 
1\ ,rait," said Kicole. .. She-" he al- 
wa ys spoke of 
Iadame Chartrand as 
"She "-" She doesn't mind starving her- 
self; let us see if she minds starving her 
boy." 
In :ì\Iadame Chartrand's room Pierre 
sat, huddled in a dark corner. His heart 
swelled when he thought nobody-neither 
his mother nor Kicole nor :l\Iadame Du- 
val-had seemed to care whether he went 
hungry or not. Suddenly a cry came from 
his little, tormented heart. 
"
Iother!" he cried, "I am so hungry 
-and you don't care!" 
:ì\Iadame Chartrand, sitting at the win- 
dow, staring blankly at the dark street 
bclO\
p, turned mechanically in her chair. 
1\ But I have no money," she said, her 
mind feeling its way tremulously back from 
the wretched past to the misera ble present. 
1\ You have that silver watch-l can 
take it out now, to the pawn-shop." 
1\ That watch!" cried :\Iadame Char- 
trand, still possessed by the devil of Char- 
trand's memory; "that was your father's 
gift to me the day we were married!" 
1\ And you love that watch better than 
you love me," answered Pierre. 
:Madame Chartrand rose, and stood in 
the attitude of a criminal before her own 
child. The whole conversation had been 
heard by 
icole, passing the ill-hung door. 
He walked in unannounced, followed by 
l\ladame Duval. 
" You come here," cried :\Iadame Du- 
val, seizing Pierre with much violence. 
" If your own mother sits by and sees you 
starve, I won't-that's flat." 
But Pierre held his ground firmly, al- 
though 1Iadame Duval was crying over 
him in an ostentatious manner. 
"No," he said, "my mother ought to be 
crying over me; she isn't crying a bit." 


All at once the cloud was lifted from 
Rosine Chartrand's soul. She ran to the 
bureau and took out the watch. 
1\ Take it," she cried, 1\ sell it and for- 
give your mother! From this moment I 
will work for you as no mother ever 
worked before, and you shall never be 
hungry again." 
She covered Pierre's little, bright, dirty 
face with kisses, and Pierre hugged her 
and forgave her from his heart. 
Iadame 
Duval, after liberally abusing Rosine, 
carried Pierre off, and gave him a good 
supper, so he did not have to pawn the 
watch that night or any other night. Ni- 
cole's stern accusing eyes brought 'Ia- 
dame Chartrand to penitent tears. From 
that hour she acted naturally, tenderly, 
and sensibly toward her child. 
Now, there is almost as much gossip in 
a lodging house as in a magnificent apart- 
ment house, and 
icole, who was nothing 
if not respectable made a clean breast of 
everything to ::\Iadame Duval. :l\ladame 
Duval had seen with half an eye all that 
Nicole told her, and only replied: 
"I have seen these love affairs that go 
on forever and never arrive any,.vhere, 
and I have read about them too, in the 
novels they publish in the newspapers. 
They are just like chewing on a cork; 
but if you won't marry some nice woman 
with a tidy shop, or a comfortable widow, 
why-you will go on chewing the cork." 
"How could I marry any other woman, 
and still look after Rosine and Pierre?" 
cried Nicole desperately. "How long do 
you think it would take my wife to find it 
out, and comb my head with a kitchen 
chair? You talk like a [-like a wom- 
an, I mean." 
l\Iadame Duval, however, was a good 
friend to :Madame Chartrand and Nicole, 
and promised to raise the rent on any lodger 
who dared wag a tongue about them, 
Then began a life, strange yet extraor- 
dinarily peaceful to Rosine and Nicole. 
Nicole decided that when Pierre was ten 
years old, he would become a postulant in 
the profession of a drummer, and should 
also learn the bugle. In the meantime he 
went to a day school, and rapidly de- 
veloped the brilliant 'and heroic charac- 
teristics which always appertain to the 
only sons of adoring mothers. In spite 
of Pierre's extraordinary virtues, Nicole 
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Pierre, it may be said, was the leader of the 
literati of his age in the neighbor- 
hood.-Page 41. 


found it well occasionally to give him a 
sçund whipping, and 
1adame Dm-al, 
herself a widow, was so well pleased with 
the results of the occasional bastings that 
she engaged Xicole to do the same office 
by her own two boys-so that there were 
really three excellent 
boys, as boys go, in 
the Street of the Bad 
Boys. Thus for three 
years went on a 
peaceful life in the 
tall old lodging house 
with the big court- 
y a rd. 1\1 a dam e 
Chartrand's eyes lost 
their tragic look, but 
there was one of ex- 
pectancy; she secret- 
1y hoped for Char- 
trand's return. Nev- 
ertheless, she was not 
ungrateful to Kicole. 
In the evening, when 
he came home from 
the drill hall where 
he taught drumming 
and bugling, and he 
and Pierre had had 
their supper to- 
gether, the y would 
go afterward to 1\1a- 
dam e Chartrand's 
room. The door on 
the landing was al- 
ways wide open, and 
Pierre played chap- 
eron. .l\ladame Char- 
trand \vould do her 
sewing, while Xicole 
read a cheap news- 
paper, and explained how everything in 
the army \vas going to the dogs, and the 
last batch of recruits were the worst he 
had ever seen, and that it was impossible 
to hope there could ever be as good men 
in the future as in the past. On Sundays 
the two, ahvays with Pierre as watch dog, 
would go to some cheap restaurant, and 
dine magnificently at two francs the head. 
In summer time, they went to some place 
outside Paris, and dined out of doors. 
Sometimes l\ladame Duval and her two 
boys would be of the party, and then it 
was very merry, and smiles once more vis- 
ited Rosine's pale face. It was on one of 
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these parties, at St. Germains, that a crisis 
came in the li,.es of Rosine Chartrand and 

icole. 
The August sun was shining with a 
,-eiled brilliance at six o'clock on a Sund2Y 
afternoon, when I\icole and 
ladamc 
Chartrand stood on 
the glorious terrace,. 
a mile long, and 
watched the splendid 
Sunday show. The 
terrace was a riot of 
color and a merry 
B a bel of talk and 
laughter. Suddenly 
there appeared amid 
the s t r i n g of car- 
riage" a showy vic- 
toria, and in it 
at 
Chartrand, flashily 
dressed. By his side 
was the lady who was 
once known to fame 
as a bare-back rider. 
She was a handsome 
creature dressed in 
flaring hues, and her 
facewasraddled with 
pain t. 
The sudden tùrn- 
ing of a carriage in 
front brought the vic- 
toria to a dead stop 
not three feet away 
from 
1adame Char- 
trand. Chartrand 
turned to the woman 
beside him, and said, 
with a loud laugh: 
"That white-faced, 
washed-out woman 
is my wife. Do you wonder that I grew 
sick of her?" 
The woman laughed too, and then, 
taking a ten-franc piece from a showy 
porte-monnaie, threw the money at 1\la- 
dame Chartrand. It struck her full on the 
cheek. 
The insult was seen by a dozen men and 
women, all of whom were instantly on 
the side of the woman without paint on 
her face as against the painted woman. 

Iadame Chartrand's slim figure grew 
taller, her eyes glittered with amusement, 
and a delicate smile of contempt showed 
her pretty teeth. Kicole had started for- 
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ward to drag Chartrand from the carriage, 
and belabor him for his companion's sake. 
,. Don't trouhle them," said )Iadame 
Chartrand, in a clear, sweet voice; "they 
are not worth v of the attention of honest 
people. The)T are adulterers." 
.-\ round of hand-clapping broke from 
the lbtening group, ,vho followed it up 
with hisses and jeers for the couple in the 
open carriage. To 1Iadame Chartrand, 
moving off with Xicole, e,-ery hat was 
raised, and the women bowed and made 
way for the insulted wife. All knew in- 
stinctively that Xicole ,,-as her hrother or 
her friend, and not her accepted lm-cr. 
\romen who look like Rosine Chartrand 
are acquitted on their own faces. 
:\Iadame Chartrand, now as pale as 
dcath, but walking firmly and with dignity, 
passed through the crowd with Nicole. 
He was himself so agitated, in such a pas- 
sion of rage, that he scarcely knew ,,,here 
he was going. Presently, they found them- 
selves in the forest, where the terrace turns 
ahruptly into the trees, 
Iadame Char- 
trand stopped under a great, thick cedar, 
and looking at Xicole full in the dim green 
gloom, said: 
"X ow, do I know the difference be- 
tween a good man and a bad one. Oh, 
what joy it must be to respect as well as 
lo'.e one's husband! Xicole, I am still 
that man's wife, so I cannot be yours; but 
I would marry you if I could." 
"That is cnough for me," replied poor 

icole. 
On the way back to Paris, up the wind- 
ing ri,'er in the odorous moonlit night, 
:\ladame Chartrand sat alone in a corner 
of the deck watching the glittering wake 
made by the churning paddles. Nicole 
would have remained with her, but having 
the heart of a gentleman under his drum- 
major's blouse, he took charge of the three 
hoys, ,vith whom :\ladame Dm-al had 
struggled all the afternoon. They found 
him very cross, and were compelled to sit 
the three in a row, painfully quiet, while 

icole smoked savagely. Rosine had told 
him she would marry him if she could. 
Of course she could not, hut that was 
merely an incident to Xicole; a man may 
be a drum-major and an idealist too. 
Xicole watched the expression in Rosine's 
eyes when she spoke those fateful words 
under the cedar tree, They had in them 


the innocence of a girl and the dignity of 
a married woman. His own eyes were of 
a light and commonplace blue, but they 
also had an expression of dignity and 
nobilitv. He resolved to be more res- 
olutelý prudent than ever with .Madame 
Chartrand-and Xicole was already the 
soul of prudence and the model of military 
decorum. But he loved Rosir
e Char- 
traml so well that there were but two 
places in the world for him-the place 
where Rosine was, and the place where she 
was not. 


III 


THE TE:\rPEST OF THE HEART 


FRO:\I that day at St. Germains, :Madame 
Chartrand recovered her balance, and 
maintained it too, in the midst of ,,,,hat 
would have unsettled a woman less strong. 
For she began to love Nicole, as he loved 
her, and they talked about it openly to each 
other, like frank, primiti,-e creatures as 
they were. 
,= 1 hate Chartrand now because I am 
human," sairl 
Iadame Chartrand the next 
night while Xicole and herself ,,-ere talking, 
and Pierre. the chaperon, dazed with sleep, 
had tumbled off his chair and lay peace- 
fully snooz;ng on the floor. "But we must 
never forget I am still his wife." 
,. I won't forget," answered Nicole, rue- 
fully. "If only I had not been so bashful 
when 1 was at Rheims!" 
"Foolish Xicole," replied 1Iadame Char- 
tr.m ". "\\'ell, it is over. I have heard it 
s
' there is not much in life for women ex- 
cept a little love when we are young." 
"Don't believe that, Rosine," cried Ni- 
cole with energy. "\\'e are not young any 
more, but-" 
"Hush!" said l\Iadame Chartrand 
sharply. 
Then began for Nicole and :l\Iadame 
Chartrand a singular life, full of peace and 
joy because each had a stern and simple in- 
tegrity which stood guard, like air around 
man, m'er them. So it went on until Peirre 
was ten years old and it was decided that his 
academic course was finished and he must 
now begin the serious business of life, which 
was beating the drum. Pierre still had lit- 
erary tastes, which he gratified in the even- 
ings, when Xicole was discussing with :\1a- 
dame Chartrand the price of potatoes, or 




 


,'fro 


...- , 


.., 



 



 



 


.\ 
\ 


,I 


I 
I r 
I I \ 
" 


" 


---
 


--
 


- 


- 



'-'
\ 


A door on the lower landing opened and his wife appeared.-Page 41. 


the advisability of having Pierre's shoes half 
soled. These problems did not vex Pierre 
who was a merry little soul, and grinned 
cheerfully into the sombre face of Life, and 
kicked up his heels at frowning destiny. 
'Yhen Pierre was standing, one in a row 
of twenty drummer boys in the vast, dim 
drill hall, receiving instructions on the 
drum, he showed himself very apt except 
in one thing: he could not or would not 
learn to beat the retreat. 
"Pay attention, you," shouted Nicole, 
with his drumstick tapping Pierre on the 
head. 


C'I don't want to learn the retreat," an- 
swered Pierre sullenly. 
"But you must learn it, it is in the book," 
snapped 
icole. 
" I won't learn it," bawled Pierre. 
c, \Vhen they order me to beat the retreat I 
will beat the charge, see if I don't!" 
This was such rank insubordination tha t 

icole felt obliged to haul Pierre out of the 
line and dust his jacket smartly for him 
with a drumstick, at which Pierre shrieked. 
This episode being over, the class resumed 
its lesson. Pierre handled his drumsticks 
as actively as any other drummer boy, but 
47 
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icole heard no sound from Pierre's drum. 
\Yhen Xicole and Pierre were in Xicole's 
room, Pierre, standing "ery straight at at- 
tention as he had been taught, burst out: 
,. I tell you this, Kicolc: I don't care if 
YOU kill me I will never beat the retreat 
. , 
for soldiers to run away, not I! 'Yhen they 
order me to heat the retreat, I will beat the 
charge, the charge, the charge!" 
Xicole caught the boy in his arms, and 
ki

ed him all O\'Cr his little angry face. 
.. You dcsen'ed the licking I gave you," 
he said, .. but I would not take a million 
francs for such a spirit. Here, take this 
five-franc piece and go to the cake shop 
and buy five francs' worth of any sort of 
sticky stuff you like, for you and the Duval 
boys. It will make you all ill, but that's 
no matter, Come with me first, howcver, 
to your mother," 
Then, with Pierre clasping Sicole's 
wooden leg, the two went into l\Iadame 
Chartrand's room, where she sat working 
away at her heaps of roses. '''hen Xicole 
told the story of Pierre's glorious insub- 
ordinatbn his mother opened her arms 
wide and wept with delight. Both she and 

Iadame Duval violently disapproved of 
the five francs' worth of sticky stuff. Xi- 
cole's system often clashed with that of the 
1\vo mothers, hut he always said: 
"Y ou are only women, to teach the boys 
their prayers and their manners. The rest 
must be taught by men." 
Then, in the midst of peace, came the 
earthy'uake and hurricane of war. Paris 
became a great camp, and e,oerybody made 
reaùy to march to Berlin as quickly as they 
could get there. :Kicole promised to take 
Pierre and the Duval boys to see the Kin
 
of Prussia brought, a prisoner, through the 
Arc de Triomphe. Xicole thought this 
would not be later than September, but 
in September something totally different 
happened. The universe fell into chaos. 
Glory, hope, gO\oernment, order, all that 
keeps men's minds from despair, tumbled 
into a great black abyss of wretchedness. 
Every day it grew worse, and when the 
winter came Paris entered upon a period 
of misery greater than any city in the 
world has ever known since the world 
knew cities. 
How :\Iadame Chartrand and Xicole and 
Pierre li\'ed through that winter and spring, 
they could not themselves have told. They 
an grew gaunt and thin, even Pierre's round 


little face. In the spring, when the cold 
released its icy clutch upon them, a new 
horror came, the Commune, that great 
Dance of Death, which has been described 
as a yell from the lower man. l\Iurder, 
sacrilege, robbery, and arson strangled and 
submerged the great and miserable city. 
The forces of order rallied and O\'ercame 
the dedI's hordes. But the death struggle 
of anarchy lasted twenty-nine days. Eight 
days before the last frightful throes came 
there could be seen, above the smoke and 
flames, the floating tricolor, Then Xicole, 
who was one of Plutarch's men, calmly 
said good-by to ::\ladame Chartrand, and 
went off to join his old comrades. 
"I can at least beat the drum as I did 
when I was a boy," he said, "and then, a 
drummer, with two good legs, can help 
fight those wretches who march under the 
red flag." 
:\Iadame Chartrand bade him farewell 
quietly enough, while Pierre bellowed with 
grief. But there was something in 
Iadame 
Chartrand's eyes-those dove-like eyes- 
that told Xicole all he wished to know. 
Two hours after 
icole left 
Iadame 
Chartrand, opening her door, saw a scrap 
of paper on the Hoor. On it was scrawled 
by Pierre these words, very well spelled: 
");lather, I am going to be \vith Xicole. 
You see, my honor requires it, because I 
can beat a drum too. I have my sih-er 
,'atch, so don't look for it in the bureau. I 
am sorry now that I was e\'er a bad boy, 
but when I come back, a victor, ] will be 
so good you will not know your Pierre. 
Adieu, adieu, my mother." 
::\Iadame Chartrand neither wept nor 
shrieked when she read this and realized 
that Pierre, at ten years old, was as likely 
to die for his country as Nicole. 
In these national cataclysms, the minds 
of men I'd women are exalted. 

Iadar.e Chartrand knew there was 
nothing 
eft but prayer. No longcr the 
church bells rang out their call to prayer. 
The bells that spoke rang the tocsin, and 
the beating of the rappel sounded even 
amid the dull roar of the great guns and 
the steady cracking of the mitraillcuses. 
In the church close by drunken men and 
devilish women were dancing upon the des- 
ecrated altar, and the painkd saints and 
angels in the windO\vs were smashed by 
bullets. O,'er the great city for four days 
hung a vast ring of smoke, miles in breadth 
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The sudden turning of a carriage in front brought the victoria to a dead stop not three feet away from 
:l\1adarne Chartrand.
Page 45. 


and thickness, pierced by leaping flames 
that seemed to lick the sullen sky. For 
four days and nights a hundred thousand 
men made in Paris a great battle, while 
the Commune, like a wild beast lashing and 
biting in its death agony, murdered and 
destroyed to the last. 
It was on the Saturday evening, when 
Paris was still burning and 
ghting and 
shrieking, that Nicole and Pit'rre came 
once more into the Street of tht' Bad Boys, 
even into the courtyard on which 
ladame 
Chartrand's ,vindow looked. They \vere 
dragged along by wild creatures, men and 
,vomen drunk with blood and crime, who 
yelled and cursed and laughed and prom- 
ised them death against the courtyard 
wall. At the head of the mob of shrieking 
women and cursing men marched a big, 
unwieldy creature, with a dirty beard and 
a dirtier National Guard uniform. This 


was the husband of 
ladame Chartrand, 
and the father of Pierre. 
Kicole had no suspicion that the big, 
bearded. dirty man was Chartrand. For- 
merly, Chartrand had been a vulgar dan- 
dr, a mustached man, with fine teeth and 
a good figure. This man was fat and 
bearded, and the loss of some of his 
teeth ga,-e him the appearance of having 
fangs. 
Kicole, however, paid little heed to this 
fellow, swaggering about and trying to 
act the officer. There were more serious 
things for Kicole to consider, who, being 
a man of sober mind, made ready calmly 
to mount the pale charger awaiting him. 
He glanced down at Pierre. The little lad 
slipped his hand into that of Xicole, who 
noticed that it was warm, and gave no sign 
of fear. 
icole himself was awaiting his 
summons into the far country as coolly as 
49 
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c,'cr he awaited the order from his com- 
manding officers to make the drumsticks tly. 
Once insidc the courtyard, Chartrand 
stood Xicole and the boy against the wall 
and called for a firing squad. There was 
neither order nor discipline. Some of the 
wretches. with one dim spark of humanity 
remaining, refused to kill a wooden-legged 
soldier and a child. Others were super- 

titious, and said to one another, " You do 
it." "Xo,youdoit." 
(.hartrand, at last, pulled out a hand- 
ful of money, for the Communards were 
thie,'es as wéll as murderers. 
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"Here," he cried, "fifty francs each for 
ten men to execute these traitors and ene- 
mies of the Commune." 
The grote
queness of calling the ten- 
year-old Pierre a traitor and an enemy 
of the Commune, caused a strange, hys- 
teric outburst of laughter from some of 
the dazed and drunken crew. The wom- 
en stopped yelling, sobered for a moment 
by the sigh t of a little boy in so great a 
strait. I t even staggered and confused 
Chartrand. Suddenly, Pierre's soft, pip- 
ing treble was heard. 
"Please, sir," he said to Chartrand, "my 
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.. Pay attention, Yf,U," shouted Nicole, with his drumstick tapping Pierre 
un the head.-Page 47. 
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And he scrawled on the top uf the shelf.-Page 53. 
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mother lives up-stairs in this house, on the 
third floor. Before I am shot I want to 
give her my father's sih-er watch. If you 
will let me go, I will come back to be shot." 
Chartrand burst into a great, nervous 
bugh. 
"Oho:" he said; "you are a little cow- 
ard, and want to hide behind your mother's 
petticoats, " 
"But I will come back!" bawled Pierre, 
stamping his foot. "I am not a coward, 
or a liar either." 
The drunken, disorderly, unkempt crew 
of National Guards, demoniac women and 
outlaws of all sorts, surged around the boy 
and man. 


x 0 glimmer of Pierre's identity had 
pierced Chartrand's darkened soul. Even 
the locale had faded out of Chartrand's 
blurred mind. Then, Pierre, still furious, 
pulled out of his ragged jacket the silver 
watch. It was growing so dark by that 
time that neither Chartrand nor anybody 
else could see much; but into Chartrand's 
stupid mind came a wandering recollec- 
tion, a reverberation of memory, some- 
thing that made him say to the boy: 
" Go along with you, then." 
And he gave })ierre a kick that sent him 
spinning on his way. 
,. Bring a lantern," shouted Chartrand. 
There was a confused scurrying, and it 
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And Chartrand himself was hanging it up on a nail over Nicole's head.-Page 53. 
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took a long time to fetch a lantern, The 
only really composed person in the court- 
yard was Nicole, standing with arms folded 
and his back to the wall. The only sen- 
sible remark that was made was his. 
"\Vhat a gang of infernal fools!" he said, 
aloud. "They don't even know how to 
execute a man properly." 
Pierre was creeping quickly but softly 
up the stairs. As he passed the cellar door, 
a sudden gush of warm tears came; never 
more would he play in the coal cellar with 
the Duval boys; there was no more play 
in this world. He was so ashamed of his 
unexpected tears, that he concluded it 
would be better not to see his mother, but 
to lay the watch outside the door, then 
knock and run away; besides, his mother 
might object to his going back to be shot. 
He reached the door of his mother's room, 
and crawled into a dark corner, under the 
low, broad shelf where the baker left the 
bread every morning-a function which 
had been omitted for several months. The 
door was ajar, and in the mellow gloom 
Pierre could see his mother kneeling by his 
little bed, kissing his pillow. The window 
was closed, but afar off, like the distant 
roar of a volcano, could be heard the storm 
of battle. It all seemed to be in another 
world to Pierre, How quiet, how still it 
was under the shelf! But it would not last 
long. Pierre's heart, which had been beat- 
ing wildly, suddenly grew quiet and beat 
as softly and as steadily as a baby's. He 
must not tarry long; if he had a pencil, or a 
piece of chalk-Pierre remembered a lump 
of chalk he had hidden in a cranny of the 
shelf a long time ago, meaning to playa 
prank on the baker. His small hand, feel- 
ing under the shelf, found the chalk, and 
he scrawled on the top of the shelf: 
"l\lother I am to be shot, with Nicole, 
but I am not afraid. I did not beat the 
retreat once. Look under the shelf far 
back, and you will find my silver watch, 
Adieu, my mother." 
Then he added as an afterthought: 
"Nicole does not mind being shot any 
more than I do." 
Pierre gave three sharp knocks on the 
shelf, to draw his mother's attention, and 
then ran breakneck down the stairs. 
In the courtyard a lantern had been 
brought at last, and Chartrand himself was 
hanging it up on a nail over Nicole's head. 
VOL. X LIX,-6 
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As the yellow light fell full upon the faces 
of the two men, there was at last recog- 
nition, Chartrand's shaky hand shook 
more as he hung the lantern; then he said 
to Nicole: 
"I know who you are now," 
"And I know you," replied .r\icole, 
"though you are considerably worse look- 
ing than you were," 
"Y ou will look worse in a few minutes 
than I do," was Chartrand's response. 
Then there was a commotion, a loud 
murmuring and surging among the mob in 
the courtyard, and Pierre, pushing his way 
through, marched up to Chartrand and 
said: 
"Here I am. I did not hide behind my 
mother's petticoats, you old Pékinl" 
Pékin is the opprobrious name which the 
soldiers, Pierre's comrades for eight days, 
applied to all who were not of the military 
profession. Pierre had picked up a good 
deal of soldiers' slang during his eight days 
as a campaigner, 
The crowd, blustering, frightened, half 
drunk and whoJIy agitated, laughed at this. 
Chartrand did not laugh, The lowest 
minds have sometimes a moment of illumi- 
nation. Suddenly, Chartrand saw that this 
boy was his child-and at the same mo- 
ment he saw himself as he was: an in- 
carnation of the devil, a monster of iniquity, 
a scoundrel from his skin inward, He 
fixed his madman's eyes on Pierre, and 
raising both arms above his head, uttered 
a horrible shriek, like the wild beasts he 
had once tamed. It was, indeed, the shriek 
of a beast who has become conscious that 
he is a beast. Then, having but little power 
of expression, he began cursing and swear- 
ing hysterically. 
" You stole my wife and child," he yelled 
to Nicole, 
For answer, Nicole reached up, seized 
the lantern over his head, and smashed 
it full in Chartrand's face, who dropped 
like a stone. The next minute Nicole had 
caught Pierre and, dashing to the corner, 
disappeared, and was, indeed, swallowed 
up in the earth, He lay with Pierre's hand 
in his, in the coal cellar, and heard the mob 
tramping in the darkness over the door, 
running and yelling and screaming, and 
Chartrand shouting orders that nobody 
obeyed. In the midst of the uproar came 
another sound-the sound of marching feet, 
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of soldiers regularly commanded and over- 
whelming a mob. They made short work 
of Chartrand and his gang. Ten minutes' 
sharp fighting and the crackling of a mit- 
railleuse settled it, and the courtyard was 
held by soldiers. Nicole, lifting up the 
cellar door, found an obstruction, It was 
Chartrand's body lying stark upon it, which 
was soon carted off with other carrion, 
Before Nicole asked for a drum, he led 
Pierre up the dark stairs to 
ladame Char- 
trand's room. Nicole's heart was joyful. 
He was a primitive man, and made no 
bones of saying to himself that Chartrand 
was well out of the world he had disgraced. 
''''hen he reached J\ladame Chartrand's 
door, it was wide open, She was standing 
in the middle of the floor, in that attitude 
which, to Nicole's simple mind, always re- 
called Jeanne d' Arc in the orchard. 
la- 
dame Chartrand held in her hand the silver 
watch. In her exaltation, the entrance of 
Pierre and Nicole seemed to her the most 
natural thing in the world. She wound 
one arm around Pierre and laid the other 
hand on Nicole's arm, 
"I understand," she said, "I knew I had 
a brave boy-but I did not know how brave 
he was. And I, his mother, shed not one 


tear for him, for the mothers of heroes 
should not weep, And I knew that you 
too were to be shot, Nicole-and yet my 
eyes were dry." 
"Chartrand is ùead," said Xicole, "It 
is he who would have shot Pierre and me, 
but I think God ,vas good to Chartrand 
and would not let him commit any more 
crimes. " 


:Madame Chartrand, the most rigid of 
women, remained a year unmarried after 
the death of the worst of husbands. One 
day in June, Nicole and 
ladame Char- 
trand were married. They were so sol- 
emn that Pierre concluded marrying to be 
a melancholy and afflicting business, N i- 
cole, in particular, looked exactly as he 
did the night he was stood up against the 
wall to be shot. Both of them being very 
humble and simple, they were inarticulate 
and had no words to express the joy they 
felt. But, then, there is a certain glory 
of love which is no respecter of persons, 
and establishes a splendid court of his 
own, sometimes in a hut, or a third floor 
lodging, and at once the place becomes 
royal. 


TIlE CAUSE OF POLrrIC
\Lt CORH.UPTION 


By Henry Jones Ford 
Professor of Politics at Princeton University 


O RE government of the 
'C ni ted S tat e s was con- 
structed upon the \Vh ig 
theory of political dynam- 
ics, which was a sort of 
unconscious copy of the 
K ewtonian theory of the universe. In our 
own day, whenever we discuss the struct- 
ure or development of anything, whether in 
nature or in society, we consciously or un- 
consciously follow 1\lr. Darwin,"-Pres-i- 
dent Woodrow JVilson, of Princeton Uni- 
versity. 


The above quotation, taken from Presi- 
dent 'Vilson's work on "Constitutional 
Government in the 'Cnited Statt's," notes a 
change of mental attitude that is now revo- 


lutionizing political science. It so happens 
that this process of change is particularly 
hard upon a doctrine which our older 
manuals of civics treat as fundamental in 
the American constitutional system, name- 
ly, the separation of the powers. A con- 
clusion at which political science is now 
arriving, as a result of its new method, is 
that this doctrine, long esteemed as a max- 
im of constitutional government, is really 
incompatible with it, and is the prime cause 
of the corruption of American politics, 
The old method of political science was 
deductive. It took for its premises tradi- 
tional assumptions as to the nature of con- 
stitutional government, which were treated 
as axioms. Logic was then employed to 
unfold their implications and thus reach 
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conclusions as to constitutional propriety. 
This method still controls current discus- 
sion of public affairs, and it imparts to lit- 
erary criticism of the behavior of our pub- 
lic men its characteristic quality. They are 
judged not according to the circumstances 
in which they act, but according to ideals 
deduced from the plan and purpose of the 
organic law. 
The new method is inductive. Political 
phenomena are observed and classified, and 
generalizations are made from data thus 
collected. In the instruction now given in 
our universities much use is made of docu- 
mentary apparatus. Instead of consider- 
ing first what ought to be, the aim is to con- 
sider first what is. As a result treatises on 
government are appearing that are not doc- 
trinal in character, like our older manuals 
on civics and politics, but are descriptive 
and expository, telling simply and plainly 
how the public authority under considera- 
tion is organized, how it works and with 
what results. They are studies of political 
structure and function, conceived in the 
same scientific spirit as that of a zoologist 
examining the fauna of a particular region, 
'Vhen this method is brought to bear 
upon the doctrine of the separation of the 
powers it is found to be not a truth, but a 
fiction, whose spread forms a curious chap- 
ter of history. The doctrine was first pro- 
mulgated in Book XI of l\lontesquieu's 
"Spirit of the Laws," published in 1748. 
In considering the Constitution of England, 
and in viewing the distribution of the exec- 
utive, legislative, and judicial functions in 
the organization of public authority, he de- 
scribed them as separate powers, going so 
far as to say that the executive power had 
no share in legislation. This is a false ac- 
count of the English Constitution, no mat- 
ter at what stage of its development it may 
be considered. That the executive is a 
branch of the legislature, and that it habit- 
ually proposes legislation for the concur- 
rence of the other branches, was as true 
when l\fontesquieu wrote as it is now, de- 
spite all changes in the method of their co- 
operation. The enacting clause of every 
law passed by Parliament refutes l\lontes- 
quieu's statement: "Be it enacted by the 
King's 1\lost Excellent 1\Iajesty, by and 
with the advice and consent of the Lords 
Spiritual and Temporal, and Commons, in 
this present Parliament assembled, and by 
authority of the same." 
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There has been much speculation as to 
the cause of )'Iontesquieu's manifest blun- 
der, and even his good faith has been im- 
pugned, on the assumption that he dis- 
torted the facts to score a point against 
royal absolutism in his own country; but 
examination of the documentary evidence 
accessible to him shows that he had grounds 
for his opinion. ::\lontesquieu erred, just 
as innumerable students of politics have 
erred since, by taking constitutional docu- 
ments at their face value, which is never a 
safe thing to do. They are operative only 
so far as they affect the actual distribution 
of political force, and the working constitu- 
tion of a country can never be accurately 
inferred from its written documents alone. 
U sage and not the legal form determines 
the actual character of a constitution, and 
usage takes its shape from the conditions 
that arise, quite irrespective of the ideas and 
intentions with which the conditions are 
brought about, 
Ideas are germs whose chance of sur- 
vival and growth depends upon accidents 
of mental soil and climate. l\lontesquieu's 
chapters on the English Constitution were 
favored by a combination of circumstances, 
the lack of anyone of which might have 
caused results to be far other than what 
they were, His treatise appeared at a time 
when issues relating to the organization of 
public authority were acute in England, 
and books dealing with such questions 
were assured of a market. Thomas N u- 
gent, one of the industrious workmen en- 
gaged in furnishing supplies to the book 
trade of the period, brought out a transla- 
tion of the" Spirit of the Laws" in 1752. 
In 1753 \Villiam Blackstone, an Oxford 
doctor of civil law, fellow of All Souls Col- 
lege, conceived the idea of writing a philo- 
sophical treatise on the law of England, and 
in collecting material he consulted N u- 
gent's translation. And about that time it 
so happened that Charles Viner, a wealthy 
jurist, conceived the idea of founding a 
chair in English law in Oxford, He died 
in 1756, and in 1758 Blackstone was ap- 
pointed first Vinerian professor of law. 
Professor Blackstone's lectures formed the 
basis of his" Commentaries on the Laws 
of England," the first volume of which 
appeared in 1765. Blackstone mentions 
l\Iontesquieu as an authority, refers to his 
work, and derives from him the check and 
balance theory of government. Bcsides 
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establishing for their author an illustri- 
ous career as a jurist, the commentaries 
were enormously successful as literature. 
They passed through eight editions in his 
lifetime, bringing him in copyright fees 
amounting to about $70,000, The secret 
of their success was given by Jeremy Ben- 
tham when he said that Blackstone, "first 
of all institutional writers, taught jurispru- 
dence to speak the language of the scholar 
and the gentleman." {; ntiI the criticism 
of Bentham and Austin brought Black- 
stone's views on the nature of law and 
so\ ereignty into discredit, to read the com- 
mentaries was considered an essential part 
of a liberal education. It was so regarded 
in the American colonies, where the com- 
mentaries had a large sale, And as the 
commentaries passed into the New ',"orId 
they carried :\lontesquieu's doctrine, like 
the birds of passage whom Darwin de- 
scribes as carrying germs from one country 
to another. It sometimes happens in such 
cases that the germs reach a soil more pro- 
pitious than that in which they originated, 
and they spread in new regions while dying 
out in old. So it has been with l\lontes- 
quieu's doctrine. It is now extinct, except 
in the countries of the American continent 
south of the Dominion of Canada. Every- 
where else in the worId the principle upon 
which constitutional government is founded 
is the connection of the powers and not the 
separation of the powers. 
Blackstone was, of course, too well ad- 
\ ised of actual practice in England to re- 
gard the executi\Oe branch as separate and 
distinct from the legislative branch of gov- 
ernment. He remarks that "it is highly 
neccssary for presen-ing the balance of the 
constitution, that the executive power should 
be a branch, though not the whole, of the 
legislature," The point on which he laid 
stress was that the law could not be altered 
unless all branches of the legislature- 
crown, lords, and commons-should agree 
to alter it. "Herein indeed," he remarks, 
"consists the true excellence of the Eng- 
lish Government, that all the parts of it 
form a mutual check upon each other"; 
but he adds that "the whole is prevented 
from separation, and artificially connected 
together hy the mi}"cd nature of the crown, 
which is a part of the legislati,oe, and the 
sole executive magistrate." Blackstone 
then employs a metaphor which is a typical 
example of what President \Vilson describes 


as" the \Vhig theory of political dynamics." 
Referring to the crown, the lords, and the 
commons, Blackstone says: "Like three 
distinct powers in mechanics, they jointly 
impcl the machine of government in a di- 
rection different from what either, acting by 
itself, would have done; but at the same 
time in a direction partaking of each and 
formed out of all; a direction which consti- 
tutes the true line of the liberty and happi- 
ness of the community." 
Both :\Iontesquieu's theory and Black- 
stone's adaptation of it are now discarded 
by political science. Nowhere is it now 
treated with such scant respect as in Eng- 
land itself, whose constitution the theory 
purported to expound. In the account of 
English political thought in the seventeenth 
and eighteenth centuries, given in "the sixth 
volume of the "Cambridge 1\lodern His- 
tory," the doctrine of the separation of the 
powers is referred to as a "hallucination" 
and as "an illusory theory" whose influ- 
ence has been signally mischievous. 
The causes of the discredit in which the 
doctrine now stands are soon stated. It is 
found that forms of government which are 
constructed on that principle always experi- 
ence derangement of constitutional func- 
tion, and it is found that forms of govern- 
ment displaying constitutional vigor and 
efficiency are organized on the directly con- 
trary principle of the connection of the 
powers. This latter principle was set up 
in antagonism to l\Iontesquieu's doctrine 
early in its career. In his "Thoughts on 
the Present Discontents," published in 
1770, Edmund Burke attributed the con- 
stitutional disease then manifest in the 
English Government to a lack of proper 
connection of the powers. He declared: 
" Nothing, indeed, will appear more ccr- 
tain, on any tolerable consideration of this 
matter, than that fn-'er)' sort of gO'l!ern11lellt 
ought to have -its administration correspon- 
dent to its legislature. If it should be other- 
wise, things must fall into a hideous dis- 
order," The italics are Burke's own, em- 
phasizing his dissent from the doctrine of 
the separation of the pO\\'oers. Although he 
does not expressly mention that doctrine, 
the antagonism of his attitude was promptly 
noted, and it subjected him to attack from 
the reformers of the period, whose theory. 
was that the source of political corruption 
was partisan disturhance of the checks and 
balances of the constitution. Burke never 
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wavered in his conception of constitutional 
government as being essentially an affair of 
administration, subject to control in behalf 
of the people expressed through Parliament, 
which for the discharge of that function had 
to be connected with the administration. 
\Vhen a section of the \Vhig party was in- 
clined to favor the French Revolution he 
broke with it and wrote his" Appeal from 
the New to the Old \Vhigs," in which he 
censured" those who have coined to them- 
selves \Vhig principles from a French die, 
unknown to the impress of our fathers in 
the constitution," 
The radical reformer Thomas Paine ad- 
mired the French die as patterned by Rous- 
seau, but not as by l\Iontesquieu, and he 
defended it against Burke's strictures, In- 
cidentally he condemned the theory of gov- 
ernment by division of power and partition 
of sovereignty. In the first part of his 
" Righ ts of l\'lan" he characterized such 
government as "a government of this, that, 
and l' other," and declared that "the mov- 
ing power in this species of government is 
of necessity corruption." 
Here are affirmations directly antagonis- 
tic to l\Iontesquieu's doctrine. He alleges 
that the separation of the powers makes 
for political liberty, Burke alleges that it 
makes for hideous disorder; Paine, that 
it makes for corruption. The inductive 
method asks what history has to say on the 
point, and it finds that the evidence agrees 
with the ideas of Burke and Paine, but does 
not agree with the ideas of l\Iontesquieu. 
The record shows that the invariab]e result 
of the admission of the principle of the sepa- 
ration of the powers into the constitution of 
a state has been disease, characterized in 
some cases by an acute phase soon fatal, in 
other cases by derangement of function last- 
ing until the cause has been removed. 
The case of revolutionary France is typi- 
cal of the acute phase. A series of consti- 
tutions framed on the principle of the sepa- 
ration of the powers promptly broke down, 
and when Napoleon Bonaparte got control 
of constitution-making it was replaced by 
the principle of the connection of the pow- 
ers, The Constitution of 1791 expressly 
denied to the administration any power to 
propose laws; the Constitution of 1799, un- 
der which Bonaparte assumed the office 
of first consul, expressly pro,"ided that the 
laws shall be proposed by the adminis- 
tration as the first stage in the process 
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of enactment. \\ïth the adoption of that 
constitution .:\Iontesquieu's doctrine disap- 
pears from French forms of government. 
The Constitution of 187 S, under which the 
present French Republic was established, 
expressly connects the executive and legis- 
lative powers and confers upon the Presi- 
dent of the republic an initiative of the 
laws. It is significant that this constitu- 
tion has lived, whereas the constitutions 
framed on the principle of the separation of 
the powers all perished, 
The experience of France extinguished 
the influence of l\lontesquieu's doctrine in 
Europe, not so much by exhibiting its error 
as by introducing conditions in which ab- 
stract ideals could not live, \Vhile the N a- 
poleonic wars were sweeping over Europe 
nations had enough to do to maintain their 
existence, and questions as to forms of gm- 
ernment had to be post ported to quieter 
times. \Vhen political development was 
resumed after the settlements of national 
territory made by the Congress of Vienna 
in 181S, the constitutional scheme thatdom- 
inated the thought of reformers was no 
abstract model of government, but the con- 
crete example afforded by the English par- 
liamentary system, the most salient char- 
acteristic of which is the connection of the 
powers. One curious exception is to be 
noted. As one of the consequences of the 
Napoleonic wars, Norway was detached 
from Denmark, and she seized the occasion 
to adopt the Constitution of 1814, It was 
founded on the principle of the sel
aration 
of the powers, so rigorously applied that 
the councillors of state forming the execu- 
tive department were prohibited from even 
entering the legislative halls. The expec- 
tation was that this would secure the dignity 
and power of the representative assembly, 
but it was found to work just the other way, 
and the democratic party, that had origi- 
nally labored to shut the councillors out, 
now labored to compel them to come in, 
while the court party opposed the demand. 
The struggle disturbed the country for 
many years, and had reached the verge of 
civil war when, in I 88-t-, the king yielded 
and the connection of the powers was es- 
tablished, making the national representa- 
tive assembly the organ of the sovereignty 
of the people, and virtually com"crting X or- 
way into a democratic republic. 
Thus went out the last flicker of -Montes- 
quieu's theory in Europe. It was so obso- 
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lete by 1827 when Hallam published his government, and they are founded in viola- 
standard "Constitutional History of Eng- tion of l\Iontesquieu's theory. The con- 
land" that he does not even refer to a the- trast between Australian and South Amer- 
ory of the English Constitution once so ican history as regards political order is 
famous and influential; and throughout his certainly very striking, and it becomes still 
treatise he expounds the English Constitu- more significant when it is considered that 
tion as being based on the connection of the progress toward orderly and efficient gov- 
powers. Referring to the attempts made ernment in South America is accompanied 
immediately after the Revolution of 1688 by rejection of the principle of the sepa- 
to shut ministers of the crown out of the ration of the powers. The very country 
House of Commons, he declared that the (now known as Argentina) whose unstable 
consequences would have been deadly. politics were noted by Darwin has since at- 
"Such a separation and want of intelli- tained settled government and is experien- 
gence between the crown and l}arliament cing great industrial development, under a 
must either have destroyed the one or de- constitution which explicitly connects the 
graded the other." It is this degradation executive and legislative departments, The 
of the legislative branch that is the chief process of constitutional development in 
mark of the chronic phase of constitutional South America has tended away from the 
disease from the separation of the powers. original type borrowed from the United 
The state forms appearing in the Ameri- States, and has moved toward the type 
can continents exhibit many instances both exhibited by the present Constitution of 
of the acute and of the chronic phase of France. :Most of the existing constitutions 
constitutional malady from the theory of of South American States now conform to 
the separation of the powers, The Span- the present French Constitution and, like 
ish-American countries framed their con- it, expressly provide for the connection of 
stitutions on this principle, and the world the powers, It was a fortunate circum- 
has never seen a more unstable and turbu- stance for South America that, in fram- 
lent group of states. \Vhen Darwin visited ing municipal institutions, the model that 
South America in the course of his voyage guided action was the French municipal 
in the Beagle, he notes in one place that the system, founded by Napoleon Bonaparte, 
country had experienced fifteen revolutions when he set about extricating local govern- 
in nine months. It is a fair logical infer- ment in France from the horrible confusion 
ence from such results that fundamental de- that had ensued from attempts to apply the 
feet exists in the organization of public doctrine of the separation of the powers. 
authority, but instead of making this infer- He swept away the complicated system of 
ence it is a common practice to advance the elections, primary assemblies, colleges of 
queer explanation that the defect is in the notables, and co-ordinate authorities pro.,. 
character of the people, making them un- vided by the legislation of the revolution- 
able to live up to a beautiful constitutional ary period, and substituted a simple form 
theory. As a matter of fact, sound consti- of representative government. Elections 
tutional arrangements react upon the char- are confined to the choice of representa- 
acter of the people in such a way as to tives; the representatives elect a mayor who 
achieve good results with inferior material. presides at their meetings, fills by his own 
A remarkable instance of this is inciden- appointment all offices created by the 
tally supplied by Darwin. In the course council and prepares the municipal bud- 
of the Beagle's voyage, he visited the Aus- get. The essential feature of the system is 
tralian colony of New South \Vales, arriv- the connection of the powers, and its elas- 
ing in 1836. He found much that shocked ticity is such that it suffices for every urban 
him in the state of society. "The whole community, small or large, a village or a 
community is rancorously divided into par- city, as the mayor and council have power 
ties on almost every subject." The large to organize all administrative details as 
convict element was a source of demoraliz- local needs may require. This simple but 
ing influence, and Darwin feared that the efficient form of municipal government is 
tone of society" can hardly fail to deterio- probably the most successful of all N apo- 
rate." At the present day no one wouM leon Bonaparte's feats of statesmanship. It 
deny that 
ew South \Vales possesses has spread to Italy, Belgium, Spain, Greece, 
strong, orderly, and efficient institutions of Japan, and the South American republics. 
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The brilliancy of achievement displayed in 
the administration of the great cities grow- 
ing up in South America is largely attribu- 
table to the fact that municipal institutions 
there escaped the doctrine of the separation 
of the powers. 
A disposition to discard that principle, 
after much bitter experience of its results, 
is now strongly manifested in the field of 
municipal government in the t'nited States. 
This is the constitutional significance of the 
commission plan of government now spread- 
ing rapidly through the country. In effect, 
although not consciously, it adopts the 
principle of the connection of the powers, 
but arrives at it by such an attenuation of 
the principle of representation, that it af- 
fords no guidance to efforts for the im- 
provement of the character of State govern- 
ment, Although they must be connected, 
the e
cutive and legislative functions must 
be differently organized, in constitutional 
arrangements suitable for any community 
covering an extensive area with diversified 
interests. Inability to establish representa- 
tive government on a sound constitutional 
basis is now inciting efforts to introduce 
substitutes for representative government 
which will be apt to aggravate the con- 
stitutional disease that now afflicts all the 
States of the C nion, There is not one 
that displays the sound and healthful oper- 
ation of governmental functions. All con- 
stitutions founded on the principle of the 
separation of the powers are weak and ail- 
ing. The class includes some as remote in 
place as those of Pennsylvania and Nicara- 
gua, Oklahoma and Venezuela, but they 
have a family likeness, A characteristic of 
the type is addiction to bills of right and 
declarations of abstract principle, which 
are the hall-marks of constitutional imper- 
fection and political immaturity, 
The special aid rendered to the study of 
political pathology by the States belonging 
to our Federal system comes from the fact 
that they are the finest specimens that have 
yet appeared of the chronic phase of consti- 
tutional disease from French infection. The 
marks of legislative degradation appear far 
more plainly in them than in any other state 
forms of this type. Even past growths in 
South America afford no specimens com- 
parable with our own products in that re- 
spect, Anyone of our State constitutions 
will do as a satisfactory specimen as to 
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this. It will be found that complicated re- 
straints are imposed upon the legislature, 
implying that it does not really discharge its 
proper function of representing the people. 
The Constitution of the State of :Maryland 
makes a curious record of change in this 
respect, The constitution adopted in 1776 
declared that "for redress of grievances, 
and for amending, strengthening, and pre- 
serving the laws, the legislature ought to be 
frequently convened." That was a sound 
precept derived from English experience. 
It was also declared that" the legislative, 
executive, and judicial powers of govern- 
ment ought to be fore\'er separate and dis- 
tinct from each other." That was a false 
precept derived from French philosophy, 
Experience under its intluence has been 
such that at present the Constitution of 
.J\laryland does not permit the legislature 
to meet oftener than once in two years, or 
sit longer than ninety days. Other State 
constitutions present still more striking evi- 
dence of the degradation of the legislative 
function, and of the odious light in which 
legislative bodies are commonly regarded, 
This is a situation peculiar to constitutions 
framed on the principle of the separation 
of the powers. In Switzerland legislative 
assemblies meet as often as several times a 
year, without occasioning more excitement 
than the monthly meeting of any board of 
directors, 
The inductive method is not merely a 
study of historic sequences of cause and ef- 
fect. In addition to discrediting :\Iontes- 
quieu's doctrine by consideration of practi- 
cal consequences, political science is now 
able to expose its fallacy by analysis, re- 
vealing the causes of its failure. Hence it 
is now possible to detect as pathological re- 
sults certain striking phenomena of Ameri- 
can politics, the connection of which with 
.J\lontesquieu's doctrine is not apparent. 
One of the more important of these is the 
large transfer of the law-making function 
and of the control of public policy from 
representative assemblies to the judiciary, 
Among the obscure consequences üf the 
doctrine are also the multiplicity of elec- 
tive offices and the growth of an enormous 
mass of statute law in regard to nomina- 
tions to office and party procedure, the like 
of which exists nowhere else in the world. 
There is, however, one consequence now 
beginning to attract public attention, the 
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connection of which with the terms of the 
doctrine is almost obvious. 
.-\ government of separated powers is 
plainly incapable of responding to demands 
for greater efficiency of administration. In 
fact, as soon as attention is turned to busi- 
ness efficiency, separation of powers seems 
out of place, Anyone who should suggest 
that in the organization of a private busi- 
ness corporation the president should not 
take part in the meetings of the board of 
directors, would be stared at as being out of 
plumb mentally. There is really no differ- 
ence between public business and prÍ\Tate 
bu"iness as to the principles of successful 
management, nor is any such difference 
supposed to exist except where people's 
minds are clouded by eighteenth century 
superstitions. As soon as 
10ntesquieu's 
doctrine is examined, it is found that by its 
terms it does not make for efficiency. It 
was not meant to assist action, but to arrest 
action in the interest of privileged orders 
and classes. The question how the pub- 
lic business may be carried on was raised 
and briefly considered by :Montesquieu. 
He remarked: "These three powers should 
naturally form a state of repose or inaction. 
But as there is a necessity for movement in 
the course of human affairs, they are forced 
to move, but still in concert." In the acute 
phase of constitutional disease from this 
principle the separate powers are forced to 
move by violence, making the true constitu- 
tion a military oligarchy, In the chronic 
phase they are forced to move by corrup- 
tion, making the true constitution a pluto- 
cratic oligarchy. 
leans do not exist for 
action in the sole interest of the general wel- 
fare, for the essential characteristic of the 
scheme is that all action shall be subject to 
the consent of privileged interests distinctly 
represented in the government. The scheme 
was not made for democratic use and is not 
susceptible of conversion to democratic use, 
This is the secret of the disharmony be- 
tween -\merican society and American poli- 
tics. The rule of the people cannot be 
made effective for lack of appropriate in- 
stitutions. Their sovereignty cannot be- 
come concrete and practical without an or- 
gan in which it can reside, \Vherever the 
rule of the people is effective, it will be 
found that there is such an organ, formed 
by the connection of the executive and legis- 
lative branches. In Switzerland the con- 


nection is so complete that the representa- 
tive assembly does not consider any project 
of law until it has been first examined and 
formulated by the executive department. 
It is the inherent defect of the :Montes- 
quieu scheme on the point of efficiency that 
first prompted the departure from it known 
as the Galveston Commission plan, the in- 
fluence of which is fast expelling the doc- 
trine from municipal constitutions. There 
are portents of a similar departure in State 
constitutions. The movement now taking 
place in Oregon for substituting one busi- 
ness manager for the forty-seven boards and 
commissions now managing the public busi- 
ness in that State, is a sign of the times. 
The pamphlet put in circulation to explain 
the objects of the movement says that it is 
"designed to provide a system by which 
the conduct of State and county govern- 
ment may be made as efficient and economi- 
cal as the management by the citizens of 
their private business," Approaching the 
subject from that point of view, the :Montes- 
quieu scheme does not come within the 
range of practical consideration. But hav- 
ing efficiency in mind, this recommenda- 
tion follows as a matter of natural order: 
"The governor and his cabinet are given 
seats on the floor of both houses with the 
right to speak and introduce measures, and 
especially general appropriation bills for 
the maintenance of State government and 
existing insti tutions." Just such powers 
are exercised by the executive department 
in Switzerland, where the efficiency and 
economy of government is proverbial. 
As soon as the break begins anywhere it 
will spread rapidly everywhere in forms of 
State government, just as it is now doing 
in forms of municipal government. The 
United States is now the only part of the 
world in which l\lontesquieu's doctrine still 
clogs the democratic movement of the age, 
and it is doomed to succumb to the insistent 
demand now made everywhere for efficiency 
of government. Already it is so discredited 
scientifically that the debates in Congress 
on constitutional questions have a quaint, 
paleozoic quality. They sound like echoes 
from a remote past. Those noisy panics 
over encroachments by the executive on the 
legislative department are grotesque an- 
achronisms, interesting as survivals of eigh- 
teenth century ideas now quite without in- 
fluence upon the spirit of the age, The men 
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now going out of our univcrsities, the gen- ethnologists tÌnd that an apparcntly absurd 
erations soon to take oyer the management fetich system, eycntually a burden upon 
of affairs, ha'"c escaped from the eighteenth the liyes and thou
ht of people, may have, 
century and its shallow philosophy in poli- in its time, supplied to thcm a principle of 
tics and ethics, and with their gradual ad- social cohcrence, so it may well be that the 
vent to power the 
lontesquieu doctrine spread of the principle of the separation of 
will be excluded from our State forms. Not the powers has been attenrled by some polit- 
until its career is finished and it can be kal ad,"antage. It has lingered longest in 
viewed in its entirety as an episode in con- the Cnited States owing to the intense po- 
stitutional history, can it be fully appreci- litical conservatism which marks the na- 
ated. At present its mischiefs are too ap- tional character and which is on the whole 
parent to allow of a just valuation. Its a salutary instinct; and that instinct may 
propagation over so great an area is eyi- be trusted to make the impending recon- 
dence that, fallacious as it is as a theory, it struction of our forms of gm"ernmentgradu- 
was not ,vithout utility as a tiction. Just as al and safe, 
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XYI.-CARIDOU-LAXD AT LAST 


II I.- THE L.\
D OF THE C.\RIBOU_-(Colltillued.) 


[I N the morning of August I, 
we launched on Artillery 

 Lake, feeling, for the tenth 
_ t i me, that now we really 
were on the crowning 
- . stretch of our journey, that 
at last we were entering the land of the 
caribou. 
Over the deep, tranquil waters of the lake 
we went, scanning the painted shores with 
their dwindling remnant of forest. There 
is something inspiring about the profundi ty 
of transparency in these lakes. "'hen fif- 
teen feet deep, their bottoms are no more 
obscured than in an ordinary eastern brook 
at six inches. On looking down into the 
far below world, one gets thc sensation of 
flight, as one skims o,-erhcad in the swift 
canoe, As we spun along the southeast 
coast of the lake, the country grew less rug- 
ged; the continuous steep granite hills were 
replaced by lower buttes with long grassy 
plains between; and, as I took them in, 
I man-cIled at their namc-the Barren 
Grounds; bare of trees, yes, but the plains 
were coyered with rich, rank grass, more 
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like X ew England meadows. There were 
strctches where the herbage was rank as on 
the Indiana prairies, and the average past- 
ure of the bleaker parts was better than the 
best of central '''yoming. _--\ cattleman of 
the ""est would think himself made if he 
could be sure of such pastures on his range, 
yet these are the Barrcll Grounds. 
At three we passed the splendid land- 
mark of Beaver Lodge mountain. Its rosy- 
red granite cliffs contrast wonderfully with 
its emerald cap of verdant grass and mosses 
that cover it in tropical luxuriance, and its 
rippling lake about it was of 
Iediterranean 
hues. 
'Ye covered the last nine miles in one 
hour and fifty-three minutes, passed the de- 
serted Indian \ïllage, and landed at Last 
'Voods at 8.30 p, :U. 
The edge of the timber is the dividing 
line between the Hudsonian and the Arctic 
regions. It is the beginning of the country 
we had come to see. '" e were now in the 
land of caribou. 
At this }Joint we were prepared to spend 
several days, lea,-e a cache, gather a bundle 
of choice firewood, then enter on the tree- 
less plains. 
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An ancient dwarf about 250 years oId.-HiIly ready for action. 


That night it stormed, all were tired, 
there was no reason to bestir ourselves; it 
was tcn when we arose. Half an hour later 
Billy came to my tent and said, ":1\[r. Seton, 
here's some deer." I rushed to the door, 
and there, with my own eyes, I saw on a 
ridge a mile away --1- great caribou standing 
against the sky" 
\Ye made for a near hill and met Preble 
returning, he also had seen them. From a 
higher viewpoint the 4 proved part of a 
band of 20. 
Then other bands came in view, 16, 61, 
3, 299, and so on, each valley had a scatter- 
ing few, all travelling slowl) southward, or 
standing to enjoy the cool breeze that ended 
the torment of the flies. About 1,000 were 
in sight. These were my first carihou, 
the first fruits of three thousand miles of 
tra vel. 
\reeso got greatly excited; ,. thl:::.e were 
the forerunncrs of the great herd"; he said, 
"Plenty caribou now," and grinned like a 
happy child. 
I went in one direction, taking only my 
camera. 
\t least 20 carihou trotted within 
fifty feet of me. 
Billy and \Yceso took their riflcs, intent 
on. venison, hut the carihou a,"oidcd them, 
and six or eight shots were heard before 
they got a young buck. 
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All that day I revelled in caribou, no 
enormous herds, but always a few in sight. 
The next day \Yeeso and I went to the 
top ridge, eastward. He 'with rifle, I with 
camera. He has a vague idea of the camera's 
use, but told Billy pri,"ately that" the rifle 
was much bettcr for caribou." He couldn't 
understand why I should restrain him from 
blazing away as long as the ammunition 
held out. .. ''"hat in the world did we come 
for?" But he was amenable to discipline 
and did as I wished ,vhen he understood. 
X ow on the top of that windy ridge I sat 
with this copper-colored child of the spruce 
woods to watch these cattle of the plains. 
The caribou is a travelsome beast, always 
in a hurry, going against the wind. \rhen 
the -wind is west, all tra,"el wcst, when it 
veers they veer. Xow the wind was north- 
erly and all were going north, not walking, 
not galloping-the caribou rarely gallops, 
and then only for a moment or two; his 
fast gait is a steady trot, a ten-mile gait, 
making with stops about six miles an hour. 
But they are ever on the move; when you 
see a caribou that doesn't mm"e, you know 
at once it isn't a caribou-it's a rock. 
\\'c sat dm\n on the hill at 3 P.::\I.; in afew 
minutcs a cow caribou came trotting from 
the south, caught the wind at fifty yards, 
and dashed a \Va y. 
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I'he giants on the edge of the forest, 


In fi\'e minutes another, in twenty min- 
utes a young huck, in twenty minutes more 
a big buck, in ten minutes a great herd of 
about fiye hundred appeared in the south. 
They came along at full trot, lined to pass 
us on the southeast. At half a mile they 
struck our scent and all recoiled as though 
we were among them. They scattered in 
alarm. rushed south again, then gathered in 
solid Lody, came on once more, again to 
spring back and scatter, as they caught the 
taint of man. After much and yarious 
running, scattering and massing, they once 
more charged the fearsome odor and went 
right through it. Sow they passed at five 
hundred yards and gave the chance for a 
fair camera shot. 
The sound of their tramplingwa" heard a 
long way off, half a mile, but at three hun- 
dred yards I could not distinguish the click- 
ing of the feet, whereas, this clicking was 
very plainly to be heard from the band that 
passed within fIfty yards of me this morning. 
They snort a good deal and grunt a little, 
and, notwithstanding their continual haste, 
I noticed that, from time to time, one or 
two would lie down, but at once jump up 
and rush on when they found they were be- 
ing left behind. 

rany more single deer came that day, 
but no more large herds. 
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.\bout 4.30, a fawn of this year (two and 
one-half or three months) came rushing 
along from the north, all alone. It charged 
up a hill for two hundred yards, then 
changed its mind, and charged down again, 
then raced to a bunch of tempting herhage, 
cropped it hastily, dashed to a knoll. left at 
an angle, darted to\\ard us, till within forty 
yards, then dropped into a thick bed of 
grass, where it lay as though it had un- 
limited time. 
I took one photograph, and as I crawled 
to get one nearer, a shot passed over my 
head, and the merry cackle told me that 
\\ eeso had yielded to temptation and had 
collected that fawn. 
.\ young buck now came trotting and 
grunting to\\ard us, till within sixteen 
paces. which prowd too much for \Veeso, 
who, then and there. in spite of repeated, 
recent orders, started him on the 1Ïrst step 
toward the museum collection. 
I scolded him angrily, and he looked glum 
and unhappy, like a naughty little 00\' 
caught in some indiscretion which he can- 
not understand. He said nothing to me, 
hut later complained to Billy, and asked, 
" ""hat did we come for?" 
The south wind had hlown for some da\"s 
before we arri\ ed, and the result was to hll 
the country with carihou coming from the 
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north. The day after we came, the north 
wind set in and continued for three da,'s, 
so that soon there was not a caribou to ø be 
found in the region. 


X\ïI.-GOOD-BY TO THE \\ OODS 


THr last woods is a wonderfully interest- 
iner biological point or line, this final arm of 
th
 forest does not die a,yay gradually with 
uncertain edges and in steadily dwindling 
trees. The latter ha\'e sent their stoutest 
champions to the front, 
or pro due ed, as by a 
tìnal elTort, some giants 
for the line of battle. 
.\nd that line, with its 
sentinels, is so marked 
that one can stand with 
one fuot on the territory 
of each, or, as scientists 
call them, the .\rctic 
region and the cold 
temperate. 
.-\nd each of the em- 
1>a ttled kings, J a c k 
Frost and Somhre 
Pine, has his children 
in abundance to pos- 
sess the land as he \\ ir:s 
it. Righ t up to the 
skirmish line are the,', 
The luw thickets 
f 
the woods were swarming with tree spar- 
rows, red polls, robins, hooded sparrows, and 
the bare plains a few yards away were peo- 
pled and vocal with birds to whom a bush is 
an ahomination. Lapland longspur, snow- 
bird, shorclarks, and pipits ',ere here, soar- 
ing and singing, or among the barren rocks 
were ptärmigan in garments that are 
painted in the pattern of their rocks, 
There is one soml Ire fowl of ample -wing 
that knows no line, is at home on the open 
or in the woods. His sonorous voice has a 
human sound that is uncanny; his form is 
visible afar in the desert and sinister as a 
gibbet, his plumage fits in with nothing 


but the night which he docs not lo\'e. This 
evil genius of the land is the ra,-en of the 
north. Its numhers increased as we reached 
the barrens and, the murning after the lìrst 
caribou was killed, no less than twenty-eight 
were assembled at its offal. 
The strange forms of the!'e last trees 
are ,'ery characteristic and suggestive of 
a Dutch garden. Although seemingly 
whimsical and vagrant, there is, howe,'er, 
an evident harmony. The indiddual his- 
tory of each is in ø three stages, 
First as a low, thick, 
creeping bush so m e- 
t i me s ten feet across 
but only a foot high. 
In this stage it con- 
ti n ue s until roo ted 
enough and with cap- 
ital enough to send up 
a long central shoot; 
which is stage number 
2. This central shoot is 
like a Noah's Ark pine. 
In time it becomes the 
tree, and finally the 
basal thicket dies a wa y, 
leaving the specimen in 
stage number 3. 
A stem of one of the 
low creepers was cut for 
examination; it was I! 
inches through and 25 
years old. Some of those lowmatsof spruce 
have stems 5 inches through; these must be 
fully 100 years old. 
.\ tall, dead-white spruce at the camp was 
30 feet high and II inches in diameter at 
4 feet from the ground. Its 19) rings were 
hard to count, they were so thin. The cen- 
tral ones were widest, there being 16 to the 
inmost inch of radius, on the outside to the 
north 50 rings made only 
 an inch, and 86 
made I inch. 
Kumbers 42 and 43, counting from the 
outside, were two or three times as thick as 
those outside of them, and much thicker 
than the next within; they must ha,'e repre- 
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Tyrrell's monument at La..t "'onds. 
The monument is seen on the sky.line at the right of the large tree. 


tra,'elling southward, these were the first 
seen for two or three days. After this, we 
saw many odd ones, and about three, a 
band of four hundred or five hundred. At 
night we camped on Casba River, having 
covered thirty-six miles in seven hours and 
forty-five minutes. 
The place we had selected for camp 
proved to be a caribou-crossing. 
_-\s we drew near, a d
zen of them came 
from the east and swam across. A second 
band of eight now appeared, \Ye gave 
chase. They spurted; so did we. Our 
canoe was going over six miles an hour, and 
yet was but slowly owrtaking them, They 
made the water foam around them. Their 
heads, necks, shoulders, backs, rumps, and 
tails were out. I newr before saw land 
animals move so fast in the water. A fawn 
in danger of being left behind reared up on 
its mother's back and 
hung on with fore feet, 
The leader was a doe 
or a young buck, I 
couldn't be sure; the 
last was a big buck. 
They soon struck bot- 
tom and bounded along 
on the shore. It was too 
dark for a picture. 
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sented years of unusual summers. Xumber 
99 also was of great size. \Yhat years these 
corresponded with, one could only guess, as 
the tree was a long time dead. 
Another dwarf, but 8 feet high, was 12 in- 
ches through. It had 205 rings plus as-inch 
hollow which we reckoned at about 100 rings 
of growth. Sixty-four rings made only Ii in- 
ches, the outmost of the 6-\- was 2 inches in 
from the outside of the wood, Those on the 
outer 2 inches were e,'en smaller, so as to be 
exceedingly difficult to count, This tree was 
at least 300 years old, our estimates accurd- 
ing to the data varied from 300 to 325 years. 


XYIII.-THE TREELESS PLAIXS 


Ox August 7 we left Camp Last \Yoods. 
Our various specimens with a stock of food 
were secured as usual in a cache, high in 
two trees, those already 
used by Tyrrell years 
before, and guarded 
each by the magic neck- 
lace of cod-hooks. 
This morning the 
wind turned and blew 
from the south. At 2 
p,:\1. we saw a band of 
some sixty cari bou 
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The three ages vf the spruce. 
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Front left foot (If caribou showing position 
ot backward and fon, ard stroke 
when swimming. 
('rom :\Ir. SetulI'
 shetch.uouk. 


.\:, we were turning in for the night, 
thirty carihou came trotting and snurting 
thro
gh the camp. Half of them crossed 
the water, hut the re
t turned back when 
Bilh- shouted, 
Later, a band of two hundred passed 
through and around our tents. 
In the morning Billy complained that he 
could not sleep all night for caribou tra,"el- 
ling by his tent and stumhling over the guy 
ropes. From this time 
on we were nearly al- 
ways in sight of caribou, 
small hands or scattering 
groups; one had the feel- 
ing that the whole land is 
like this, on and on and 
on, unlimited space with 
unlimited wild herds. 
. \ year afterward as I 
trav
lled in the fair State 
of Illinois, famous for its 
cattle, ] was struck by 
the idea that one sees far 
more caribou in the 
north than cattle in Il- 
linois. This State has 
about fifty-six thousand 
square miles of land and 
three million cattle, the 
Arctic Plains have over a 
million sq uare miles of 
prairie; which, allowing for the fact that I 
saw the best of the range, would set the 
carihou numbers at over thirty million. 
There is a good deal of evidence that this 
is not far from the truth. 
The reader may recollect the original 
postulate of my plan. Other travellers 
have gone on relying on the abundant cari- 
hou and seen none, so starved. I relied on 
no caribou, I took plenty of groceries, and 
because I was independent, the caribou 
walked into camp nearly e"ery day, and 
we li,"ed largely on their meat, sa,'ing our 
groceries for an emergency which came in 
an unexpected form. One morning when 
we were grown accustomed to this condi- 
tion, I said to BilIv: 
" How is the m
at?" 
"X early gone; we'll need another cari- 
bou about Thursday." 
" You better get one now, to be ready 
Thursday. I don't like it so steaming 
fresh: see, there's a nice little buck on that 
hillside. " 



 I 
t/ 1 

\ 
1\11;' 
'1 
P, ' 

 /
\I 
I' '\1 
/, \ ' 
(,' ! \' , 
, ": ,
:
 
. Iii' ' I I' 
I
." '(:.. 
/ W
 
 

\
 
 '\ _ 
" itl .\)\ ' 
/" I "
 
 
"f
'I 
 " :;1\ 
 
I 1'>'I
' 
 
 ':i'

 
" 
 
','\ 
I! 
 :\ I "-;'L 
.;, 
L'
 L - .. 
'.'
 


.. Xo, not him. \rhy. he is nearly half a 
mile ofT
 I'd have to pack him in. Let's 
wait till one comes in camp." 
\Yhich we did, and usually got our meat 
delivered near the door. 
Thus we were li,'ing on the fat of many 
lands, and on the choicest fat of this. 
And what a land it is for pasture! At 
this place it reminds one of Texas. Open, 
grassy plains, sparser reaches of sand, long 

lopesof mesquite mesas 
dotted with cedars and 
stretches of chaparral 
and so a pweed. Only 
these vegeta tions here are 
willow 1 dwarf-birch, tiny 
spruce, and ledum, and 
the country, as a whole, 
is far too green and rich, 
The emerald verdure of 
the shore in not a few 
places carried me back 
to the west coast of Ire- 
land. 
The daily observa- 
tions of route and land- 
mark I can best leave for 
record only on my maps. 
I had one great griev- 
ance against pre,'ious ex- 
plorers (except Tyrrell), 
that is, they left no mon- 
uments. Aiming to give no ground of com- 
plaint against us, we made mementos at all 
important points. On the night of August 
8 we camped at Cairn Bay, on the west side 
of Casba Lake, so named because of the five 
remarkable glacial cairns or conical stone 
piles about it; on the top of one of these I 
left my monument, a six-foot pillar of large 
stones. 


XIX,-THE UNK
O\VK 


Ox the afternoon of August 9 we passed 
the important headland that I have called 
Tyrrelll)oint; here we jumped off his map 
into the unknown. I had, of course, the 
small chart made by Sir Geurge Back 
in r834, but it was hastily made, under 
great difficulties, and, with a few excep- 
tions, it seemed impossible to recognize 
his landscape features. :!\ext day I ex- 
plored the east arm of Clinton-Colden and 
discovered the tributary ri,"er that I ha'"e 
called Laurier River, and near its mouth 
made a cairn enclosing a caribou antler, 
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"ith inscription (E. T. Seton, 10 August, 
I 90j) . 
Future travellers on this lake will find, as 
I did, that the conical butte in eastern part 
is an important landmark. It is a glacial 
dump about fifty feet above the general lev- 
el, which again 
is a hundred 
feet above the 
wa t er; visible 
and recogniz- 
able from near- 
ly all parts of 
the lake. 
Thus we 
went on, day 
by day, some- 
times detained 
by head or 
heavy winds, I 
bu t making - , 
great progress 
in the calm, 
which nearly 
always came in 
the evening; 
thirty and thir- 
ty-five miles a 
day we went, 
led on and stim- 
ulated by the 
thirst to see 
and know. " I 
must see what is O\oer that ridge," "I 
must make sure that this is an island," 
or, "
Iaybe from that lookout I shall see 
Lake Aylmer," or" A band of caribou, yes, 
or e,oen a band of muskox." Alwavs there 
was some reward, and nearly alwaýs it was 
a surprise. 
From time to time we came on snowbirds 
with their young broods, evidently at home. 
Ptärmigan abounded. Parry's ground- 
squirrel was found at nearly all points, in- 
cluding the large islands. The Lap long- 
spur swarmed everywhere; their loud eliee 
ellU ps were the first sounds to greet us each 
time we neared the land. And out over all 
the lake were loons, loons, loons. Four 
species abound here; they caterwaul and 
yodel all day and all night. Each in its 
own particular speech. From time to time 
a wild hyena chorus from the tranquil water 
on the purple sunset haze suggested that a 
pack of 
oblin hounds were chevying a 
goblin buck, but it turned out always to be 
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a family of red-throated loons, yodelling 
their inspiring march song. 
One day, when at Gravel )Iountain, old 
" eeso came to camp in evident fear-far off 
he had seen a man. In this country a man 
must mean an E
quimau; with them the Ind- 
ian has a long 
feud; of them 
he i sin t e r - 
ror. \Ve never 
learned the 
truth; I think he 
was mistaken. 
Every day we 
saw a few cari- 
bou, and yet I 
never failed to 
get a thrill at 
each fresh one. 
"There's a car- 
ibou," one says 
wi th perennial 
intensity that is 
evidence of per- 
ennial pleas- 
ure in the sight. 
Once or twice 
the long howl 
of the whi te 
w 0 I f sounded 
from the shore. 
A great many 
of the single 
caribou were on the small islands. In six 
cases that came under close observation, the 
animal in question had a broken leg. A 
broken leg generally evidences recent in- 
roads by hunters, but the nearest Indians 
',"ere hvo hundred miles to the south, and the 
nearest Esquimaux three hundred miles to 
the north. There was every reason to be- 
lieve that we were the only human beings in 
the vast region, and certainly we had broken 
no legs. Every caribou fired at (eight) had 
been seclred and used. There is only one 
dangerous large enemy common in this coun- 
try; that is the white wolf. And the more I 
pondered it, the more sure it seemed that the 
,volves had broken the caribous' legs. 
How? This is the history of each case: 
The caribou is so much swifter than the 
wolves that the latter have no chance in 
open chase; they therefore adopt the strat- 
agem of a sneaking surround and a drive 
over the rocks or a precipice, v.,-here the 
caribou, if not actually killed, is more or 
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A yuung buck. 
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Caribou with broken leg in sanl tnary 


Same caribou (another photo_). 


less disabled. In some cases, only a leg is 
broken, and then that caribou know:-ì his 
onh- chance i
 to make the water. Here 
his' wonderful pO\\Trs 
of swimming make I 
him easily safe, so 
much so that the I 
\\'o1\.es make no at- 
tempt to follow. The 
crippled deer makes 
for some island sanct- 
uary, where he rests in 
peace till his leg is 
healed, or, it may be 
in some cases, till the 
freezi ng of the lake 
brings him again into 
power of his foe. 
These six, then, 
were the cri pples in 
hospital. I need hard- 
ly say they suffered no 
harm from us, 
In this country when 
you see a tree, you 
know perfectly well it 
isn't a tree; it's the 
horns of a caribou ly- 
ing down. An unu"s- 
ually large affair of 
branches appeared on 
an island in the chan- 
nel to Aylmer. lland- 
ed, camera in hand; 
there was a tuft of her!)- 
age thirty yards from 
him; another twen- 
ty yards. I era wled 
to the first and made 
a snapshot; then, rlat 
as a rug, sneaked my 
way to the one I esti- 
mated at twenty yards. 
The click of the cam- 
era alarmed the buck; 
he rose, tried the wind, 
then lay down again, 
gi,'ing me another 
glance. Haying used 
all the films, I now stood up. The caribou 
dashed away, and by a slight limp showed 
that he was in sanctuary. The twenty- 
yard estimate proved too long; it was only 
sixteen yards, which put my picture a little 
out of focus. 
There ne'"er was a day, and rarely an 


(j!) 


hour of each day. that we did not see se'"eral 
caribou, and there n(""er was a caribou 
sighted that did not gi,"e us a thrill of pleas- 
ure and a general hap- 
py 
ense of satisfaction 
-the thought: "This 
is what we came for." 


XX.-GOOD-DY TO THE 
Ci\RIBOC 


Ox the home jour- 
ney, in the early part 
of September, as we 
coursed along the 
shore of Artillery 
Lake, we saw small 
groups of caribou. 
They were now in fine 
coat; the manes on the 
males we r e long and 
white, and we sa
v two 
with cleaned antlers; 
on 0 n e of these the 
horns were of a brill- 
iant red. which I sup- 
pose meant that they 
were cleaned that day 
and still bloody. 
\Ve arri ved at the 
south end of .\rtillerv 
Lake the nigh t df 
September 8, and were 
now again in the con- 
tinuous woods-what 
spindly little stuff it 
looked when ,ve left it; 
what superb forest it 
looked now-and here 
we bade good-by to the 
prairies and caribou. 
Here, therefore, I 
shall briefly summa- 
rize the information I 
gained about this no- 
table creature. The 
species ranges O\"er all 
the treeless plains and 
islandsof 
\rctic .\mer- 
ica. \rhile the great body is migratory, 
there arc scattered indiyiduals in all parts 
at all seasons. The main body winters in 
the sheltered southern third of the range to 
a \ oid the storms, and moves north in the 
late spring to ayoid the plagues of deer- 
flies and mosquitoes. The former arc found 
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chieny in the woods. the latter are bad 
en'rywhere; by travelling against the wind, 
a certain measure of relief is secured; 
northerly winds prevail, so the caribou are 
kept travelling northward. 
'Yhen there is no wind. the instinctive 
habit of migration doubtless directs the 
general mO\'ement. 
How are we to form an idea of their num- 
hers? The only way seem" to he by \,"atch- 
ing the grea t herd 
when it comes to its 
winter range. For the 
reason:,> already gh'en, 
t his was impossible; 
therefore I array some 
of the known facts that 
will evidence the size 
of the herd. 
\Varburton Pike, 
who saw them at 
fac- 
kay Lake, October 20, 
1889, says: "I cannot 
believe that the herds 
(of buffalo) on the 
prairie eYer surpassed 
in size la Foule (the 
throng) of the caribou. 
La Foule had really 
come, and during its 
passage of six days, I 
was aLle to realize what an extraordinary 
number of these animals still roam the Bar- 
ren Ground." 
From figures and facts giYen me by H. 
T. 
Iunn, of Brandon, 
Ianitoba, I reckon 
that in the three weeks following .I uly 25, 
1892, he saw at Artillery Lake (latitude 
62;0, longitude II 20) not less than 2,000,- 
000 caribou travelling southward; he calls 
this merely the ad,'ance guard of the great 
herd. Colonel Jones (Buffalo Jones) who 
saw the herd in October at Clinton-Colden, 
has given me personalJy a description that 
furnishes the basis for an interesting calcu- 
lation of their numbers. 
He stood on a hill in the middle of the 
passing throng, with a clear view ten miles 
each way, and it was one army of cari- 
bou. How much farther they would spread 
he did not know. Sometimes they were 
bunched so that a hundred were on a space 
one hundred feet square, but often there 
would be open spaces equally large, without 
any They averaged at least one hundred 
caribou to the acre; and they passed him at 


the rate of about three miles an hour. He- 
did not know how long they were in passing 
this point, but at another place, they were 
four days, and travelled day and night. The 
whole world seemed a moving mass of cari- 
bou. He got the impression at last that they 
were standing still and he was on a rock hill 
that was rapidly running through their hosts. 
Even haking these figures, to keep on thc 
safe side, we find that the number of cari- 
bou in this army was 
O\"cr 25,000,000, yet it 
is possible that there 
are several such arm- 
ies, in which case they 
must, indeed, far out- 
number the buffalo in 
their palmiest epoch. 
-So much for the 
numbers to-day. 
To what extent are 
they being destroyed? 
I was careful to get all 
available information 
on this point. 
First, of the Indian 
destruction. In 18I2 
the Chipewyan popu- 
lation, according to 
Kennicott, was 7,500. 
Thomas Anderson of 
Fort :Smith showed me a census of the 

Iackenzie Riyer Indians which puts them 
at 3,961 in I 88--t-. Official returns of the 
Canadian government give them in 1905 at 
3,--t-1 I, as follows: 


I'rum :.\lr. Seton's sketch-book. 
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Peel . . . . , 
Arctic Red River. 
Good Hope. 
Norman . 
Wrigley . . . 
Simpson. . . 
Rae . . . . 
Liard & 
 elson 
Y cHow kni vcs 
I>ogribs. . 
Chipewyans. 
Hay River 


4 0 0 
100 
5 00 
3 00 
100 
3 00 
800 
4 00 
15 1 
12 3 
12 3 
114 
3,4 II 


Ri,'er and Liard Indians, numbering 
about 400, can scarcely be considered cari- 
bou caters, so that the Indian population 
feeding on caribou to-day is about 3,000, 
less than half what it was one hundred 
years ago. 
Of these, not more than 600 are hunters. 
The traders generally agree that the average 
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The leap for life.-Page 68. 


annual kill of caribou is abuut IS or 20 per 
man, not more. \Vhen George Sanderson, 
of Fort Resolution, got 75 one year, it was 
the talk of the country; many got none. 
Thus, 20,000 per annum, killed by the Ind- 
ians, is a liberal estimate to-day. 
There has been so much talk about dis- 
truction by whalers, that I was careful to 
gather all information. Sewral trm"ellers 
who had \vintered at Herschel Island told 
me that 4 is the usual number of whalers 
that winter on the north coast east of Puint 
Barrow. Sometimes, but rarely, the num- 
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ber is increased to 8 or 10, never more. They 
buy what caribou they can from the Es- 
quimaux, sometimes aggregating 300 or 
400 carcasses in a winter, and would use 
more if they could get them, but they 
cannot, as the caribou herds are then far 
south. This, E. 
prake Jones, \\ïlliam 
Hay, and others, are sure represents fairly 
the total annual destruction by whalers on 
the north coast. Only one or two vessels 
of traffic go into Hudson's Bay, and these, 
with those of Herschel Island, are all that 
touch caribou country, so that the total 
7 1 
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Caribou enjoying a breeze. 


destruction by whalers must be under 1,000 hut these methods called for ,,'oodcraft and 
head per annum, were yery laborious. The ritle being much 
The Esquimaux kill for their own use. easier has displaced the spear, but there is a 
Franz Boas (" Handbook of _-\merican limit to its destruction, especially with cart- 
Indians") gi\"es the number of Esquimaux ridges at 6,'e to se"en cents each, and, as al- 
in the central region at 1,100. Of these, ready seen, the hunters do not m'erage 20 
not more than 300 arc hunters. If we al- caribou each in a year. Thus, all the known 
low their destruction to equal that of the facts point to the greatly diminished slaugh J 
600 Indians, it is liberal, gi\"ing a total of ter to-day, when compared with that of one 
40,000 caribou killed by native hunters. hundred years ago. This, then, is my sum- 
As the whites rarely enter the region, this is mary of the Barren Ground caribou be- 
practically all the destruction by man. The tween the .ßlackenzie Ri\"er and Hudson's 
annual increase of 30,000,000 caribou must Bay. They number over 30,000,000 and 
be several millions and would so far O\Ter- may be double of that. They are in primi- 
balance the hunter toll that the latter can- ti\"e conditions and probably never more 
not make any permanent difference. numerous than now. The native destruc- 
There is, morem"er, good evidence that tion is less now than formerly and neYer did 
the nati\'e destruction has diminished. As make any perceptible difference. 
already seen, the tribes which hunt the Bar- Finally, the matter has by no means 
ren Ground caribou number less than one- escaped the attention of the wide-awake 
half of wha t they did one hundred years ago, Canadian government, reI )rcsen ted by the 
During this time they hayc learned to use 1\Iinister of the Interior and the Royal 
the rifle, and this I am assured of by all the Korthwest :Uounted Police. It could not 
traders has lessened the clestruction. ß,T the be in better hands, and there is no reason 
oIrl. method with the spear in the wat;r, or or fear in any degree of a repetition of the 
in the pound trap, one native might kill 100 buffalo slaughter that disgraced the plains 
caribou in one day, during the migrations; of the 1:nited States. 
7 2 (To be concluded.) 
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O RE wounded man lay on a 
Iou n g e in the office room 
, which was dimly lighted by 
the dying glow of the out- 
side torches and an oil lamp 
hurriedly brought in. No 
one was present except St. George, Harry, 
the doctor, and a negro woman who had 
brought in some pillows and hot water. All 
that could be done for him had been done; 
he was unconscious and his life hung by 
a thread. Harry, now that the mysterious 
thing called his" honor" had been satisfied, 
was helping Teackle wash the wound prior 
to an attempt to probe for the ball. 
The boy was crying quietly-the tears 
streaming unbidden down his cheeks-it 
was his first experience at this sort of thing. 
He had been brought up to know that some 
day it might come and that he must then 
face it, but he had ne"er before realized the 
horror of what might follow. And yet he 
had not reached the stage of regret; he was 
sorry for the wounded man and for his suf- 
fering, but he was not sorry for his own 
share in causing it. He had only done his 
duty, and but for a stroke of good luck he 
and "ïllits might have exchanged places, 
'Cncle George had expressed his feelings 
exactly when he said that only a bit of cold 
lead could settle some insults, and" hat in- 
sult could ha'"e been greater than the one 
for which he had shot "'mits? \\'hat was a 
gentleman to do? Go around meeting his 
antagonist every day?-the two ignoring 
each other? Or was he to turn stable boy, 
and pound him with his fists ?-or more 
ridiculous still-have him bound m'er to 
keep the peace, or bring an action for- 
Bah I-for what ?- Yes-for what? \Yil- 
lits hadn't struck him, or wounded him, or 
robbed him, It had been his life or mine. 
No-there was no other way-couldn't be 
any other way. \\ïJlits knew it when he 
tore up Kate's card-knew what would fol- 
low. There was no deception-nothing 
underhand. And he had got precisely what 
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e deserved, sorry as he felt for his suffer- 
mgs. 
Then Kate's face rose before him- 
haunted him, in fact. \Vhy hadn't she seen 
it this way? \Vhy had she refused to look 
at him-refused to answer him-drh"en 
him away from her side, in fact?-he who 
had risked his life to save her from insult! 
\Vhy wouldn't she allow him to even touch 
her band? ""hy did she treat \\ïllits- 
drunken vulgarian as he was-differently 
from the way she had treated him? She 
had broken off her engagement with him 
because he was drunk at l\frs. Cheston's 
ball where nobody had been hurt but him- 
self, and here she was sympathizing with 
another drunken man who had not only 
outraged all sense of decency toward her, 
but had jeopardized the life of her affianced 
husband who defended her against his in- 
sults; none of which would have happened 
had the man been sober. All this staggered 
him. 
l\Iore astounding still was her indiffer- 
ence. She had not even asked if he had 
escaped unhurt, but had concentrated all 
her interest upon the man who had in- 
sulted her. As to his own father's wrath- 
that he had expected. It was his way to 
break out, and this he knew would con- 
tinue until he realized the enormity of the 
insult to Kate and heard how he and St. 
George had tried to ward off the catas- 
trophe. Then he would not only change 
his opinion, but would commend him for his 
courage. 
Outside the sick-room such guests as 
could be trusted were gathered together in 
the colonel's den where they talked in 
whispers. .\ll agreed that the ladies and 
the older men must be sent home as soon 
as possible, and in complete ignorance of 
what had occurred. If \\ïllits lived-of 
which there was little hope-his home 
would be at the colonel's until he full v re- 
covered, the colonel adding that neithe
 ex- 
pense nor care would be spared to hasten 
his recovery. If he died, the body would be 
sent to his father's house later on. 
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\\ïth this object in view the dance was 
adroitly shortened, the supper hurricd 
through, and within an hour after mid- 
night the last carriage and carryall of those 
kept in ignorance of the duel had departed, 
the only change in the programme being 
the non-opening of the rare old bottle and 
the announcement of Harry's and Kate's 
cngagement-an omission which provoked 
little comment as it had been known but to 
few, 
Kate remained. She had tottered up- 
stairs holding on to the hand-rail and had 
thrown hersclf on a bed in the room leading 
out of the dressing-room, where she lay in 
her mud-stained dress, the silken petticoat 
torn and bedraggled with her leap from the 
window. She was weeping bitterly, her old 
black mammy sitting beside her trying to 
comfort her as best she could, 
'Vith the departure of the last guest- 
}'lr. Seymour among them; the colonel 
doing the honors; standing bare-headed 
on the porch, his face all smiles as he bade 
them good-by-the head of the house of 
Rutter turned quickly on his heel, passed 
down the corridor, made his way along the 
long narrow hall, and entered his office 
whcre the wounded man lay. Harry, the 
negro woman, and Dr. Teackle alone were 
with him, 
"Is there any change?" he asked in a 
perfectly even voice. Every vestige of his 
set smile had left his face. Harry he did 
not even notice. 
"Kot much-he is still alive," replied 
the doctor. 
"Have you found the ball?" 
"No-I have not looked for it-I will 
prescntly." 
The colonel moved out a chair and sat 
down besidc the dying man, his eyes fixed 
on the lifeless face. Somc wave of fceling 
must have swcpt through him, for with a 
deep, indrawn sigh he said in a low voice, 
as if to himself: 
"This will be a fine story to tell his 
father, won't it-and here too-under my 
roof. 1\1 y God !-was there e,.cr anything 
morc disgraceful!" He paused for a mo- 
ment, his eyes stilI on the suffcrer, and then 
wcnt on-this time to the doctor-" his 
living so long gives me some hope-am I 
right, Tcackle?" 
The doctor nodded, hut he made no 
audible reply, He had bent closer to the 


man's chest and was at the moment listen- 
ing intently to the labored breathing, which 
seemed to ha vc increased. 
The boy edged nearer to the patient, his 
eyes seeking for some move of life. All 
his anger faded and a wave of tenderness 
swept over him. '''ill its, his face ablaze 
with drink and anger, his eyes flashing, 
his strident voice ringing out-even Kate's 
shocked, dazed face, no longer filled his 
mind. It was-the suffering man-trem- 
bling on the verge of eternity, shot to death 
by his own ball, that appealed to him. And 
then the suddenness of it all-less than an 
hour had passed since this tall, robust young 
fellow stood before him on the stairs, hang- 
ing upon every word that fell from Kate's 
lips-and here he lay weltering in his blood. 
Suddenly his father's hopeful word to the 
doctor sounded in his ears. Suppose after 
all 'Villits should get well! Kate would un- 
derstand and forgive him then. As this 
thought developed in his mind his spirits 
rose. He looked the more intently, strain- 
ing his body, persuading himself that a 
slight twitching had crossed the dying man's 
face. Almost instantaneously the doctor 
rose to his feet: 
"Quick, Harry!-hand me that brandy! 
It's just as I hoped-the ball has ploughed 
outside the skull-the brain is untouched. 
It was the shock that stunned him. Leave 
the room everybody-you too, colonel- 
he'll come to in a minute and must not be 
excited." 
Harry sprang from his chair, with a great 
surge of thankfulness rising in his heart, 
passed his father on the way out, and hurried 
from the room. Kate must hear the good 
news and with the lçast possible delay. He 
would not send a message-he would go 
himself; then he could explain and relieve 
her mind. She would listen to his plead- 
ing. It was natural she should have been 
shocked. He himself had been moved to 
sympathy by the sufferer
s condition-how 
much more dreadful then must have bcen 
the sight of the wounded man lying there 
among the flower-pots to a woman nurtured 
so carefully and one so sensitive in spirit. 
But it was all over-\Villits would live- 
there would be a reconciliation-everything 
would be forgiven and everything forgotten. 
All these thoughts crowded close in his 
mind as he rushed up the stairs two steps 
at a time to where his sweetheart lay moan- 
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ing out her heart. He tapped lightly and 
her old black mammy opened the door on a 
crack. 
"It's l\farse Harry, mistis," she called 
back over her shoulder-" shall I let him 
come in? " 
"No!-no!-I don't want to see him; I 
don't want to see anybody-my heart is 
broken!" came the reply in broken half- 
stifled sobs. 
Harry, held at bay by mammy, rested his 
forehead against the edge of the door so his 
voice could reach her the better: 
"But \Villits isn't going to die, Kate dear. 
I have just left him; it's only a scalp 
wound. Dr. Teackle says he's all right. 
The shock stunned him into unconscious- 
ness." 
"Oh, I don't care what Dr. Teackle 
says! It's you, Harry!-You! You never 
once thought of me-Oh, why did you 
do it!" 
"I did think of you, Kate! I never 
thought of anything else-I am not think- 
ing of anything else now." 
"Oh, to think you tried to murder him! 
You, Harry-whom I loved so! " she 
sobbed. 
"It was for you, Kate ! You heard what 
he said-you saw it all, It was for you, 
Kate !-for nobody else-for you, my dar- 
ling! Let me come in-let me hold you 
close to me and tell you." 
" No !-no-No! 
I y heart is broken! 
Come to me, mammy!" 
The door was shut gently and left him on 
the outside, dazed at the outcry, his heart 
throbbing with tenderness and an intense, 
almost ungovernable impulse to force his 
way into the room, take her in his arms, 
and comfort her. 
The closed door brought him to his 
senses. To-morrow after all, would be 
better, he confessed to himself humbly. 
Nothing more could be done to-night- 
yes-to-morrow he would tell her all. He 
turned to descend the stairs and ran into 
Alec's arms. The old man had come in 
search of him, and finding him at Kate's 
door had waited patiently for the outcome 
of the interview, every word of which he 
had heard. 
"l\farse Talbot done sont me fer ye, 
l\farse Harry," he whispered; "he wants 
ye in his Ii'l room. Don't ye take no no- 
tice what de young mistis says; she ain't 
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griebin'! fer dat man. Dat 'Villits blood 
ain't no count, nohow; dey's po' white 
trash, dey is-eve'ybody knows dat. Let 
l\Iiss Kate cry herse'f out; dat's de on'y 
help now. l\Iammy Henny 'lliook arter 
her till ma wnin' ." 
They reached the bottom step and the 
old man stopped and laid his hand on his 
young master's shoulder. His voice trem- 
bled and two tears stood in his eyes. 
"Don't you take no notice ob what hap- 
pens to-night, son. 'l\fember ye kin count 
on 01' Alec. Ain't neber gwinter be nothin' 
come 'twixt me an' you, son. I ain't never 
gwinter git tired lovin' ye-you won't fer- 
git dat, will ye?" 
" No, Alec, but 1Ir. \Villits will recO\'cr. 
Dr. Teackle has just said so." 
"Oh, dat ain't it, son-it's you, :Marsc 
Harry. Don't let 'em down ye-stand up 
an' fight 'em back." 
Harry patted the old servant tenderly on 
the shoulder to calm his fears, and without 
another word followed him quietly down 
the long hall toward the door of his father's 
den. He saw from Alec's face and voice, 
that there was another ordeal in store for 
him, or the old negro would not have been 
so disturbed, One of the first persons-the 
only one, in fact, to grasp his hand when 
\\-i1Iits's fire had missed its mark, was this 
same black servant, the tears streaming 
down his face in his joy. Since then some- 
thing else had happened-what he could 
not surmise-nor did he much care. The 
events of the last hour had left him bruised 
and stunned. Now that Kate had refused 
to see him he almost wished that \\ïllits's 
bullet had found its target. 
"\Vhere did you say my father was, 
Alec?" he asked in a listless voice, 
"In his li'l room, son; dey's all in dar, 
Marse George Temple, 
Iister Gilbert- 
dem two gem mans who stood up wid :l\Iis- 
ter \Villits-dey's all dar. Don't mind 
what dey say, honey-jes' you fall back on 
01' Alec. I dassent go in; maybe, I'll be 
yere in de pantry so ye kin git hold 0' me. 
I'se mos' crazy, 
rarse Harry-let me git 
hold ob yo' hand once mo', son. Oh, my 
Gawd!-dey shan't do nothin' to ye!" 
The boy took the old man's hand in his 
and the two walked steadily on. Alec's 
words of warning had made but little im- 
pression on him, If hc had heard them at 
all he certainly did not grasp their import. 
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It was Kate's yoice that still pierced his 
ears-Kate's sobs that wrenched his heart: 
,. You never thought of me!" Kothing else 
counted. 
Harry turned the handle of the door and 
stepped boldly in, his head erect, his eyes 
searching the room, It was filled with 
gentlemen, some sitting, some standing; 
not only those who had taken part in the 
duel but three or four others who were 
in p
ssession of the secret that lay heavy 
on everybody's minds. 
He looked about him: most of the can- 
dles had burned low in the socket; some 
had gone out. The few that still flickered 
cast a dim, ghostly light. The remains of 
the night's revel lay on the larger table and 
the serving tables; a silver dish of terra- 
pin, cold, and half empty; portion of a ham 
with the bone showing; empty and partly 
tìlled glasses and china cups from which 
the toddies and eggnog had been drunk. 
The smell of rum and lemons intermingled 
with the smoke of snuffed-out candle wicks, 
greeted his nostrils-a smell he remembered 
for years thereafter with a shudder. 
There had evidently been a heated dis- 
cussion, for his father was walking up and 
down the room, his face flushed, his black 
eyes blazing with suppressed anger, his 
plum-colored coat unbuttoned as if to give 
him more breathing space, his silk scarf 
slightly awry.' St. George Temple was evi- 
dently the cause of his wrath, for the lat- 
ter's voice was reverberating through the 
room as Harry stepped in. 
"I tell you, Talbot, you shall not-you 
dare not!" St. George was exclaiming, his 
voice rising in the intensity of his indig- 
nation. His face was set, his eyes blazing; 
all his muscles taut. He stood like an 
avenging angel guarding some pathway. 
Harry looked on in amazement-he had 
ne'"er seen his uncle like this before. 
The colonel wheeled about suddenly and 
raised his clenched hand. He seemed to 
he nervously unstrung and for the moment 
to have lost his self-control. 
"Stop, St, George!" he thundered, 
"Stop instantly! Not another word, do 
you hear me? Don't strain a friendship 
that has lasted from boyhood or I may 
forget myself, as you have done. No man 
can tell me what I shall or shall not do 
when my honor is at stake, Never be- 
fore has a Rutter disgraced himself and 


his blood. I am done with him, I tell 
you!" 
"But the man will get well!" hissed S1. 
George, striding forward and confronting 
him. "Teackle has just said so-you 
heard him; we all heard him!" 
"That makes no difference; that does not 
relieve my son." 
Rutter had now become aware of Harry's 
presence. So had the others, who turned 
their heads in the boy's direction, but no 
one spoke. They had not the lifelong 
friendship that made St. George immune, 
and few of them ,,,'ould have dared to dis- 
agree with Talbot Rutter in anything. 
"And now, sir "-here the colonel made 
a step towards where Harry stood-the 
words falling as drops of water on a bared 
head-" I have sent for you to tell you 
just what I have told these gentlemen. I 
have informed them openly because I do 
not wish either my sense of honor or my 
motives to be misunderstood. Your per- 
formances to-night have been so dastardly 
and so ill-bred as to make it impossible for 
me ever to live under the same roof with 
you again." Harry started and his lips 
parted as if to speak, but he made no sound. 
" You have disgraced your blood and vio- 
lated every law of hospitality. 1\lr, \Villits 
should have been as safe here as you would 
have been under his father's roof, If he 
misbehaved himself you could have ordered 
his carriage and settled the affair next day, 
as any gentleman of your standing would 
have done. I have sent for a conveyance 
to take you wherever you may wish to go." 
Then, turning to St. George, "I must ask 
you, Temple, to take my place and see that 
these gentlemen get their proper carriages, 
as I must join Mrs. Rutter, who has sent 
for me. Good-night," and he strode from 
the room. 
Harry stared blankly into the faces of 
the men about him: first at S1. George and 
then into the faces of the others----one after 
another-as if trying to read what was 
passing in their minds. No one spoke or 
moved. His father's intentions had evi- 
dently been discussed before the boy's 
arrival and the final denunciation had, 
therefore, been received with less of the 
deadening effect than it had produced on 
himself. N or was it a surprise to old 
Alec, who had followed Harry noiselessly 
into the room, and who had also over- 
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heard thc colonel's predous outbrcak as 
to his intended disposition of his young 
master. 
St. George, who during the outburst had 
stood leaning against the mantel, his cycs 
riveted on Harry, broke the silence. 
"That, gentlemen," he exclaimed, 
straightening to his fcet, one clcnched fist 
upraised, "is the most damnably idiotic and 
un just utterance that evcr fell from Talbot 
Rutter's lips! and one he will regret to his 
dying day. This boy you all know-most 
of you have known him from childhood, 
and you know him, as I do, to be the em- 
bodiment of all that is brave and truthful. 
Hc is just of agc-\vithout knowledge of 
the world. His engagement to Kate Sey- 
mour, as some of you are awarc, was to be 
made known to-night, \Villits was drunk, 
or he would not have acted as he did. I 
saw it coming and tried to stop him. That 
he was drunk was Rutter's own fault with 
his damned notions of drowning everybody 
in drink every minute of the day and night. 
I saw the whole affair and heard the insult 
and it was wholly unprovoked. Harry did 
just what was right, and if he hadn't I'd 
either have made \Yillits apologize or I 
would have shot him myself the moment 
the affair could have been arranged, no 
matter where we were. I know perfectly 
well"-here he swept his eyes around- 
"that there is not a man in this room 
who does not feel as I do about Rutter's 
treatment of this boy and so I shall not 
comment furthcr upon it." He dropped 
his clenched hand and turned to Harry: 
"And now, my boy, that pronunciamentos 
are in order, here is one which has less 
of the Bombastes Furioso in it than the one 
you have just listened to-but it's a damned 
sight more humane and a damncd sight 
more fatherly, and it is this:-hereafter you 
belong to me-you are my son, my com- 
rade, and if I e"er have a dollar to give to 
anyone, my heir. And now one thing more 
-and I don't want anyone of you within 
sound of my voice ever to forget it. ""hen, 
hereafter anyone of you gentlemen reck- 
on with Harry you will please remember 
that you reckon with me. Alec!-where's 
Alec? " 
"I'm here, sah," and the old darky 
stepped out of the shadow. 
"Go and tell 
'latthew to bring my gig 
to the front porch-and, Alec-see that 
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your young master's hea,'y driving coat i<; 
put inside. 
1r. Harry spends the night 
with me." 


VII 


THE secrecy enjoined upon e,'cryhody 
convcrsant with the happenings at 
foor- 
lands did not last many hours. At the 
Club, across dinner tables, at tea, on the 
street, and in the libraries of Kennedy 
Square, each detail was gone over, each 
motive discussed. N one of the facts were 
exaggerated, nor was the gravity of the situ- 
ation lightly dismissed. Duels were not so 
common as to blunt the sensibilities. On 
the contrary, they had begun to be gener- 
ally deplored and condemned, a fact largely 
due to the bitterness resulting from a fa- 
mous encounter which had taken place a 
year or so before between young :Mr. 
Cocheran, the son of a rich landowner and 
:Mr. J\la y-the circumstances being some- 
what similar, the misunderstanding having 
arisen at a ball in \Vashington over a reign- 
ing belle, during which 
fr. !\lay had thrown 
his card in Cocheran's face. In this instance 
all the requirements of the Code were com- 
plied with and the duel was fought in an 
open space behind Nelson's Hotel, near the 
Capitol, J\1r. Cocheran arriving at half past 
five in the morning in a magnificent coach 
drawn by four white horses, his antagonist 
reaching the grounds in an ordinary con- 
veyance, the seconds and the two surgeons 
on horseback. Both fired simultancously, 
with the result that J\Iay escaped unhurt 
while Cocheran was shot through the head 
and instantly killed. 
Public opinion around Kennedy Square, 
indeed, was in those days undergoing many 
ch, angcs not only regarding the duel but 
some othcr of the traditional customs dear 
to the old régime. The open sideboards, 
synonymous with the lavish hospitality of 
the best houses, were also beginning to be 
criticised. \Vhile most of the older heads, 
brought up on the finer and rarer wines, 
knew to a glass the limit of their endurance, 
the younger bloods were constantly losing 
control of themselves. 
This grmving antipathy to traditional 
customs had been hastened by anothcr 
tragedy quite as widely discussed as the 
Cocheran and l\lay duel-more so, in fact, 
since this particular victim of too many 
toddies had been the heir of one of thc 
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oldest residents about Kennedy Square- 
a brilliant young surgeon, self-exiled be- 
cause of his habits, who had been thrown 
from his horse on the Indian frontier-an 
Iowa town, really-shattering his leg and 
making its amputation necessary. There 
being but one other man in the rough 
camp who had ever seen a knife used- 
and he but a student-the wounded sur- 
geon had directed the amputation himself, 
e\'en to the tying of the arteries and the 
bandages and splints. Only then did he 
collapse, The hero-and he was a hero to 
everyone who knew of his coolness and 
pluck, in spite of his recognized weak- 
nesses-had returned to his father's house 
on Kennedy Square on crutches, there to 
consult some specialists, the leg still troub- 
ling him. As the cripple's bed-room was at 
the top of the first flight of stairs, the steps 
of which-it being summer-were covered 
with China matting, he was obliged to drag 
himself up its incline whenever he was in 
want of something he must fetch himself. 
One of these necessities was a certain squat 
bottle like those that had graced the old 
sideboards, Half a dozen times a day 
would he adjust his crutches, their steel 
points preventing his slipping, and mount 
the stairs to his room, one step at a time. 
Some months after, when the matting 
was taken up, the mother took her young- 
est boy-he was then fifteen-to the steps: 
"Do you see the dents of your brother's 
crutches ?-count them. E\.ery one was a 
nail in his coffin." They were-for the 
invalid died that winter. 
Although one of the old sticklers for 
letting a man do as he pleased had said 
with a shrug, when asked what he would 
have done, had the incident occurred in his 
house: "Done, my dear lady-I would 
have puttied up the holes and laid a new 
carpet," the sad end of so a brilliant a 
career had startled many of the community, 
awakening a determination to curtail fur- 
ther opportunities for like indulgences. 
These marked changes in public opinion, 
imperceptible as they were at first, were, 
it may be said, gradually paving the way 
for the da \"ìl of that new order of things 
which only the wiser and more far-sighted 
men-men like Richard Horn-were able 
to discern. \Vhile many of the old régime 
were willing to admit that the patriarchal 
life, with the negro as the worker and the 


master as the spender, had seen its best 
days, but few of them, at the period of 
these chronicles, realized that the genius of 

Iorse, Hoe, and :ì\IcCormick, and a dozen 
others, whose inventions were just begin- 
ning to be criticised, and often condemned, 
were really the chief factors in the making 
of a new and greater democracy-the first 
of the flood of a new era which would ul- 
timately sweep their old-time standards of 
family pride, reckless hospitality, repose, 
and even their old-fashioned courtesy into 
space. The storm raised over this duel 
and the preceding one was, had they but 
known it, a notch in the tide-gauge of this 
flood, 
" I understand, S1. George, that you could 
have stopped that disgraceful affair the 
other night, if you had raised your hand," 
Judge Pancoast had blurted out in an 
angry tone at the Club, the week following. 
"I did raise it, judge," replied St. 
George, calmly drawing off his gloves. 
"They don't say so-they say you stood 
by and encouraged it." 
"Quite true," he ans\vered in his dryest 
voice. "'''hen I raised my hand it was to 
drop my handkerchief. They fired as it 
fell. " 
" And a barbarous and altogether foolish 
place of business, Temple. There is no 
justification for that sort of thing, and if 
Rutter wasn't a feudal king up in his own 
county there would be trouble over it. It's 
God's mercy the poor fellow wasn't killed. 
Fine beginning isn't it, for a happy married 
life? " 
"Better not have any wife at aU, judge, 
than wed a woman whose good name you 
are afraid to defend with your life. There 
are some of us who can stand anything but 
that, and Harry is built along the same 
lines. A fine, noble, young fellow-did 
just right and has my entire confidence and 
my love. Think it over, judge," and he 
strolled into the card room, picked up the 
morning paper, and buried his face in its 
columns, his teeth set, his face aflame with 
suppressed disgust at the kind of blood 
running in the judge's veins. 
The colonel's treatment of his son also 
came in for heatcd discussion. 1\1rs. Ches- 
ton was particularly outspoken. Such quix- 
otic action on the ground of safeguarding 
the rights of a young drunkard like \Villits, 
who didn't know when he had had enough, 
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might very well do for a self-appointed auto- 
crat like Rutter, she maintained, but some 
equally respectable people would have him 
know that they disagreed with him. 
" Just like Talbot Rutter," she exclaimed 
in her outspoken, decided way-" no sense 
of proportion. High-tempered, obstinate 
as a mule, and a hundred years-yes, five 
hundred years behind his time. _\nd he 
could have stopped it all too if he had lis- 
tened to me, Did you ever hear anything 
so stupid as his turning Harry-the sweet- 
est boy who ever lived-out of doors, and in 
a pouring rain, for doing what he would 
have done himself! Oh, this is too ridicu- 
lous-too farcical. 'Yhy you can't con- 
ceive of the absurdity of it all-nobody 
can! Gilbert was there and told me every 
word of it. You would have thought he 
was a grand duke or a pasha punishing a 
slave-and the funniest thing about it is 
that he believes he is a pasha. Oh-I 
have no patience with such contemptible 
family pride, and that's what is at the 
bottom of it." 
Some of the back county aristocrats- 
men who lived by themselves, who took 
their cue from Alexander Hamilton, Lee, 
and \Vebb, and believed in the code as the 
only means of arbitrating a difficulty of 
any kind between gentlemen-on the other 
hand stoutly defended the Lord of :Moor- 
lands. 
"Outrageous, sir-never is done-noth- 
ing less than murder. Rutter did perfectly 
right to chuck the young whelp out of doors 
--ought to be prosecuted for challenging a 
man under his own roof-and at night too, 
No toss-up for position, no seconds except 
a parcel of boys. Vulgar, sir-infernally 
vulgar, sir. I haven't the honor of Colonel 
Rutter's acquaintance-but if I had I'd tell 
him so-served the brat right-damn him I" 
Richard Horn was equally emphatic but 
in a far different way. Indeed he could 
hardly restrain himself when discussing it. 
"I can think of nothing my young boy 
Oliver would or could do when he grows 
up," he said fiercely-his dark eyes flash- 
ing, "which would shut him out of his 
home and his mother's care. The duel is 
a relic of barbarism and should be no long- 
er tolerated; it is mob law, really, and in- 
defensible, with two persons defying the 
statutes instead of a thousand. But Rut- 
ter is the last man in the world to take the 
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stand he has, turning his only son out of 
doors, and I sincerely regret his action. 
There are many hitter days ahead of him." 
X or were the present conditions, aspira- 
tions, and future welfare of the two com- 
batants, and of the lovely girl over whom 
they had quarrelled, neglected by the gos- 
sipers. No day passed without an ex- 
tended discu
sion of their affairs. Bearers 
of fresh news were eagerly welcomed both 
to toddy and tea tables. 
Old :\Iorris :\Iurdoch, who knew \\ïllits's 
father intimately, being a strong Clay man 
himself, arrived at one of these functions 
with the information that \\ïllits had called 
on :Miss Seymour, wearing his hat in her 
presence to conceal his much-beplastered 
head-and that he had then and there not 
only made her a most humble apology for 
his ill-tempered outbreak, which he ex- 
plained was due entirely to a combination 
of egg-and-brandy, with a dash of apple- 
toddy thrown in, but had declared upon his 
honor as a gentleman that he would never 
again touch the flowing bowl; whereupon 
-(and this excited still greater astonish- 
ment)-the delighted young lady had not 
only expressed her sympathy for his mis- 
fortunes, but had blamed herself for what 
had occurred! 
Tom Tilghman, a famous cross-country 
rider, who had ridden in post haste from his 
country seat near l\IoorIands to tell the tale 
-as could be seen from his boots, which 
were still covered with mud-boldly assert- 
ed that, to his own knowledge, the wounded 
man, instead of seeking his native shore, as 
was generally believed, would really betake 
himself to the Red Sulphur Springs (where 
Kate always spent the summer)-with 
three saddle horses, two servants, some ex- 
tra bandages, and his devoted sister, there 
to regain what was left of his health and 
strength. At which Judge Pancoast had 
retorted-and with some heat-that \\ il- 
lits might take a dozen saddle horses and an 
equal number of sisters, and a bale of ban- 
dages if he were so minded, to the Springs, 
or any other place, but he would save time 
and money if he stayed at home and looked 
after his addled head, as no woman of 
liss 
Seymour's blood and breeding could pos- 
sibly marry a man whose family escutcheon 
needed polishing as badly as did his man- 
ners. That the fact-the plain bold fact- 
was that \\ïl1its was builing drunk until 
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Harrv's challenge sobered him and that 
Kate -hated drunkenness as much as Harry's 
mother and the other women who had 
started out to revolutionize society. 
''"hat that young lady herself thought of 
it all not even the best posted gossip in the 
club dared to venture an opinion. l\lore- 
over, such was the respect and reverence in 
which she was held, and so great was the 
sympathy felt for her situation, that she 
was seldom referred to in connection with 
Harry or the affair except with a sigh, fol- 
lowed by a 1/ Too bad, isn't it-enough to 
break your heart," and such like expres- 
sions. 
"'hat the Honorable Prim thought of it 
all was apparent the next day at the club 
when he sputtered out with: 
1/ I am now pointed out as the prospective 
father-in-law of a young jackanapes who 
goes about with a glass of grog in one hand 
and a pistol in the other-and this he has 
done more than once, so I am told. I am 
not accustomed to having my name ban- 
died about and I won't have it-I live a life 
of great simplicity, minding my own busi- 
ness, and I want everybody else to mind 
theirs. The whole affair is most ridiculous 
and smacks of the tin-armor age. \Villits 
should have been led quietly out of the 
room and put to bed and young Rutter 
should have been reprimanded publicly by 
his father. Disgraceful on a night like that 
when my daughter's name was on every- 
body's lips." 
After which outburst he had shut himself 
up in his house where he intended to re- 
main until he left for the Red Sulphur 
Springs, so he told one of his intimates, 
which he would do se,'eral weeks earlier 
than was his custom-a piece of news which 
not only confirmed Tom Tilghman's gos- 
sip, but lifted several eyebrows in astonish- 
ment and set one or two loose tongues 
wagging. 


Out at l\loorlands, the point of view was 
different. Although the surface showed 
no active disturbance, the colonel pursuing 
his daily life without comment, deep down 
below a very maelstrom was boiling and 
seething. 
::\lrs. Rutter, as fate would have it, on 
hearing that Kate was too ill to go back to 
town, had gone the next morning to her 
bedside, where she learned for the first 


time, not only of the duel-which greatly 
shocked her, leaving her at first perfectly 
limp and helpless-but of Harry's expul- 
sion from his father's house-(Alec owned 
the private wire)-a piece of news which at 
first terrified and then keyed her up as 
tight as a suspension bridge. Like many 
another Southern vwman, she might shrink 
from a cut on a child's finger and only re- 
gain her equilibrium by a liberal applica- 
tion of smelling salts, but once touch that 
boy of hers-the child she had nourished 
and lived for-and all the rage of the she- 
wolf figh ting for her cub, was aroused. 
'Vhat took place behind the closed doors 
of her bedroom when she faced the colonel 
and blazed out, no one but themselves 
knew, That the colonel was dumfounded 
-never having seen her in any such state 
of mind-goes without saying. That he 
was proud of her and liked her the better 
for it, is also true-nothing delighted him 
so much as courage;-but nothing of all 
this, impressive as it was, either weakened 
or altered his resolve. 
Nor did he change front to his friends 
and acquaintances: his honorable name, 
he maintained, had been trailed in the 
mud; his boasted hospitality betrayed; his 
house turned into a common shamble. 
That his own son was the culprit made the 
pain and mortifiCation the greater, but it 
did not lessen his responsibility to his 
blood. Had not Foscari, to save his honor, 
in the days of the great republic, con- 
demned his own son J acopo to exile and 
death? Had not Virginius slain his daugh- 
ter? Should he not protect his own honor 
as well? Furthermore was not the young 
man's father a gentleman of standing-a 
prominent man in the State-a friend not 
only of Henry Clay, but of the governor as 
well? He, of course, would not have cared 
to have Harry marry into the family had 
there been a marriageable daughter, but 
that was no reason why }\ilr. Willits's only 
son should not he treated with every con- 
sideration. He, Talbot Rutter was alone 
responsible for the honor of his house. 
When your right hand offends you cut it 
off. His right hand had offended him, and 
he had cut it off. A way then, with the spin- 
ning of fine phrases! 
And so he let the hornets buzz-and 
they did swarm and buzz and sting. As 
long as his wrath lasted he was proof 
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against their assaults-in fact their attacks 
only helped him maintain his position. It 
was when all this ceased, for few continued 
to remonstrate with him after they had 
heard his final: U I decline to discuss it 
with you, madame," or the more signifi- 
cant: "How d
re you, sir, refer to my 
prh'ate affairs without my permission?"- 
It was, I say, when all this ceased, and 
when neither his wife, who, after her first 
savage outbreak had purposely held her 
peace, nor any of the servants-not even 
old Alec, who went about with streaming 
eyes and a great lump in his throat-dared 
renew their entreaties for 1Iarse Harry's 
return, that he began to reflect on his 
course. 
Soon the great silences overawed him 
-periods of loneliness when he sat con- 
fronting his soul, his conscience on the 
bench as judge; his affections a special at- 
torney:-silences of the night, in which he 
would listen for the strong, quick, manly 
footstep and the closing of the door in the 
corridor beyond:-silence of the da\vn, 
when no clatter of hoofs followed by a 
cheery call rang out for some one to take 
Spitfire:-silence
 of the breakfast table, 
when he drank his coffee alone, Alec tip- 
toeing about like a lost spirit. Sometimes 
his heart would triumph and he begin to 
think out ways and means by which the 
past could be effaced. Then again the 
flag of his pride would be raised aloft so 
that he and all the people could see, and 
the old hard look would once more settle 
in his face, the lips straighten and the. thin 
fingers tighten. l\o-no-no assassins for 
him-no vulgar brawlers-and it was at 
best a vulgar brawl-and this too within 
the confines of :l\Ioorlands where, for five 
generations, only gentlemen had been bred! 
And yet product as he was, of a régime 
that worshipped no ideals but its own; 
hide-bound by the traditions of his ances- 
try; holding in secret disdain men and 
women who could not boast of equal 
wealth and lineage; dictatorial, uncontra- 
dictable; stickler for obsolete forms and 
ceremonies-there still lay deep under the 
crust of his pride-the heart of a father and, 
by his standards, the soul of a gentleman. 
As for the object of his wrath-this 
brawler and assassin-this disturber of his 
father's sleeping and waking hours, this 
renegade product of his class-dazed as 
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he was at the parental verdict and still 
heart-broken over the results, he could not, 
though he tried, see what else he could have 
done. His father had shot and killed a 
man when he was but little older than him- 
self, and for an offence much less grave 
than \\ïllits's insult to Kate: he had fre- 
quently boasted of it, showing him the big 
brass button that had deflected the bullet 
and saved his life. So had his l:ncle 
George, five years before-not a dead man 
that time, but a lame one-who was still 
limping around the club and very good 
friends the two, so far as Harry knew. 
\Yhy then blame him? As for the law of 
hospitality being violated, that was but one 
of the idiosyncrasies of his father, who was 
daft on hospitality. How could \\ïllits be 
his guest when he was his enemy? St. 
George had begged the wounded man to 
apologize; if he had done so he would have 
extended his hand and taken him to Kate, 
who, upon a second apology, would have 
extended her hand, and the incident would 
have been closed. It was \\ïllits's stub- 
bornness and bad breeding then that had 
caused the catastrophe-not his own bullet. 
Besides all this no harm had really been 
done-that is, nothing serious, \Villits 
had gained rapidly-so much so that he 
had sat up on the third day. 1Ioreover, 
he had the next morning been carried to 
one of the downstairs bedrooms, where, he 
understood, Kate had sent her black mam- 
my for news of him, and where, later on, he 
had been visited by both :\lrs. Rutter and 
Kate-a most extraordinary condescension 
on the young girl's part, and one for which 
\\ïllits should be profoundly grateful all 
the da vs of his life. 
Nor"had 'Yillits's people made any com- 
plaint ; nor, so far as he could ascertain, had 
anyone connected with either the town or 
county gm"ernment, started an investigation. 
It was outside the precincts of Kennedy 
Square, and, therefore, the town prosecut- 
ing attorney (who had heard every detail 
at the Club, from St. George) had not been 
called upon to act, and it was well known 
that no minion of the law in and about 
ßloorlands, would ever dare face the Lord 
of the :l\Ianor in any official capacity. 
'Vhy, then, had he been so severely pun- 
ished ? 
St. George, after his outburst to Judge 
Pancoast at the club, never discussed the 
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duel and its outcome. His mind was filled 
only with the burning desire to bring the 
lovers together, no matter at what cost nor 
how great the barriers. He had not altered 
a hair-line of the opinion he had held on the 
night he ordered the gig, fastened Harry's 
heavy coat around the young man's shoul- 
ders, and started back with him through the 
rain to his house on Kennedy Square; nor 
did he intend to. This, summed up, meant 
that the colonel was a tyrant; \\ïllits a 
,'ulgarian, and Harry a hot-headed young 
knight who, having been forced into a posi- 
tion where he could neither breathe nor 
move, had gallantly fought his way out. 
The one thing that gave him serious 
trouble was the selection of the precise 
moment when he should make a strategic 
move on Kate's heart, Lesser problems 
were his manner of approaching her and 
the excuses he would offer for Harry's be- 
havior. These not only kept him awake 
at night, but pursued him like an aveng- 
ing spirit when he sought the quiet paths 
of the old square the dogs at his heels, 
The greatest of all barriers, he felt as- 
sured, would be Kate herself. He had seen 
enough of her in that last inten'iew when 
his tender pleading had restored the har- 
monies between herself and Harry, to know 
that she was no longer the child whose 
sweetness he loved, or the girl whose beauty 
he was proud of-but the woman whose 
judgment he must satisfy. Nor could he 
see that any immediate change in her men- 
tal attitude was likely to occur. Some 
time had now passed since Harry's arrival 
at his house, and every day the boy had 
begged for admission at Kate's door, only 
to be denied by Ben, the old butler, His 
mother, who had visited her exiled son 
almost daily, had then called on her, bear- 
ing two important pieces of news--one 
being that after hours of pleading Harry 
had consen ted to return to l\loorlands and 
beg his father's pardon, provided that irate 
gentleman should send for him, and the 
other a message of condolence and sym- 
pathy which \\rillits had sent Harry from 
his sick-bed, and in which he admitted 
that he had been greatly to blame-a con- 
fession that fairly bubbled out of him when 
he learned that Harry had assisted Teackle 
in dressing his wound. 
And yet with all this pressure the young 
girl had held her ov\"n. To every one out- 


side the Rutter clan she had insisted that 
she was sorry for Harry, but that she could 
never marry a man whose temper she could 
not trust. She never put this into words 
in answering the well-meant inquiries of 
such girl friends as Nellie l\1urdoch, Sue 
Dorsey, and the others; then her eyes 
would only fill with tears as she begged 
them not to question her further, Nor 
had she said as much to her father, who, 
on one occasion had asked her the plump 
question-" Do you still intend to mar- 
ry Harry?"-to which she had returned 
the equally positive answer-" No, I never 
shall 1 " She reserved her full meaning for 
St. George when he should again entreat 
her-as she knew he would at the first op- 
portunity-to forget the past and begin the 
old life once more. 
At the end of the second week he had 
made up his mind as to his course; and at 
the end of the third the old diplomat, who 
had dared defeat before, boldly mounted 
the Seymour steps: He would appeal to 
Harry's love for her, and all would be well. 
He had done so before, picturing the misery 
the boy was suffering, and he would try it 
again. If he could only reach her heart 
through the armor of her reserve she would 
yield. 
She answered his cheery call up the stair- 
way in person, greeting him silently, but 
with arms extended, leading him to a seat 
beside her, where she buried her face in her 
hands and burst into tears. 
"Harry has tried to see you every day, 
Kate/' he began, patting her shoulders 
lovingly in the effort to calm her. "I 
found him under your window the other 
night; he walks the streets by the hour, 
then he comes home exhausted, throws him- 
self on his bed, and lies a wake till da yligh t." 
The girl raised her head and looked at 
him for a moment. She knew what he had 
come for-she knew, too, how sorry he felt 
for her-for Harry-for everybody who 
had suffered because of this horror. 
"Uncle George," she answered choking 
back her tears, speaking slowly, weighing 
each word-" you've known me from a 
little girl-ever since my dear mother died. 
You have been a big brother to me many, 
many times and I love you for it. If I 
were determined to do anything that would 
hurt me, and you found it out in time, you 
would come and tell me so, wouldn't you?" 
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St. George nodded his head in answer, 
but he did not interrupt. Her heart was 
being unrolled before him, He could read 
it for himself, and must wait until he saw 
it all, 
"Now," she continued slowly, "the case 
is reversed, and you want me to do some- 
thing which I know will hurt me." 
"But you love him, Kate?" 
" Yes-that is the worst part of it all," 
she answered with a stitled sob-"yes, I 
love him." She lifted herself higher on the 
cushions and put her beautiful arms above 
her head, her eyes looking into space as if 
she was trying to solve the problem of the 
future and what her present resolve would 
mean to both herself and Harry. 
St. George began again: "And you re- 
member how-" 
She turned impatiently and dropped one 
hand until it rested on his own. He 
thought he had never seen her look so 
lovely and never so unhappy. Then she 
said in pleading tones-her eyes blinded by 
half restrained tears: 
"Don't ask me to remember, dear Uncle 
George-help me to forget! You can do 
no kinder thing for both of us." 
"But think of your whole future happi- 
ness, Kate-think how important it is to 
you-to Harry-to everybody-that you 
should not sh ut him out of your life." 
"I have thought! God knows I have 
thought until sometimes I think I shall go 
mad. He first breaks his promise about 
drinking and I forgive him; then he yields 
to a sudden impulse and behaves like a 
madman and you ask me to forgive him 
again, He never once thinks of me, nor 
of my h umili ation! " Her lips were qui,"er- 
ing, but her voice rang clear. 
"He thinks of nothing else but you," he 
pleaded. "Let your heart work-don't 
throw him into the street as his father has 
done. He loves you so." 
"I-throw him in the street! He has 
thrown me- mortified me before every- 
body-behaved like a- No,-I can't- 
I won't discuss it!" 
"l\Iay 1-" 
" No-not another word. I love you too 
much to let this come between us. Let 
us talk of something else-anything-any- 
tiling. " 
The whole chart of her heart had been 
unrolled. Her head and not her heart 
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was dominant. He felt, moreover, that 
no argument of his would be of any use. 
Time rñight work out the solution, but 
that he could not hasten. 
 or, if the 
truth be told, did he blame her. It was, 
from the girl's point of view, most unfort- 
unate, of course, that the two calamities 
had come so close together. Perhaps-and 
for the first time in his life he weakened be- 
fore her tears-perhaps if he had thrown the 
case of pistols out of the window, sent one 
man to his father and the other back to 
Kennedy Square, it might all have been 
different-but then again, could this have 
been done, and if it had been, would not all 
have to be done myer again the next day? 
At last he asked hopelessly: 
"Have you no message for Harry?" 
"None," she answered resolutely. 
" And you will not see him?" 
" No-we can never heal wounds by 
keeping them open." This came calmly, 
and as if she had made up her mind, and in 
so determined a tone that he saw it meant 
an end to the interview. 
He rose from his seat and without an- 
other word turned toward the door. .. She 
gained her feet slowly, as if the vcry move- 
ment caused her pain; kissed him on the 
cheek, followed him to the door, waved her 
hand to him as she watched him pick his 
way across the square, and threw herself 
on her lounge in an agony of tears. 


That night St. George and Harry sat by 
the smouldering wood fire; the early spring 
days were warm and joyous, but the nights 
were still cold, The boy sat hunched up 
in his chair, his face drawn into lines from 
the am-..iety of the past week-his mind 
absorbed in the story that St. George had 
brought from the Seymour house, As in 
all ardent temperaments, these differences 
with Kate, which had started as a spark, 
had now developed into a conflagration 
which was burning out his heart. His love 
for Kate was not a part of his lifc--it was 
all of his life. He was ready now for any 
sacrifice, no matter how humiliating. He 
would go down on his knees to his father 
if she wished it. He would beg \\ïllits's 
pardon-he would abase himself in any 
way St. George should suggest. He had 
done what he thought was right, and he 
would do it over again under like circum- 
stances, but he would grovel at Kate's feet 
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and kiss the ground she stepped on if she 
required it of him, 
St. George, who had sat quiet, examin- 
ing closely the backs of his finely modelled 
hands as if to find some solution of the dif- 
ficulty written in their delicate articulated 
curves, heard his outburst in silence. Now 
and then he would call to Todd who was 
never out of reach of his voice-no matter 
what the hour-to replenish the fire or trim 
the lamps, but he answered only in nods 
and monosyllables to Harry. One sugges- 
tion only of the heart-broken lover seemed 
to promise any result, and that was his mak- 
ing it up with his father as his mother had 
suggested. This wall being broken down, 
and \Villits no longer an invalid, perhaps 
Kate would see matters in a different and 
more favorable light. 
"But suppose father doesn't send for me, 
Uncle George, what will I do then?" 
"\Vell, he is your father, Harry," 
"And you think then I had better go 
home and have it out with him?" 
S1. George hesitated. He himself would 
have seen Rutter in Hades hefore he would 
have apologized to him, In fact his anger 
choked him so every time he thought of 
the brutal and disgraceful scene he had 
witnessed when the boy had been ordered 
from his home, that he could hardly get his 
breath. But then Kate was not his sweet- 
heart, much as he loved her. 
"I don't know, Harry. I am not his 
son," he answered in an undecided way, 
Then something the boy's mother had said 
rose in his mind: "Didn't your mother 
say that your father's loneliness without 
you was having its effect?-and wasn't her 
advice to wait until he should send for 
you? " 
" Yes-that was about it." 
" \\' ell, your mother would know best. 
Put that question to her next time she 
comes in-I'm not competent to answer it. 

\nd now let us go to bed-you are tired 
out, and so am I." 
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::\1 YSTERIOUS things are happening in 
Kennedy Square. Only the very wisest men 
know what it is all about-black 
Ioses for 
one, who tramps the brick walks and makes 
short cuts through the dirt paths, carrying 
his tin buckets and shouting: "Po' old 


1Ioses-po' ole fellah! 0- Y-S-T-E-R-S! 
O-Y-STERS!" And Bobbins the gar- 
dener, who raked up last year's autumn 
leaves and either burned them in piles or 
spread them on the flower beds as winter 
blankets. And, of course, 
lockburn, the 
night watchman: nothing ever happens in 
and around Kennedy Square that :\lock- 
burn doesn't know of. :Manya time has he 
helped various unsteady gentlemen up the 
steps of their houses and stowed them care- 
fully and noiselessly away inside, only to 
begin his rounds again, stopping at every 
corner to drone out his "All's we-I-I!" a 
welcome cry, no doubt, to the stowaways, 
but a totally unnecessary piece of infor- 
mation to the inhabitants, nothing worse 
than a tippler's tumble having happened 
in the forty years of the old watchman's 
service. 
I, of course, am in the secret and have 
been for more years than I care to admit, 
but I go ten better than Mockburn, And 
so would you be in the secret had you 
watched the process as closely as I have 
done. 
It is always the same! 
First the crocuses peep out-dozens of 
crocuses, Then a spread of tulips makes 
a crazy-quilt of a flower bed; next the 
baby buds, their delicate green toes tickled 
by the south wind, break into laughter. 
Then the stately magnolias step free of their 
pods, their satin leaves falling from their 
alabaster shoulders-grandes dames these 
magnolias! And then there is no stopping 
it: everything is let loose: blossoms of 
peach, cherry, and pear; flowers of syringa 
-bloom of jasmine, honeysuckle, and Vir- 
ginia creeper; bridal wreath in flowers of 
white and wisteria in festoons of purple. 
Then come the roses-millions of roses; 
on single stalks; in clusters, in mobs; rush- 
ing over summer-houses, scaling fences, 
swarming up trellises-a riotous, unruly, 
irresistible, and altogether lovable lot are 
these roses when they break loose. 

\nd the birds! \Vhat a time they are 
having-thrush, bobolinks, blackbirds, 
nightingales, wood-peckers, little pee-wees, 
all fluttering, skimming, chirping; bursting 
their tiny throats for the very joy of living. 
And they are all welcome-and it wouldn't 
make any difference to them if they hadn't 
been; they would have risked it anyway, so 
tempting are the shady paths and tangled 



Kennedy Square 


arbors and wide-spreading elms and butter- 
nuts of Kennedy Square. 
Soon the skies get over weeping for the 
lost winter and dry their eyes, and the big, 
warm happy sun sails over the treetops or 
drops to sleep tired out, behind the old 
Seymour house, and the girls come out in 
their white dresses and silk sashes and the 
gallants in their nankeens and pumps and 
the old life of out-of-doors begins once more, 


And these are not the only changes that 
the coming of spring has wrought. 'Vhat 
has been going on deep down in the tender, 
expectant hearts of root and bulb, eager for 
expression, had been at work in Harry's 
own temperament. The sunshine of St. 
George's companionship has already had 
its effect; the boy is tha\ving out; his shrink- 
ing shyness, born of his recent trouble, is 
disappearing like a morning frost. He is 
again seen at the club, going first under 
St. George's lee and then on his own per- 
sonal footing. 
The Chesapeake, so St. George had 
urged, was the centre of news-the head- 
quarters, really, of the town, where not only 
the current happenings and gossip of Ken- 
nedy Square were discussed, but that of the 
country at large. \Vhile the bald-heads, of 
course, might be canvassing the news from 
:l\Iexico, which was just beginning to have 
an ugly look; or having it out, hammer 
and tongs, over the defeat of Henry Clay, 
to which some rabid politicians had never 
become reconciled-the younger gentry- 
men of Harry's own tastes, would be de- 
ploring the poor showing the ducks were 
making, owing to the up-river freshets 
which had spoiled the wild celery; or re- 
counting the doings at :Mrs. Cheston's last 
ball; or the terrapin supper at :Mr. Ken- 
nedy's-the famous writer; or perhaps be- 
moaning the calamity which had befallen 
some fellow member who had just found 
seven bottles out of ten of his most precious 
port corked and worthless. But whatever 
the topics, or whoever took sides in their 
discussion, none of it, St. George main- 
tained, could fail to interest a young fellow 
just entering upon the wider life of a man 
of the world, and one who of all others, 
needed constant companionship, Then 
again, by showing himself frequently with- 
in its walls, Harry would become better 
known and better liked. 
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That he was ineligible for membership, 
being years too young-and that his con- 
tinued presence, even as a guest, was 
against the rules, did not count in his case, 
or if it did count, no member, in vicw of 
what the lad had suffered, was willing to 
raise the question_ Indeed, St. George in 
first introducing him, had referred to "my 
friend :Mr, Rutter" as an "out of town 
guest," laughing as he did so, and every- 
body had let it go at that. 
At first Harry had dreaded meeting his 
father's and his uncle's friends, most of 
whom, he fancied, might be disposed to 
judge him too harshly. But St. George had 
shut his ears to every objection, insisting 
that the club was a place where a man 
couid be as indepcndent as he pleased, and 
that as his guest he would be entitled to 
every consideration. 
The boy need not have been worried. 
Almost every member young and old 
showed by his manner or some little act of 
attention that their sympathies were with the 
exile. 'Vhile a few strait-laced old Quak- 
ers maintained that it was criminal to blaze 
away at your fellow-man with the tìrm in- 
tention of blowing the top of his head off, 
and that Harry should have been hung had 
'Villits died, there were others more dis- 
cerning-and they were largely in the ma- 
jority-who stood up for the lad however 
much they deplored the cause of his banish- 
ment. Harry, they argued, had in his 
brief career been an unbroken colt and 
more or less dissipated, but he at least had 
not shown the white feather. Boy &s he 
was, he had faced his antagonist witli the 
coolness of a duellist of a score of encoun- 
ters, letting \\ïllits fire straight at him with- 
out so much as a wink of an eyelid. And 
better still, when it was all over, he had 
been man enough to nurse his victim back 
to consciousness. :Moreover - and this 
counted much in his favor-he had refused 
to quarrel with his father, or even answer 
him back. "Behaved himself like a thor- 
oughbred, as he is," Dorsey Sullh-an, a 
famous duellist, had remarked in recount- 
ing the occurrence to a non-witness. "And 
I must say, sir, that Talbot served him a 
scurvy trick, and I don't care who hears me 
say it." Furthermore-and this made a 
great impression-rather than humiliate 
himself, hc had abandoned the comforts of 
his palatial home at 
loor1ands and was at 
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the moment occupying a small, second story 
back room (all, it is true, Gentleman George 
could give him), where he was to be found 
any hour of the day or night that his uncle 
needed him in attendance upon that prince 
of good fellows, 
One other thing that counted in his favor, 
and this was conclusive with the Quakers 
-and the club held not a few-was that 
no drop of liquor of any kind had passed 
the boy's lips since the eventful night when 
St. George prepared the way for their first 
reconciliation. 
Summed up, then, whatever Harry had 
been in the past, the verdict at the present 

peaking was that he was a brave, tender- 
hearted, truthful young fellow who, in the 
face of every temptation, had kept his 
word. Then again, it was never forgotten 
that he was Colonel Talbot Rutter's only 
son and heir, so that no matter what the 
hoy did, or how angry the old autocrat 
might be, it could only be a question of 
time before his father must send for him 
and everything at 1\foorlands go on as be- 
fore. 


It was on one of these glorious never-to- 
be-forgotten spring days then, a week or 
more after St. George had given up the 
fight-a day which Harry remembered all 
the rest of his life-that he and his uncle 
left the house to spend the afternoon, as 
was now their custom, at the Chesapeake. 
The two had passed the early hours of the 
day at the Relay House fishing for gudg- 
eons, the dogs scampering the hills, and hav- 
ing changed their clothes for something 
cooler, had entered the park by the gate 
oppo
ite the Temple 1\lansion, as being 
nearest to the club: a path Harry loved, 
for he and Kate had often stepped it to- 
gether-and then again, it was the shortest 
cut to her house. 
As the beauty and quiet of the place 
with its mottling of ligh t and shade took 
possession of him he slackened his pace, 
lagging a little behind his uncle, and began 
to look about him, drinking in the loveli- 
ness of the season. The very air breathed 
tenderness, peace, and comfort. Certainly 
his father's heart must be softening toward 
him; surely his bitterness could not last. 
No word, it is true, had yet come to him 
from 
Ioorlands, though only the week 
hefore his mother had been in to see him, 


bringing him news of his father and what 
her son's absence had meant to everyone, 
old \lec especially. She had not, she said, 
revived the subject of the boy's apology; 
she had thought it better to wait for the 
proper <!pportunity, which might come any 
day, but certain it was that his father was 
most unhappy, for he would shut himself 
up hours at a time in his library, locking 
the door and refusing to open it, no matter 
who knocked, except to old John Gorsuch, 
his man of business. She had also heard 
him tossing on his bed at night, or walking 
about his room muttering to himself. 
Did these things, he wondered on this 
bright spring morning, mean a final recon- 
ciliation, or was he, after all, to be doomed 
to further disappointment? Days had 
passed since his mother had assured him 
of this change in his father, and still no 
word had come from him. Had he at last 
altered his mind, or, worse still, had his old 
obstinacy again taken possession of him, 
hardening his heart so that he would never 
relent? And so with his mind as checkered 
as the shadow-flecked path on which they 
stepped, he pursued his way beneath the 
wide-spreading trees. 
When they had reached the end of the 
path St. George's eye rested upon a group 
on the sidewalk of the club. The sum- 
mer weather generally swept the coffee- 
room of most of its habitués, sending many 
of them to the easy chairs on the moistened 
pavement, one or two tipped back against 
the trees; or to the balconies and front 
steps, This afternoon, however, something 
out of the common was going on, for at the 
foot of the flight three or four of the group 
were paying court to two ladies, who com- 
pletely monopolized their attention. These, 
on closer inspection, proved to be :Miss 
Lavinia Clendenning and her niece, Sue 
Dorsey, who had been descried in the offing 
a few minutes before; and who at first had 
been 
upposed by the gallants, to be head- 
ing ror l"lrs. Pancoast's front steps some 
distance away, until the ladies had turned 
sharply and borne down upon the outside 
chairs with all sails set-(Miss Clenden- 
ning's skirts were of the widest)-a shift of 
canvas which sent every man to his feet 
with a spring, 
By the time St. George reached the group, 
which he did in advance of Harry, who 
had held back-both ladies being intimate 



Kennedy Square 


friends of Kate's-old Captain 'Yarfield, 
who had been the first man to gain his 
feet-very round and fat was the captain 
and very red in the face (1812 Port)-was 
saying with his most courteous bow: 
"But my dear _Miss Lavinia, you have 
not as yet told us to what we are indebted 
for this mark of your graciousness; and 
Sue, my dear, you grow more like your dear 
mother every day. \Vhy are you two 
angels abroad at this hour, and what can 
we do for you?" 
"To the simple fact, my dear captain," 
retorted the irresistible spinster, spreading 
her skirts the wider, "that Sue is to take 
her dancing lesson next door, and as I 
can't fly in the second story window, hav- 
ing mislaid my wings, I must use my feet 
and disturb everybody. Xo, gentlemen- 
don't move-I can pass." 
The captain made so profound a salaam 
in reply that his hat grazed the bricks of 
the sidewalk, then with his hand on his 
heart he exclaimed: 
"Let me hunt for them, :l\Iiss Lavinia, 
I know where they are." 
"Where?" she asked roguishly, twisting 
her head on one side with the movement of 
a listening bird. 
"In heaven, my lady, where they are 
waiting your arrival," answered the cap- 
tain, with another profound sweep of his 
hand and dip of his back, his bald head 
glistening in the sunlight as he stooped be- 
fore her. 
"Then you will never get near them," 
she answered with an equally low courtesy 
and a laugh that nearly shook hfr side 
curls loose. 
St. George was about to step the closer 
to take a hand in the badinage-he and the 
little old maid were forever crossing swords 
-when her eyes fell upon him. Instantly 
her expression changed. She was one of 
the women who had blamed him for not 
stopping the duel, and had been on the 
lookout for him for days to air her views 
in person. 
"So you are still in town, are you?" she 
remarked in lowered tones. "I thought 
you had taken that young firebrand down 
to the Eastern Shore to cool off," 
St. George frowned meaningly in the ef- 
fort to apprise her ladyship that Harry was 
within hearing distance, but _Miss Lavinia 
either did not, or would not, understand. 
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"Two young boobies that's what they 
are, breaking their hearts over each other," 
she rattled on, gathering the two ends of 
her cape the closer. "Both of them ought 
to be spanked and put to bed. Get them 
into each other's arms just as quick as 
you can. As for Talbot Rutter, he's the 
biggest fool of the three, or was until Annie 
Rutter got hold of him. Now I hear he is 
willing to let Harry come back, as if that 
would do any good. It's Kate who must 
be looked after; that Scotch blood in her 
veins makes her as pig-headed as her 
father. No-I don't want your arm, sir- 
get out of my way." 
If the courtiers heard-and half of them 
did, they neither by word or expression 
conveyed that fact to Harry or St. George. 
It was not intended for their ears, and, 
therefore, was not their property. "ïth 
still more profound salutations from e,"ery- 
body, the three bareheaded men escorted 
them to the next stoop, the fourth going 
ahead to see that the door was properly 
opened and so the ladies passed on, up and 
inside the house. This over, the group 
resumed its normal condition on the side- 
walk, the men regaining their seats and 
relighting their cigars (no gentleman ever 
held one in evidence when ladies were pres- 
ent)-fresh orders being given to the ser- 
vants for the several interrupted mixtures 
with which the coterie were wont to regale 
themseh'es. 
Harry, who had stood on one side with 
shoulders braced against a great tree on the 
sidewalk, had heard e,rery word of the old 
maid's outburst and an unrestrained throb 
of joy had welled up in his heart. His 
father was coming round! Yes-the tide 
was turning-it would not be long before 
Kate would be in his arms! 
St. George held no such sanguine view, 
although he made no comment. In fact 
the outbreak had rather depressed him. 
He knew something of Talbot's stubborn- 
ness and did not hope for much in that 
direction, nor, if the truth be told, did he 
hope much in Kate's. Time alone could 
heal her wounds, and time in the case of a 
young girl, mistress of herself, beautiful, 
independent, and rich, might contain many 
surprises. 
It was with a certain sense of relief, 
therefore, that he lent his ears to the talk 
of the men about him, It would, at least, 
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take his mind from the one subject which 
seemed to pursue him and which l\Iiss 
Clendenning's unkindly, and, as he thought 
inconsiderate remarks, had so suddenly re- 
vived. He passed from one coterie to an- 
other in the hope that he might catch some 
word which would be interesting enough 
to induce him to fill one of the chairs, even 
for a brief half-hour, but nothing reached 
his ears except politics and crops, and he 
cared for neither. Harding-the pessimist 
of the club-a man who always had a 
grie,.ance (and this time with reason, for 
the money stringency was becoming more 
acute every day) tried to beguile him into 
a seat beside him, but he shook his head, 
He knew all about Harding, and wanted 
none of his kind of talk-certainly not to- 
day. 
., Think of id" he had heard the growler 
say to Judge Pancoast as he came up- 
"the Patapsco won't give me a cent to move 
my crops, and I hear all the others are in 
the same fix. You can't get a dollar on a 
house and lot except at a frightful rate of 
interest. I tell you everything is going to 
ruin. How the devil do you get on with- 
out money, Temple?" He was spread out 
in his chair, his legs apart, his fat face 
turned up, his small fox eyes fixed on S1. 
George. 
"I don't get on," remarked St. George 
with a dry smile. He was still standing- 
"why do you ask?" :Money rarely troub- 
led St. George; such small sums as he 
possessed were hived in this same Patap- 
sco Bank, but the cashier had never re- 
fused to honor one of his checks as long 
as he had any money in their vaults and 
he didn't think they would begin now. 
"Queer question for you to ask, Hard- 
ing" (and a trifle underbred, he thought, 
one's pri,'atc affairs not heing generally 
discussed at a club). "',"hy does it in- 
terest you?" 
"\\'cll, you always say you despise money 
and yet you seem happy and contented, 
well dressed, well groomed," here he 
wheeled St. George around to look at his 
back-" yes, got on one of your London 
coats- Hello, Harry!-glad to see you," 
and he held out his hand to the boy. "But 
really, 5t. George, aren't you a little wor- 
ried over the financial outlook? John 
Gorsuch says we are going to ha,'e trouble, 
and J olm knows." 


"No"-drawled St. George-"I'm not 
worried," He was already getting tired of 
Harding, 
"And you don't think we're going to 
have another smash-up?" puffed Harding. 
"No," said S1. George, edging his way 
toward the steps of the club as he spoke. 
He was now entirely through with Hard- 
ing; his financial forebodings were as di8- 
tasteful to him as his comments on his 
clothes and bank account. 
"But you'll have a julep, won't you? 
I've just sent John for them. Don't go- 
sit down. Here John, take !vlr, Temple's 
order for-" 
"No, Harding, thank you," the crushed 
ice in the glass was no cooler nor crisper 
than St. George's tone, "Harry and I 
have been broiling in the sun all the morn- 
ing and we are going to go where it is cooL" 
He was half-way up the steps now. 
"But it's cool here," Harding called after 
him, struggling to his feet in the effort to 
detain him-there was really no one in the 
club he liked better than St. George. 
" No-we'll try it inside," and with a 
courteous wave of his hand and a feeling of 
relief in his heart, he and Harry kept on 
their way. 
Before he had reached the top step his 
face broke out into a broad smile. In- 
stantly his spirits rose, Here was a man 
to clear the cobwebs out of anybody's 
brain, for standing in the open front door, 
with outstretched hand, was Richard Horn. 
"Ah, St. George, but I'm glad to see 
you!" cried the inventor, "I have been 
looking for you all the afternoon and only 
just a moment ago got sight of you on the 
sidewalk, I should certainly have stepped 
over to your house and looked you up if you 
hadn't come. I've got the most extraor- 
dinary thing to read to you that you havc 
ever listened to in the whole course of your 
life. How well you look, and what a fine 
color you have, and you too, Harry. You 
are in luck, my boy. I'd like to stay a 
month with Temple myself." 
"Make it a year, Richard," cried St. 
George, resting his hand affectionately on 
the inventor's shoulder. "There isn't a 
chair in my housc. that isn't happier when 
you sit in it. What have you discovered? 
-some new whirligig?" 
"No, a poem. Eighteen to twenty stan- 
zas of glorious melody imprisoned in type." 
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" One of your own?" laughed St. George 
-one of his merry vibrating laughs that 
made everybody happier about him. 
" No, you triflerI-one of Edgar Allan 
Poe's. N one of your scoffing, sir! You 
may go home in tears before I am through 
with you. This way, both of you," 
The three had entered the coffee room 
now, Richard's arm through St. George's, 
Harry following close. The inventor moved 
out the chairs in his quick, alert manner, 
and when they were seated took a missive 
from his pocket and spread it out on his 
knee, St. George and Harry keeping their 
eyes on his every movement. 
"Here's a letter, St. George," Richard's 
voice now fell to a serious key-" which I 
have just received from your friend and 
mine, 1\1r. N. p, \Villis, In it he sends me 
this most wonderful poem cut from his 
paper-The J.J.irror, and published, I dis- 
cover to my astonishment, some months 
back. I am going to read it to you if you 
will permit me. It certainly is a most re- 
markable production. The wonder to me 
is that I haven't seen it before, It is by 
that 1\1r. Poe you met at my house some 
years ago-you remember him ?-a rather 
sad-looking man with big head and deep 
eyes?" Temple nodded in answer, and 
Harry's eyes glistened: Poe was one of his 
university's gods, " Just let me read to 
you what Willis says"-here he glanced 
down the letter sheet: '''Nothing, I as- 
sure you, my dear Horn, has made so great 
a stir in literary circles as this' Raven' of 
Poe's. I am sending it to you knowing 
that you are interested in the man. If I do 
not mistake I first met Poe one night at 
your house.' And a very extraordinary night 
it was, St. George," said Richard, lifting his 
eyes from the sheet. "Poe, if you remem- 
ber, read one of his stories for us, and both 
Latrobe and Kennedy were so charmed that 
they talked of nothing else for days." 
St. George remembered so clearly that 
he could still recall the tones of Poe's voice, 
and the peculiar lambent light that flashed 
from out his friend's dark eyes-the light of 
a black opal. He settled himself back in 
his chair to enjoy the treat the better. This 
was the kind of talk he wanted to-day, and 
Richard Horn, of all others, was the man 
to conduct it. 
The inventor's earnestness and the ah- 
sorbed look on St. George's and Harry's 
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faces, and the fact that Horn was about to 
read aloud, had attracted the attention of 
several near-by members, who were already 
straining their ears, for no one had Rich- 
ard's gift for reading, 
He began in a low, clear tone, his voice 
rising in intensity as the weird pathos of 
the several stanzas were unfolded until the 
very room seemed filled with the spirit of 
both the man and the demon. In his clear 
enunciation every stanza seemed a sepa- 
rate string of sombre pearls; each syllable 
aglow with its own inherent beauty, \Vhen 
he paused it was as if the soul of some great 
'cello had ceased vibrating, leaving only 
the memory of its melody. For a few 
seconds no one moved nor spoke. No one 
had ever heard Richard in finer voice nor 
had they ever listened to more perfect 
rhythmic beauty. So great was the effect 
on the listeners that one old habitué in 
speaking of it afterward, insisted that Rich- 
ard must have seen the bird roosting over 
the door, so realistic was his rendering. 
Harry listened with bated breath, ab- 
sorbing every tone and inflection of Rich- 
ard's voice. He and Poe had been mem- 
bers of the same university, and the poet 
had always been one of his idols-the man 
of all others he wanted most to know. 
Poe's former room opening into the corri- 
dor had always attracted him. He had 
frequently looked about its bare walls won- 
dering how so great an inspiration could 
have started from such meagre surround- 
ings. He had too, with the romantic imag- 
ination of a boy, pictured to himself the 
kind of man he was, his looks, voice, and 
manner, and though he had never seen the 
poet in the flesh, somehow the tones of 
Richard's voice recalled to him the very 
picture he had conjured up in his mind in 
his boyhood days. 
St. George had also listened intently, 
but the impression was quite different from 
the one made on the younger man. Tem- 
ple thought only of Poe's despondency, of 
his stridng for a better and happier life; of 
his poverty-more than once he had gone 
down into his own pockets to relieve the 
poor fellow's urgent necessities, and he was 
still ready to do it, a readiness in which he 
was almost alone, for many of the writer's 
earlier friends had avoided meeting him 
of late whenever he passed through Ken- 
nedy Square, En
n Kennedy, his lifelong 
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friend, had begun to look upon him as a 
hopeless case. 
This antipathy St. George knew could 
also be found in the club. Even with the 
memory of Richard's ,'oice in their ears one 
of the listeners had shrugged his shoulders 
remarking with a bitter laugh that musical 
as was the poem, e"pecially as rendered by 
Richard, it was after all like most of Poe's 
other manuscripts found in a bottle, or 
more likely "a bottle found in a manu- 
script," as that crazy lunatic couldn't write 
anything worth reading unless he was half 
drunk, At which St. George had blazed 
out: 
"Hush, Bowdoin! You ought to be 
willing to be blind drunk half your time if 
you could write one stanza of it! Please let 
me have it, Richard," and he took the sheet 
from his friend's hand. that he and Harry 
might read it at their leisure when they 
reached home. 
Harry's blood had also boiled at the rude 
thrust. \\Thile under the spell of Richard's 
,'oice a cord in his own heart had vibrated 
as does a glass globe when it responds in 
perfect harmony to a note from a violin. 
He too had a Lenore whose loss had well 
nigh broken his heart. This in itself was an 
indissoluble bond hetween them. Besides, 
he could understand the poet as Alec and 
his mother and his Cncle George under- 
stood himself. He had already begun to 
love the man in his heart. 
\\ïth his mind fillcd with these thoughts, 
his hunger for Kate aroused ten-fold by the 
pathos and weird beauty of what he had 
just heard, he left the group of men who 
were still discussing the man and his ,'erses, 
and joined his uncle outside on the top step 
of the club's high stoop, from which could 
be seen the full length of the sun-flecked 
street on which the club-house stood, as 
well as the park in its spring loveliness. 
C nconsciously his eyes wandered across 
the path where Kate's house stood. He 
could see the tall chimneys and the. slope of 
the quaint roof, and but that the foliage hid 
the lower part, could have seen Kate's own 
windows. She was still at home, he had 
heard, although she was expected to lea,'e 
for the Red Sulphur any day. 
Suddenly, from away up the street, past 
the corner of the park, there reached his 
ears a low winding note, which grew louder 
as it turned the corner, followed by the 


rattle of wheels and the clatter of horses' 
feet. He jumped from his chair and 
craned his head in the direction of the 
sound, his heart in his throat, the blood 
mounting to his cheeks. If that was not 
his father's horn it was wonderfully like 
it. _\t the same moment a coach-and-four 
swept in sight, driven by a man in a whitey- 
brown coat and stiff furry hat, with two 
grooms behind and a coachman next to him 
on the box. It was heading straight for 
the club. 
Every man was on his feet. 
"By Jove!-it's Rutter, Bowdoin!- 
Clayton I-here comes the colonel!" 
Again the horn gave out a long wither- 
ing, wiry note ringing through the leaves 
and along the brick pavement, and the next 
instant the leaders were gathered up, the 
wheel-horses hauled taut, and the hub of 
the front wheel of the coach stopped within 
an inch of the horse-block of the club, 
"Bravo, Rutter! Best whip in the 
county! Not a man in England could have 
done it better. Let me help you down!" 
The colonel shook his head good-hum- 
oredly, rose in his seat, shifted a bunch 
of violets to his inner lapel, stripped off 
his driving coat, threw it across the rail, 
dropped his whip in the socket, handed his 
heavy gloves to his groom, and slid grace- 
fully to the sidewalk. There he shook hands 
cordially with the men nearest him, ex- 
cused himself for a moment until he had 
inspected his off leader's fore-foot-she 
had picked up a stone on the way in from 
:Moorlands-patted the nigh wheel-horse, 
stamped his own feet lustily as if to be sure 
he was all there, and with a lordly bow to 
those about him, slowly mounted the steps 
of the club, 
Harry had already risen to his feet and 
stood trembling, one hand clutching the 
iron railing that framed the marble steps. 
A great throb of joy welled up in his throat. 
His mother was right-the loneliness had 
overpowered his father; he still loved him. 
Not only was he willing to forgive him, but 
he had come himself to take him home, He 
could hardly wait until his father reached 
his side, so eager was he to open his arms 
and hands and his lips in apology-and 
Kate I-what joy would be hers! 
St. George had also gained his feet. 
\rhat had brought the colonel into town 
he said to himself, and in such state-and 



Kennedy Square 


at this hour of the day, too? Could it be 
that Harry was the cause? 
"How were the roads, Talhot?" he 
called out in his customary cheery tones, 
He would start fair, anyway. 
The colonel who, head down, had been 
mounting the marble steps one at a time, 
inspecting each 
lah as he climbed, after 
the manner of men thoroughly satisfied 
with themseh-es, and who at the same time 
are conscious of the effect of their presence 
on those about them, raised his head and 
gazed in astonishment at the speaker, 
Then his body straightened up and he 
came to a stand-still. He looked first into 
St, George's face with a perfectly cold rigid 
stare; his lips shut tight, his head thrown 
back, his whole frame stiff as an iron bar- 
then into Harry's, and without a word of 
recognition of any kind, passed through 
the open door and into the wide hall. He 
had cut both of them dead. 
Harry gave a half-smothered cry of an- 
guish and turned to follow his father into 
the club. 
St. George, purple with rage, laid his 
hand on the boy's arm, so tight that the 
fingers sank into the flesh: there were steel 
clamps inside these delicate palms, when 
occasion required. 
"Keep still," he hissed-Ii not a word, no 
outburst. Stay here until I come for you. 
Stop, Rutter: stand where you are!" The 
two were abreast of each other now. " You 
dare treat your son in that way?" He 
turned and beckoned to those in the coffee 
room. " Horn-:M: urdoch- \Y arfield-all 
of you come out here! '''hat I've got to say 
to Talbot Rutter I want you to hear, and I 
intend that not only you but e\'ery decent 
man and woman in Kennedy Square shall 
hear! " 
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The colonel's lips quivered and his face 
paled, but he did not flinch, nor did his 
eyes drop. 
"Y ou are not a father, Talbot-you are 
a brute! There is not a dog in your kennels 
that would not treat his litter better than 
you have treated Harry! You turned him 
out in the night without a penny to his 
name; you break his mother's heart; you 
refuse to hear a word he has to say, and 
then you have the audacity to pass him on 
the steps of this club where he is my guest 
-my guest remember-look him squarely 
in the face and ignore him. That, gentle- 
men, is what Talbot Rutter did one minute 
ago. You have disgraced your blood and 
j Jilr name and you have laid up for your 
old age untold misery and suffering. X ev- 
er, as long as I live will I speak to you 
again, sir, nor shall Harry, whom you have 
humiliated! Hereafter I am his father! 
Do you hear!" 
During the whole outburst the colonel 
had not mO\"ed a muscle of his face nor had 
he shifted his body a quarter of an inch. 
He stood with his back to the door through 
which could be seen the amazed faces 
of his fellow-members-one hand tight 
shut behind his back the other loose by 
his side, his eyes Loring straight into 
those of his antagonist. Then he an- 
swered slowly, one word at a time-as if 
he had purposely measured the intervals 
of speech, 
" Are - you - through - St. George?" 
The voice could hardly have been heard 
beyond the door, so low was it. 
" Yes, Ly God !-I am, and fore\"er!" 
"Then gentlemen"-and he waved his 
hand courteously to the astounded listeners 
_Ii _l\Ia y I ask you all to join me? John, 
bring the juleps!" 


(To be continued.) 



TIlE TROUBLE-IIUNTERS 


By Allen Tupper True 


ILLUSTRATIO'\S BY THE AUTHOR 


Dl EAKIXG hard over against 
the driving sleet and push- 
-'-- ing against the wind as 
though it were a great load, 
three men were beating their 
way into the teeth of a bliz- 
zard, on the top of the Rocky 
Iountains. 
Icicles hung from their mustaches, and in 
front of their faces they carried shO\'els 
that they might breathe. Cnderfout the 
snows packed hard as marble, and at each 
step the wind threatened to take their feet 
from under the men, At a distance of 
twelve feet they were invisible to one 
another, and they kept their uncertain 
course by following the tops of telephone 
poles which stuck out two or three feet from 
the level of the snow. 
All day they had been battling ,\ ith the 
elements to repair a few little breaks in a 
telephone wire and, having done it, they 
had spent an hour pushing back a scant 
half-mile against the gale, A mile more 
and they would reach the bunk-house, with 
its red-hot stO\"e and steaming coffee; but 
chests and muscles ached, and the increas- 
ing gloom told of coming night. 
Suddenly one of them pulled up close to 
his companion and yelled into his ear, 
""'here's Jack?" Jack had been in the 
rear and, as they thought, just behind them. 
They yelled singly and in unison, but the 
wind whipped the calls into miles of roar- 
ing space and howled in derision. Once 
or twice they thought they heard an an- 
swer, but following it they founcl nothing. 
Back and forth along the line they hunted 
-venturing away from the poles into the 
stabbing fury of that drÌ\'ing white-living 
through ages of suspense when the course 
of the poles was lost or they separated from 
one another in trying to pick out the pole 
next ahead. In an hour the search was 
ahandoned and the fight for the bunk-house 
resumed, 
N ext morning they found a wild-eyed 
wreck of a man lying, mute but conscious, 
9 2 


under a railroad bridge. He had walked 
all night tu keep from freezing to death, 
and was wholly exhausted, Before he 
could be gotten to the hospital his frozen 
face was swollen terribly, and he was con- 
scious only at inten"als, And yet in ten 
days the iron constitution of this man Jack 
had made him well again, and he was back 
on the job-crippled, but as full of fight as 
e\"er. 
This is a sample bit-and not an excep- 
tional one-of the life of the mountain 
trouble-hunter. From the nature of his 
profession-and the fact that the great 
storms bring dO\vn the wires and call him 
out in the open-the life of any trouble- 
man is a hard one. But when this fellow 
is guardian and trustee of wires that wan- 
der about irresponsibly through the sno'\':- 
filled gulches of the mountains and the 
bleak stretches of the wilderness, he has 
work cut out for him that calls for buck 
manhood, 
The economic de\"elopment which has 
pushed the telephone out to the farther- 
most edges of the frontier-hung it in the 
Indian wigwam, the trading post, and iso- 
lated ranch-house-is one of the most 
startling phases of the marvellous de\"elop- 
ment of our great '''est. This development 
has taken the tran
mission lines O\"er miles 
of storm-blighted wilderness, which man 
had heretofore avoided, and it has again 
brought to the men who maintain these 
lines the old battle ,vith the "everlasting 
way" of nature and the wilderness. It 
has made of them one of the hardiest, most 
picturesque, and resourceful out-of-rloor 
types that we ha,'e to-day-a type that is 
full of the fibre which made frontier his- 
tory, The stamping-ground of the old 
trapper-which, by the way, he usually 
vacated in winter to drop down into the 
settlements and hibernate-is now the 
haunt of the line patrolman. \Vhen the 
picturesque" cow-punch, " who has herded 
into fiction lately, is steaming his boots by 
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That next day's trip was made on skis.-Page 96. 


the fire or feeding his stock from hay-ricks. 
the trouhle-hunter is hiking off for a few 
days' fìght with the storm" 
Occasionally there creeps into the news- 
I)a pers a story of a lineman being brough t 
in with frozen feet, or of his having been 
burnt by the current, but very little is gen- 
erally known of the hardy, heroic work 
these men do in the line of duty-of men 
who wander snow-blind over the moun- 
tain
, are snowed up in old abandoned cab- 
ins with the mountain rats for bedfellows 
-of men who can spend a week of the 
worst winter weather travelling deep snow, 
dependent on themselves alone, The best 
of these men don't get snow-blind nor freeze 
their feet nor lose themseh"es-from hard 
experience they ha\"e learned to avoid these 
things. Their rc:-.ourcefulness is unlim- 
ited. By starting it in a hat with a match, 
a candle, and a few shavings, they can 
build a lire in spite of any wind that blows. 
They can improvise a tìrst-dass snow-shoe 
from willows, can ride skis double, or can 
burrow in the snow and keep warm where 
a co vote would not. There are "snow- 
men " the same as there are rh"er-men, 
mountain-men, or sea-men-each at home 
in his element, and if any man knows 
the snow and its ways it is the trouble- 
h un ter. 
94 


"Bill" Proctor. the emergency man of 
the Colorado Telephone Co., is a good 
example of the trouhle-hunter. He bears 
the reputation of having always gotten 
what he started after; and not only does 
he take the message to Garcia, but he 
hurries back for another-the thing is a 
habit with him, Like most thoroughbred 
trouble-hunters, Bill is a great walker. On 
the last of a three-day trip he once made 
through the mountains to Denver, in an 
effort to protect his homestead from con- 
test, he covered sixty-six miles over the con- 
tinental didde in twenty-two hours, and 
then went to a dance in the enning. He 
is a little man, but he has one of those jaws 
that is the feature of a face. The fact that 
he would take the stages out through the 
snows after other men had abandoned 
them was what hrought him to the atten- 
tion of the telephone company. 
Last winter the Denver wire chief told 
him that two men who had tried to "shoot" 
some trouble from the farther end of the 
Steamboat toll line had given it up, and had 
been found snow-blind and snow-bound in a 
cabin, burning old bedsteads to keep warm. 
" I'll get it," said Bill. 
(;etting it meant a railroad trip m-er the 
dÌ\"ide to the rail-head, then a morning's 
dickering for a team and sled, Noone 
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wanted to make a trip which they consirl- 
ered impossible. But Bill hired a mule 
from one man, a horse from another, the 

lcd and harness from a third, and per- 
:,uadcd man number four to dri\'e him 
through the drifts, a plungin
 tweh'e miles 
on his way. 'Yith a tìfty-four pound coil of 
wire, 1\\'0 skis, a test-set. and his climbing- 
irons on his back, Bill pushed ahead on 
snow-shoes to '''hideley's Peak, where he 
spent the night, and got a guide and trapper 
to accompany him, That next day's trip 
was made on skis--eighteen miles o\'er the 
Rabbit-Ears Range to the trouble-testing 
back to Den\'er whene\'er the line showed 
aho\'e the snow; and for a half-mile at a 
time, twenty-one foot poles would be en- 
tirely cm-erecl. '''hen he had" gotten it" 
and found the wire dear both ways, Bill and 
his guide, Charley, started back. 
.-\s night came on, the cold increased and 
their clothing, which had gotten wet during 
the middle of the day, froze hard as armor. 
Eating snow dries and parches the throat, so 
Bill always carries a tlask of water on these 
hikes. That night it froze solid under his 
coat. To climb the icy crust that formed 
they tied ropes around their feet and under 
the skis to gi\'e a purchase, and the drag of 
the skis dro\'e fierce pains through their 
hips, ::\Iisjudging the slopes, which all 
seem le\'el in the moonlight, Bill followed 
his partner too dose, and there was a dis- 
astrous fall when they ran together at the 
bottom. '''hen they had tìnished the trip 
back to shelter, Charley's feet were found 
to be frozen to his socks and o\'ershoes, in 
one solid mass of ice. They cut them out 
and teased them back to life. Charley has 
stayed right there e\'er since-a pensioner 
of the company. Proctor is still broaden- 
ing his experience shooting trouble-and 
not until two months later did the entire 
soles of his feet peel off. 
Bill is a recognized authority on "snow- 
snakes, with their pink little eyes," and to 
the uninitiated he can unfold wonderful 
tales of their habits, His recipe for chil- 
blains-i' one big onion ground, eight ounces 
of arn
ca, two bits' "'orth of sea-salt. in boil- 
ing water, applied to the feet four nights 
running . '-would cure anything. He is 
ne\'er at a loss for ways and means, He 
has cashed a worthless check for money 
to catch an outbound train, and then had 
his wire chief make it good, '''hen he got 


to the trouble he did not ha\'e enough wire, 
so he beat his wa\' on the trains to where he 
could get it. Hfs ignorance of obstacles is 
appalling. 
These are fragments of one m3.n's ex- 
periences-and I\'e detailed a few of them 
to try and show something of the nature of a 
trouble-man's work. There are hundreds 
of other good men whose experiences and 
abilities are as varied, and anecdotes are 
endless. But an insight into some of the 
conditions which pre\'ail where these men 
are forced to work will probably help more 
to depict the type I'm describing, and which 
I admire not a little, 
At Corona on the ., :\loffat line" in Col- 
orado a telegraph line crosses the continen- 
tal di\'ide, and is maintained during the 
win ter under conditions tha t are astounding, 
Sleet-storms co\'er the wires with ice to a 
thickness of nine inches and the weight 
of ice, about twenty pounds to the foot, 
stretches the wires until they sag to the 
ground and run from pole to pole at the 
base, then up the pole to the cross-arm, 
The poles themseh'es stick out like huge 
icicles, and to climb them the lineman 
clears a space at the bottom, raps the pole 
with his pick-handle, and hundreds of 
pounds of ice come crashing down. 
The snow, at fifteen feet deep on the a\'- 
erage, drifts into huge piles that the heat of 
a long summer cannot melt. On one oc- 
casion a cattle-car, which had stalled near- 
the didde, fìlled so rapidly with snow that 
the steers, in tramping it down, were 
crowded against the top of the car and in 
danger of suffocating. ''"hen liberated ther 
stampeded over a precipice, and their bones. 
lie bleaching there to-day. 
The thermometer drops away down, the 
springs build huge ice-warts on the land- 
scape, and the humming wires border deep 
and treacherous chasms. But in tìerce de- 
termination to break men's hearts none of 
the elements compares with the wind. For 
a hundred miles up " 
Iiddle Park" it gath- 
ers velocity, and converges toward the sad- 
dle of the range where the wire crosses, 
Here it howls along, smothering the se- 
verity of the landscape in a smooth, hard 
blanket of white, K othing lives under its 
fury. The little dwarf cedars that grow 
about timber-line are all bent over with the. 
agony of it, and their limbs grow only from_ 
the leeward side of the trunks, 
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There is a gm ernment obsen'ation sta- 
tion at the pass, and for one month it re- 
<."orded an aH'rage wind velocity of thirty 
miles an hour, and a maximum of eighty- 
iour miles. Such a wind, with sleet, will 
sandpaper paint off buildings. It will pack 
the snow hard enough to support an are 
wagon, and tlatten the lineman against the 
winchvard side of a pole, or tear him ,'in- 
dictÏ\-ely away from the other. Such a 
\\ ind would drive a polar bear to co,-er. 
Yet here the trouble-hunters fight Old 
\\ïnter to a stand-still, and when he goes 
into his worst tantrums they hit a com- 
promise by laying the wires on the snow 
and trusting the frost to do the insulating. 
Three or four men cover this line, and their 
chief has a pardonable pride in the regu- 
larity with which reports come oyer the 
line. Seldom docs the record appear- 
"\\ïres down, no report," 
In se,'eral uther places telephone lines 
cross the continental didde and test the 
fury of the winter wind. \rhen the poles 
wcre first set on 
Iosquito Pass, the wind 
took out a mile of them the following day, 
The spans were shtxtened until only tif- 
teen feet separated the poles, but still they 
went down, and now m'er the pass proper 
there is used a "submarine" cable, The 
cable leaks-and what a paradox it is, a 
"submarine" cable, thirteen thousand feet 
abm-e the top of the sea! 
.\nother district which makes peculiar 
difficulties for the trouble-hunter is what is 
known as the San Juan country in south- 
western <. 'olorado. It is a mining district 
in the roughest part of the mountains, and 
while only eight miles separate two of the 
towns, they are accessible to one another 
only by a cÍimb over the mountains of thou- 
sands of feet, or a railroad trip of about 
one hundred miles round. The country is 
.. all on end." The ore from the mines is 
handled almost entirely in aerial trams, be- 
cause roads are impractical. The towns 
nestle below the mountains. The moun- 
tains themsehTs are grim and rusty with 
iron are and the timber hangs on their sides 
like last year's fur on an old buffalo. 
Those'steep mountain-sides and deep 
canyons are a source of endless washouts, 
snow-slides, and blockades which isolate the 
towns for months at a time. In the summer 
of 1909 a landslide shut Silverton off from 
railroad communication for more than a 


month. Then a generous and accommo- 
dating washout appeared to dean out the 
slide and save the railroad about thirty 
thousand dollars worth of excavating. 
Telephone lines in this district are 
trouble-mongers for certain. Of the forty 
miles of one toll line onlv ele,oen can be fol- 
lowed on horseback, 'fhe trouble-men are 
masters at using the famous "sky-hook. " 
They travel in the are buckets on the aerial 
trams much of the time, There are no way 
stations on these lines, and to drop off the 
buckets onto the ice-cmoered towers, as they 
often do, is a ticklish bit of work, 
The peculiarities of the district ha,-e 
made an electrical power company very 
successful and useful. By spilling a big 
head of water over the edge of one of the 
canyons and down a thousand feet onto 
water-wheels, electricity has been gener- 
ated that can supply power to the mines 
perched away up where they are almost in- 
accessible to pack-mules. The company 
deli\"Crs to the mines power which would be 
the equivalent of a ton of coal at fifty cents 
a ton less than it can be bought for in the 
cities. It has taken the transmission lines to 
mines all over those mountains-up to an 
altitude of 13,280 feet, probably the highest 
transmission line in the world-and the 
patrolman is thus led over a hundred and 
fifty miles of the roughest tra,oel that is eyer 
attempted in winter. It takes him oyer rag- 
ged cliffs on his hand line, across icy can yons 
by a single wire and a safety helt-the most 
economical bridge extant. In his work it 
leads him skating through the wooden Hume 
to the storage reservoir-through flood wat- 
ers in the canyon on a stolen hand-car-and 
skiing tenderly over slo1>es that are danger- 
ously steep. 
During the summer supplies are cached 
all m'er the system and every possible 
prepamtion made for the winter. As the 
drifts grow deep, emergency poles have to 
he stuffed into the snow and there made to 
senoe, for they could never be set in the 
ground. C p near the tops of the peaks the 
men chop footholds in the ice-packs and 
work along them in the wind, tied together 
like Alpine guides. Here, as always in a 
dangerous country, trouble-men ne,-er go 
alone, but always in pairs, so as to be able to 
get help when accidents occur. That the 
travel is difficult may he judged from the 
fact that a repair party once spent eleven 
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days coyering thirty miles of the line. They 

pent nights under bridges or in abandoned 
tunnels, and liyed dependent on their own 
cooking as tnt:y went. Snow-blindness is 
a constant menace, and beside.
 blackening 
their faces, ,,"earing glasses and masks, the 
men here use black \"eils" These serve also 
as protection to the faces, for they can be 
terribly burnt by the glare of the sun on the 
sno,,"" 
'''hen "ïnter loosens his grip on the 
country, the snow-slides hegin, They are 
the rule and not the exception" The prin- 
cipal. staple ones, like the" Sunnyside, .. are 
well known, and e\'ery one gi\"es them a wide 
margin of room, But the most of them 
come from all directions and follow no rules 
or routes of any sort. Forty-fiye of them 
have been counted in four miles. 
In 
larch of one year twenty-eight men 
in all lost their li\"es in the slides. 
Iiners 
were swept out of bed at the shaft-houses 
and down the mountain, m.er and over in 
the snow with flour, ginger-snaps, and 
mine machinery. Some 1ìnished on top 
unhurt, but others were dug out late in 
the next summer. It's a time for blooded 
things to hibernate-the miners duster 
round a phonograph and forget the world 
for months. But it's the trouble-hunter's 
bus\" time. 
The thaws are teasing loose tons of snow 
at the top of a great toboggan, A way up at 
the top where the snow-cones form, one top- 
ples over, and a few snowballs start rolling 
down the slope; then a huge cake drags 
loose and the slide is off. Quietly and 
stealthily it starts, gathering volume and 
speed each second; the swish of the snow 
changes to a muffled rattle as trees and 
bo',dders are polished from the surface and 
ground underneath; the snow billows up 
in mushrooms as it is pushed from behind, 
and ahead of the avalanche rifts of snow 
shoot out at lightning speed. The speed 
and power of it are titanic, but the terror 
of that rumble and noi"c cannot compare 
with the awful way that huge, unc3.nny 
tangle of snow and trees slugs its way to 
the bottom and spreads out in a remorse- 
less solidity, 

o far the linemen here have had mar- 
vellouslv few deaths from the slides, Be- 
sides c;editing much to their prmoerbial 
luck, it implies a cool judgment and caution 
in the men. They are usually picked men 


and young, who have borne a reputation 
for endurance and capability in the coun- 
try, They are all sworn as special depu- 
ties, go armed, and carry the authority and 
confidence of the community. 
One thing that should be mentioned i
 
the constant proximity of these men to in- 
stant death while they are working on wires 
that carrv such a current as seventeen thou- 
sand volts. It is not necessarv to come into 
contact with it-merely to get into the field 
will kill a man if he is grounded, ""hen 
a wire goes dO\yn, the trouble can often be 
located by the flame of the arc which i
 
thrown, It will jump the thirty feet from 
the pole to the ground, and an arc like that 
will light up the mountain canyons for miles 
around, 
In summer, when thunder-storms are 
rife, the lightning adds its terror to the 
lines, The lightning arrestors at the sub- 
station flash and crackle like artillery, and 
now and again cross-arms are burned off 
or the giant insulators shattered. On the 
peaks among the clouds electrical storms 
are always terrifying. The lightning dis- 
charges in horizontal instead of perpendic- 
ular planes, and distinct electrical wa ye" 
fly back and forth to oppress a man till he 
lies down flat and gets under them. .\t 
such times blue sparks play all over the 
mane of a sweaty horse, and enough static 
electricity is gathered on a telephone wire 
to light lamp globes, and sparks will jump 
to the lineman's spurs as he climbs a pole, 
Lightning is such a factor that barbed wire 
is often strung on the cross arms with 
mountain toll lines to catch and ground the 
bolts. 
One power company carries one hun- 
dred thousand volts on each of three ca- 
bles, nne-hundred and fifty miles over the 
mountains to Ðem"er. During a storm 
these cables are livid lines of blue light 
streaking through the darkness. ""hen 
one of these wires grounds, it burns the 
sand to glass where it enters the earth; and 
they tell of its having fallen acruss an iron 
bridge near Dillon and burned it in two. 
So much leakage is there from this current 
that the trouble-hunter's telephone line, 
strung about lìfty feet from the cable-tow- 
ers, induces enough voltage to make it dan- 
gerous, A patrolman who had called up 
his wife on this wire to let her know he 
was safe, had no more than heard her 
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answer than there came to him a pierc- 
ing scream as she was knocked senseless 
to the floor. 


In Alaska, the last of our great fron- 
tiers, the signal service of the United States 
Army maintains a telegraph line from St. 
::\[ichaels through the interior, via Fair- 
banks to Valdez. It is the pride of all men 
who know of it. The men who operate and 
maintain it are the pick of the army phys- 
ically, mentally, and as companions. A 
year's service here counts for two years, 
and the men's responsibilities are varied 
enough to make their position much like 
that of the Northwest :\Iounted Police in 
Canada, They are the hosts of the coun- 
try; sometimes special sheriffs for the capt- 
ure of outlaws, and, informally, they are 
doctors for whites and Indians, and general 
helpers of the scattered population. 
The twelve hundred miles of line trav- 
erse as varied a lot of lonesome wilderness 
as man can find, along a bleak Arctic coast 
where iron posts are bent double with the 
sleet; through dense forests of constantly 
falling timber, and in parts so wild that 
moose are constantly breaking the wires; 
along the banks of the Yukon and Tanana 
Rivers, and over muskegs and swamps of 
the deadly" nigger-heads," The" nigger- 
head" is a sort of bunch-grass which builds 
into humps which make the hardest kind of 
travel known. A lineman near Talovana, 
in working through one of these swamps, 
sprained his ankle and was unable to travel. 
He crawled a mile or more over the uneven 
ground, and then gave up and froze to death. 
The builders saw pretty rough service, lived 
in tents through the whole winter, and suf- 
fered much in learning the ways of the 
country. A pair of mittens and a sled-trail 
ehding at a hole in the shore-ice told the 
tale of one man's end, and many were the 
cases of freezing which resulted from care- 
lessness or neglect. But experience has 
taught much, and regulations are minimiz- 
ing more and more the hardships and 
dangers. 
Two signal service men and an infantry- 
man are quartered in repair cabins at inter- 
vals of from twenty-five to tifty miles along 
the line. In September their isolation be- 
gins, and they take in supplies for ten 
months and cache them on platforms away 
from the reach of squirrels. Besides a gen- 
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eral equipment each station has a team of 
five dogs, and along the rivers boats and 
canoes. :Midway between the stations are 
small relief cabins for emergencies, and 
many a time has an exhausted" musher" 
been taken in by the service men and 
nursed along his way again. 
"'hile the severity of winter makes the 
work dangerous, it is during the summer 
that the men's work is the hardest. Then 
the gnats and mosquitoes are rife, They 
drive pack-animals crazy, and mat into a 
man's boots and gauntlets in thousands 
Besides wearing nets about their heads, the 
service men have to "pitch" the seams 
of their glO\'es to keep out these stinging 
devils, Summer, too, means soaking treks 
through the bogs of the muskeg, and long 
hikes of from twenty to forty miles on the 
beaches of the Yukon or Tanana. Here the 
river steamers start forest fires that take out 
miles of line and poles, and the trouble- 
man is at work while the moss is still burn- 
ing. Frosts coming out of the ground bring 
poles with them, and miles of poles have to 
be set again, Bunking with the Indians 
and woodchoppers; dropping down the 
rivers with the ice ancl pulling back against 
the current of a moonlight night-the work 
of these men forces upon them the isolated, 
self-dependent life of a wilderness man. 
,\n instance of the work they do is shown 
in the four-days trip made in February, 
1908, by Sergeant Cox, in saving an old- 
timer, "Old _Monte," whose feet were 
badly frozen and were mortifying while he 
lay in his lone cabin thirty miles away. Cox 
started in the morning with his dog team 
and basket sleigh, with the thermometer 
helow zero and the trail blown in "ith 
loose snow. By night the old man's cabin 
was reached. Next day was spent in doc- 
toring 
lonte, and on the following morn- 
ing Cox started alone with the sick man in 
the dog sleigh for Fairbanks. That day he 
made the forty-seven mile
 to Ester Creek, 
uphill and dm\'n, over the divide, through 
soft snow-a trip that is still talked about 
among men who are accustomed to the feats 
of strong men on the trail. 
At seven next morning they woke him 
up to tinish the job-eight miles into Fair- 
hanks over an easy trail. They saved 
most of .:\Ionte's two feet, and Cox un- 
doubtedh- saved his life. 
Cox w
s soon back at his station working 
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at the telegraph key. He had telegraphed 
to head-quarters for permission to leave 
his post, and only in this way was the feat 
brought to the attention of men. Things 
of the sort are done regularly in the line 
of duty, and no mention of them is ever 
made-abm'e all, these men are modest. It 
was with a delightful mingling of modesty 
and pride that Cox showed me his cer- 
tifÌcate of meritorious service, signed by 
President Roosevelt. 
Of such stuff are the trouble-hunters: 
clear-eyed, solid-bodied men who have chos- 
en hard work in the open air; cheerfully 


adaptable to any circumstance, troublesome 
or pleasant; and full of independence and 
self-reliance, 
It is not that wintef'Ïn the mountains is a 
new phenomenon or that the perils of a 
wilderness have not been met bv men be- 
fore-but the spread of the iron å'nd copper 
wires has taken men constantly into the 
worst of these perils, and called for the same 
qualities in the trouble-hunting man that 
make the tales of Norsemen, explorers, and 
pioneers so absorbing. 
Trouble-hunters they are in every sense 
of the word. 
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A1-IDEK-Robert Cam- 
den-" Bob" Camden 
when one was upon ad- 
vanced terms of friend- 
ship, and they were soon 
reached-continued to 
gaze out of the window. 
1\' ot that any claim can be 
advanced for any interest 
on account of the mere act. 
The admission must im- 
mediately be made that 
nothing unusual marked 
the actual performance, 
The exceptionality of the proceeding arose 
from what he beheld-more, even, from 
what he did not see. 
The sky was there as usual, a brilliant 
canopy of the purest jewelled blue, but then, 
like any of the other every-day wonders of 
the world, this most miraculous of them all 
may be dismissed as a commonplace. The 
earth, the ground outspread before him, 
was the extraordinary feature. K ot that 
much of it was to he seen, Closely massed 
roofs stretched out before him and far be- 
low him so that it seemed paved with them, 
wide tops of great buildings appearing 
hardly more than gray flagstones. These 
were broken by towers and spires and chim- 
neys, from which mounted plumes of steam 
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or swung streamers of sun-shot smoke. 
Among them was traced an insolvable geo- 
metric problem of lines which were streets 
and avenues. Beyond flowed the river, a 
long strip of the heaven cut out and laid 
along the land, Ü\"er it sped many boats 
which might have been the darting naviga- 
tors of a brook's bright surface. 
 \cross ex- 
tended a hanging thoroughfare more won- 
derful than any hanging garden making a 
wonder of the ancient world. Then more 
roofs and steeples and turrets and close ar- 
rays of factory chimneys, and at last some- 
thing green, the country, finally; but direct- 
ly before him the city as an outrolled map. 
Did he see these things? Bless you, not 
at all. \rhat he discerned was a white, 
low, wide house, vague and yet clear in the 
moonlight, For the moonlight was almost 
as bright as daylight, though casting soft, 
deep shadO\vs in which much was lost. 
The brick path up which he looked was 
lined with lilac and with snowball bushes, 
but that late June night they were no longer 
in bloom. On the low steps of the piazza 
stood pots of some flowering shrubs. Near 
one of them, her face resting on her arms 
stretched out along an upper step, half lay 
a girl all in white. He waited and looked 
and he did not speak, though he heard a 
low sob. 
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" You will as soon as you can," she 
whispered through her tears and her hand- 
kerchief and her fingers. 
"I'm only going," he assured her, "be- 
cause I can make something for us to live 
on that way. This call to New York means 
a big chance, I can't miss it, and I've got 
to leave at once, Now that we're en- 
gaged-" 
She held up one hand to him, which he 
seized and kissed, but not content with that, 
he bent and kissed her hair. 
The summons to the city had been fol- 
lowed by the immediate business necessity 
of a departure for South America. Letters 
were necessarily interrupted. 'Yhen, re- 
turning, he landed in X ew York, he had not 
received one for three months. Then at 
the boarding-house where he had stayed he 
found his last letter to her returned as not 
delivered. The missive had been forward- 
ed by the post-office from Chicago, where 
it had been sent from the village to a street 
and number there, In the first train he hur- 
ried to Chicago and to the address. She 
had been at the house for a month, working 


as a typewriter in a railway office, and had 
gone away. "'hither, nobody knew. At 
her place of employment they could give 
him no information. At the village where 
she had taught in the school, he could only 
learn that she had gone to Chicago, where 
her letters had been forwarded to her. At 
the small farm of her only relative of whom 
he knew, a married aunt, where he immedi- 
ately journeyed, he could learn nothing. 
Her last letter which he had received 
seemed in no wise different from the others. 
The sudden lack of all trace, of all knowl- 
edge, of her was crushing. She was as lost 
to him as if she had never existed, 
For the waifs and strays of the world- 
the huge multitude which have no fixed 
home and abiding-place, and all the estab- 
lished relationships which go with these- 
to sink from sight and to disappear from 
ken is not uncommon. The sparrow that 
falls to the ground falls often with hardly 
less notice by mankind-and of her Cam- 
den could learn no more than of some 
bird which had flown away in last year's 
flock. 
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"She may think I ne,'er meant it," he 
muttered, "and rye only been living eyery 
day and eyery hour to see her again, from 
the moment I left her. And-" 
"'hat might ha,.e happened to her? 
''"hen the black shadow of that thought fell 
upon him, he turned away, or tried to turn 
away. His misery, though, was a tyrant 
from whom he might not ny, for no matter 
ho\\r he strm'e to escape, the power was ever 
there to force him back to subjection. No 
matter what he might attempt for occupa- 
tion, the weight and pain were upon him, 
compelling him to carry them and forcing 
him to stagger under their burden. 
So he looked out of the window of the 
sky-scraper, one of the monster's number- 
less eyes which opened north, east, south, 
and west oyer the tity; and while he gazed 
the life of the mammoth building went on, 
himself but a mere atom of its thronging 
population, his story a single incident of its 
multitudinous dramas. The elevators shot 
up and down, some to be arrested at any 
noor, the" express" making but few stops. 
Up-up they tIew, until those within might 
well believe that they were mounting to the 
clouds. Their doors clanging open and 
shut stood in long array, with the uniformed 
"starter" hurrying the already hastening 
multitudes. Along the main corridors the 
crowd poured for conveyance to this or 
that one of the layers of stories, the indi- 
viduals alighting and tramping through the 
miles of halls to the myriads of offices. All 
sorts and conditions of men and women- 
"poorman, richman, beggarman, thief" 
and their feminine eguh.alents. Cp and 
down they thronged with every variety of 
garb, with every degree of bearing, with 
every change of expression of the human 
countenance. Packed within the iron cages 
of the "lifts" they were jerked on their 
various missions-in the mere mechanical 
discharge of the routine task of the day; 
in the pursuit of some project in "lhich suc- 
cess meant the accomplishment of a life's 
ambition; in the dread of some result which 
involved the misery of a future. They 
came and they went with the alert step and 
ready smile of success; with the dragging 
footfall, the hent shoulders, and down- 
drawn mouth of defeat. For all purposes 
and on all quests they hustled and jostled 
and loitered and lingered, weaving the web 
of the sky-scraper's life, a multicolored 


design of many patterns, unrolled and re- 
wound endlessly within the twenty-four 
hours. They arrived and departed, they 
ascended and descended, and at each stop- 
ping-place "Batty" Daly, with the same 
automatic decision with which he arrested 
and set going the mechanism of the eleva- 
tor, announced continuously: 
"Fourteenth - twenty-third - thirty- 
seventh-" until he came to "forty-sec- 
ond. Top floor," when he began again on 
a descending scale, ending with the proc- 
lamation: "Ground floor. All out," 
All the time, as he sped up or dropped 
down, he stared when he passed the orna- 
mented grille of "fifteenth," in the hope of 
catching a glimpse of Edna Goulder's yel- 
low poll, more golden than the gilding on 
the filigreed iron-work. 
"Got to hurry," he found chance to mut- 
ter at last as she darted through the door on 
one of her many errands to the other offices 
which the Everwear Hosiery J\Ianufac- 
tories had on the thirty-ninth. 
"Oh, I couldn't lose you," she answered, 
elevating her always elevated little chin. 
"Sure you weren't tryin' to find me?" 
"That's what you're doin' at six when I 
go home," she answered pointedly. 
" Goin', then, to-night?" he asked 
casually. 
" You'll find out if you wait," she replied 
as she whisked away. 
Then down again sank the car, to be 
ready in the row with a dozen more to take 
its next load, pressing into it the moment 
that its last occupants had left it. 
On the third, in the extensive quarters 
of the Atlantic States :l\Iilling Company, 
which filled a corner and extended far on 
each side, business had been progressing as 
usual, and-something else. 'Vesley Park- 
man, the head bookkeeper, entering the re- 
doubtable door which bore upon its ground- 
glass the golden word" President," dropped 
the heavy bundle of documents which 
he held. Such a performance on the part 
of AIr. Parkman was highly unbecoming, 
as he would have been the first to admit. 
Indeed, his conduct caused him to feel a 
fleeting sense of culpahility even at the mo- 
ment. \Vas he not entering the august 
presence of Ira Kennedy, the head of the 
company, and the president, director, 
trustee, receiver, of as many other com- 
panies, corporations, railroads, banks, as 
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he had years of his life-and he came near 
to the three score and ten? Al
o, if 1\1r. 
})arkman had been aware of it, he was en- 
tering the presence of one even migh tier 
than Ira Kennedy himself, one to whom 
even greater rulers than Ira Kennedy were 
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forward, hesitated to touch the prostrate 
man, spoke his name-and then hurried 
through the door. 
In an instant he returned with the \lill- 
ing Company's secretary. 
"Dead?" whispered the official. 
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He stepped forward, hesitated to touch the prostrate man, 
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compelled to yield, one whom, no matter 
what was the power of Ira Kennedy and 
others, when the time came they were not 
able to put under their feet. 
"That caused ::\1r. \Vesley Parkman to 
start in such a highly unbefitting manner, 
and furthermore to be guilty of the delin- 
quency of allowing the papers to slip from 
his hands, was the sight of the president of 
the company, bent face downward on his 
desk, with his arms limply hanging. .\n 
absolute stillness about the figure, Parkman 
felt rather than perceived. He stepped 


"I don't know," Parkman chattered. 
Together they stood for an instant, 
doubtful, beside the still tìgure. 
"There's a doctor-Doctor Ferris-in 
the office of the Germicide Company down 
the hall. Get him here at once," 
.\ clerk who was at the open door heard, 
and dashed away. 
"Is there anyone to inform?" asked 
Parkman, still in mumed tones. 
"He lived up in his big house all alone," 
declared the secretary positi,-ely. "There's 
not a relative east of the )lississippi, if 
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there's any out therE:. He hasn't a belong- 
ing in the city except his son-Francis 
Kennedy." 
., He hasn't been on terms with him for a 
great while," Parkman prompted. "Has 
not spoken to him in three years." 
The secretary nodded. 
"They quarrelled about the way the old 
man," Parkman spoke in still deeper whis- 
pers, "managed some tenement property 
on the East Side. The son's a student of 
social conditions, and something of a phi- 
lanthropist and reformer-" 
"He's got to be told, I suppose," the sec- 
retary said doubtfully, 
"'''here's he to be found?" 
"Don't you know?" asked the other 
significantly. 
Parkman looked his ignorance. 
"He has an office up in the thirty-fourth 
floor, where he's agent of the Tenement 
House Improvement Association." 
"In this building?" 
" Yes," 
The two men stared at each other. 
"Good heavens, Parkman," said the 
secretary impatiently, "what do you think? 
Don't you realize that this place has more 
inmates than the inhabitants of many a 
town with a third-class post-office? I'll 
swear the two haven't set eyes on each other 
for a year." 
"Should he be -sent for?" 
"There's only one man can answer 
that," returned the secretary-" 1\1r. Tryng- 
ham, of Tryngham, :Morse & 1Iowatt, the 
general counsels." 
"\\There do they do business?" 
"On the twenty-seventh floor. Go," 
the secretary directed, ,. and telephone 1\1r. 
Tryngham." 
Parkman, departing quickly, encountered 
the physician rapidly entering. His exam- 
ination was the briefest, He stood erect 
by the side of the heavy couch to which the 
body of the president had been borne. 
" Yes," he replied to the other's unspoken 
question. 
"Sudden-" commented the secretary; 
and as a second thought he added, "Better 
not let the newspapers get hold of it until 
after business hours. They'd have out an 
extra in fifteen minutes, and the market is 
very unsteady." 
"He has such large interests and con- 
nections? " 


"l\fore than most people suppose. I've 
sent for his lawyer. He's in the building, 
and he should be here in a minute." 
The mingled sounds of the sky-scraper's 
complex activities penetrated but dully in 
the secluded private office. They were so 
many and di\Trse and ceaseless that they 
created an unbroken undertone-in which, 
however, there was nothing assuaging. It 
fell upon the ear with a heavy insistence 
which brought a sense of burden. Some- 
times steps more marked in their precipi- 
tancy rose to distinctness. Occasionally a 
voice, lifted harshly or vehemently, could 
be more clearly heard. The agitation of 
the troubled stream of life flowing so near 
was in the air, and reacted upon the nerves, 
The stillness of the apartment increased the 
tension, The white hand of the dead man 
dragging down inertly to the floor, in some 
way caused each outside noise to appear 
more acute, the steady resonance of press- 
ing existence to seem more masterful. 
The lawyer came in as if late to keep an 
appointment. 
" All over?" he demanded briskly, 
1\either the secretary nor the physician 
spoke, but in the silence was an answer. 
"I kno
 all about this," he said sharply. 
"The old gentleman made his will only last 
week. Shouldn't be surprised if he felt 
something was coming, He must have ex- 
perienced a change of heart. The whole 
thing's left to his son, Francis Kennedy." 
"The king is dead. Long live the king," 
muttered the secretary, who collected first 
editions. 
"He's got to be brought here at once. I 
understand he has an office in the building. 
I'll go for him myself," 
!\'Ir. Tryngham, ha'Ting closed the matter 
in hand as if he had neatly snapped a rub- 
ber band upon it, rapidly left the room. 
Still his haste, as he approached the eleva- 
tor and touched the button, was not greater 
than was usual with him when going to 
lunch at the Lawyers' Club. Certainly his 
countenance gave no indication that he was 
engaged in any more unusual affair. But 
then so many things came before l\1r. 
Tryngham's notice, he encountered so 
much that was out of the ordinary in the 
farrago of the twenty-four hours. Indu- 
bitably, though, in his preoccupation, he 
failed to attend to a conversation carried on 
beside him. 
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" You did it on purpose," protested the 
fair one with the lemon locks. " You went 
past my 1100r." 
"Think I'm a thought-reader?" an- 
swered Prince Charming with the silver- 
plated badge. "Say, I 
got something to say 
to you." 
"\Yhy don't you?" 
"S'teenth!" he 
burst forth, so that the 
announcement sound- 
ed like a scornful re- 
sponse to her question. 
,. This ain't no place. 
Honest, what time you 
gain' home to-night?" 
"If I told you- 
you'd know." 
"I got seats for a 
show," he declared 
m ysteriousl y. 
Her silence indi- 
cated distrust, if not 
indifference. 
"The name at the 
head of the letter- 
paper in the Adver- 
tising Agency on the 
twenty-ninth gave 'em 
to me." 
Increasing credulity, 
the precursor of aug- 
menting interest, 
showed in her bright 
eyes. J.M-Y . - 
"Is it any good?" 
"Broadway," he 
replied impressively. 
Tryngham stepped 
from the car at the landing he sought. No. 
10038 he found by turning a corner after 
proceeding dO\vn a long intersecting pas- 
sage. The door with the modest black- 
lettered name of the charitable organization 
he threw open. The apartment disclosed 
was small and bare. By the window a 
young man sat at a typewriter. 
"_Mr. Francis Kennedy?" jerked out 
Tryngham. 
" Yes," replied the young man, rising, for 
something in the speaker's voice startled him. 
"1-1-" began Tryngham with as great 
hesitation as he ever exhibited, "I have 
come to tell you that your father has just 
been found dead in his office downstairs." 
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"Fathcr-" gasped the young man, and 
stopped short. 
"I am the counsel for the Atlantic States 
l\Iilling Company, also his private legal 
adviser. ] have come to you at once, be- 
cause I knew that in 
spite of the-differ- 
ences between you, 
that \"ery recently he 
has made a will leav- 
ing you his entire fort- 
une. " 
Francis Kennedy 
drew a quick breath. 
For an instant he 
raised his hand to his 
mouth, where, momen- 
tarily, the lower lip 
was caught between 
the teeth, 
" It can't be " he ex- 
claimed. ' 
"There's no possi- 
bility of mistake," as- 
serted Tryngham. "I 
drew the will myself. 
You're in command 
now, and it's for you 
to say w hat's to be 
done." 
"All is mine," mur- 
mured Kennedy as if 
suddenly reach ing a 
more comprehending 
. 
 
 realization. 
"All the real estate, 
every foot of it-all the 
in v est men t s - e\ ery 
bond in the safe de- 
posit vaults-the con- 
trol in all the railroads and business con- 
cerns-every share of stock. You are in 
the saddle now." 
"Can anything be done for-father?" 
he asked with concern. 
"N othing. Parkman and a doctor are 
with him. \Ye'll keep the death from the 
newspapers for a few hours." 
"I'll go down with you," returned Ken- 
nedy rapidly. "But-you tell me all de- 
volves on me from this moment. Can I do 
as I please?" 
"Practically-in every respect. Of 
course, the will must be probated before 
you legally come into possession, but there 
are no relatives and there can be no contest 
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Mr. Tryngham . . . rapidly left the 
roum.-Page 106. 
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or opposition. I may say posith'ely that 
you are absolutely in control now." 
,. Perhaps I can stop it," muttcred Kcn- 
nedy half to himself. " Do you know any- 
thing about the 
\laskan Company?" 
"The deal-" 
"The steal-" said the young man 
sharply. "Ko, I am not saying what I 
should not, for fathcr took it over from 
others. I don't believe he half knew about 
it; though, for the first time in years, I wrote 
to him to tell him, I'd like to do some- 
thing about that at once," 
" You've got the direction of affairs now." 
"All right," said Kennedy as he walked 
to the door, "l\1ay I ask something of 
you? " 
"'Ve should be pleased to act for you in 
the same capacity in which \ve have acted 
for your father." 
"Very well, but this is different. I'd 
like to have you telephone Alan Row- 
landson, civil engineer, here in the building, 
and say that I want him to come without 
delay to meet me at the Atlantic l\1illing 
Company." 
Five minutes later, Francis Kennedy 
pushed along the tessellated floor of the ap- 
proach to the )Iilling Company's offices. 

 0 indication gave evidence of what had 
taken place within, no suggestion was con- 
veyed of what lay beyond. Death, death 
itself, was but the mere breakdown of a 
piece of the human machinery, irreparable 
in the instance, but immediately replaceable. 
The next day another executive would be at 
the desk, and all business would go on the 
same. Death-it was no more a stranger 
to the sky-scraper than anything else was 
strange. Had not each one of its towering 
stories cost a life, as in their construction 
each one of its fellows had averaged a life 
apiece for every stage? Had not its builders 
counted the cost in death, computing it al- 
most as accurately as the outlay for stone 
and steel? \Ve do not, with savage rites, 
splash the blood of vic"tims over the foun- 
dations of our huge erections of nowa- 
days, but nevertheless there is the sacrifice 
of life for each great monument of our mod- 
ern civilization which goes up. The sky- 
scraper had taken its toll of mortality and 
of misery, had received the last breath of 
the fatally injured, had brought the shriek 
of the broken-hearted. For it there had 
been sacrifice and suffering, and for it men 


had met their end and women wept for them, 
\Vhat was a death more or less for it? l\Ien 
passed, but it stood and would continue to 
stand. \Yhat was anything to it, the immu- 
table Juggernaut crushing out existences, 
the 1\-1oloch exacting its t1esh-offering? 
\Vithin the private office Francis Kennedy 
remained but a short time. He issued from 
it slowly and silently, with Tryngham and 
the secretary. A younger man hastening 
up brought him to a stand-still. 
" Ah, .-\lan," he greeted him, and turned 
to the secretary: "I want to speak a few 
moments to :Mr. Rowlandson alone," 
"Come into my room," urged the com- 
pany's officer solicitously. 
\Vhen the secretary closed the door, 
leaving the two young men in the apart- 
ment marked with all the opulence of busi- 
ness luxury, Kennedy took a quick turn 
across the large rug. 
"It's a shock, even with the relations, or 
the lack of them, we have had," he ad- 
dressed the other, "Howe\rer, you know 
the way it has been and, well-I'm sorry 
without sorrow, if that says anything." 
Again he walked from border to border of 
the rug. "I understand I have everything 
in my hands, on my shoulders, now." He 
wheeled about. " You've got to start for 
Alaska at six o'clock-in two hours and 
a half. I've asked about the train to 
Chicago. " 
" Alaska!" exclaimed Rowlandson. 
"There are things going on there I can't 
stop too soon, now that I have the power,- 
I want you to be there and take charge of 
the Alaska concern and do what is right." 
He raised his voice with the last word. "I 
can't go, with my father's death, but I can 
depend on you. I want you to get on the 
ground without loss of a moment. I'll 
send full powers and instructions after you. 
This isn't because you're a friend, but be- 
cause I know you're the man for the job. 
Of course I'm glad that there's this chance 
for what \,,"ill be more than worth while to 
you. So will you be off at six?" 
"Off in two hours and a half?" Row- 
landson's words fairly ended in a laugh, 
"\Vhy, I'm to be married in four days, 
don't you remember? Got it all fixed, 
license and everything," 
"I had forgotten 11iss Fairchild," re- 
turned Kennedy, stopping short, "and your 
wedding, \Vell "-again he resumed his 
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pacing_IC what's to prevent your being 
married? You have all the requirements 
arranged, you say." 
,. But," answered Rowlandson, IC you 
want me to go immediately." 
IC "'hat's the matter with having the wed- 
ding at once ? You're so in love, the sooner 
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"There's nothing one of these sky- 
scrapers can't supply, even the ministra- 
tions of the church. I'll call up the janitor 
and ask, Let me see, ßlÏss Fairchild is 
with the lowka Roofing people." 
"On the twenty-eighth." 
"Telephone there and say that you have 
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.. A wedding here!" she exclaimed, clasping her hands.-Page III. 


the better for you, and I'm mistaken in 
Miss Fairchild if she hasn't the sport- 
ing spirit in her for it. Be married this 
afternoon, and make Alaska a wedding 
trip." 
"I might ask Florence," said Rowland- 
son with animation. "In two hours, 
though, how could it be managed? There 
wouldn't be time to find a clergyman up- 
town, and catch the train." 
"Be married here and now." 
"Here, in the building? \Vhere's the 
minister? " 


a proposition to make to her and that you 
want to speak tu her at once." 
IC I will," replied Rowlandson with en- 
thusiasm. He hesitated. "But if she 
agrees-where could we be married?" 
Kennedy considered for a moment. 
"In my office upstairs. Ask :Miss Fair- 
child to come up there to meet you, and go 
up now yourself." 
For Rowlandson to obtain from the sur- 
prised girl the assent to see him immedi- 
ately, needed but a few moments, 
\I Oh, Alan," she exclaimed, \I there is 
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something in your voice, Is it anything 
bad? " 
.. Good-good! "he eÀdaimcd. "If you'll 
make it good." 
.\ few minutes later, he waited in the 
Tenement .\ssociation's restricted quarters. 
The period of suspense became an almost 
unbearable delay. He had gone through 
three years with fair patience while they 
saved enough to gi\'c them, in their opinion, 
or rather hope, capital for the establish- 
ment of their partnership in the venture- 
some business of the reduction of rosy 
dreams to reality. At last 
he had "set 
the day," and his impatience had hardly 
been equal to the needs of struggling with 
the slow passing of a fortnight. Now, with 
the suddenly presented opportunity of the 
immediate realization of his wish, he could 
hardly compose himself for five minutes. 
Rowlandson's thoughts flew swiftly over 
the past years. How he had wished for a 
chance, such a chance as the present, to gain 
money. :Money to give her much which he 
wanted for her sake. :Money for beautiful 
things for her to wear and worthy of her 
beauty; for the daily comforts and luxu- 
ries of a richer existence; the satisfaction of 
the amenities of a more affluent condition; 
the very variety and pleasure of a more lei- 
surely life. 
Ioney, as he toiled at his desk 
in the sky-scraper how he had longed for it, 
as all the other hundreds and thousands of 
the sky-scraper's workers longed for it, ac- 
cording to their conditions and experiences. 
All striving with different aureate dreams 
before them, all lured onward by varied 
golden will-o'-the-wisps to labor and con- 
tend beneath that mighty roof. The feel- 
ing was in the very atmosphere. It might 
ha\;e been some emanation from the tower- 
ing walls, some overpowering exhalation 
from the massive foundations, The sky- 
scraper itself had been for many the source 
of envy and despair. \\ïth its value so 
great as to be beyond accurate estimate, it 
seemed to dwarf all possible possession, to 
render pigmy not only ordinary human 
beings, but ordinary human fortunes. \Yas 
not the very ground on which it stood of 
.such price that the sum would buy land 
sufficient to grow grain to feed a fair-sized 
army? \Vould not the revenue derived 
from it finance and support many a minor 
kingdom? :\Ioney it represented, money 
it was built to make, and those who entered 


on its service quickly felt and learned the 
requirements of their overlord. :\Ioneywas 
the shibboleth they learned to pronounce, 
and for those who failed there speedily fol- 
lowed the quick extermination of the un- 
fitted. 
Rowlandson had left the door open and 
he heard her light step in the hall. He was 
at the threshold as she approached. 
"Come in," he said hurriedly. "Francis 
Kennedy wants me to. start for Alaska at six 
o'clock. There is good pay, perhaps big 
money, in it. :N ot to lose it, I've got to go in 
two hours, to be away I don't know how 
long. Are you willing to be married imme- 
diately? Are you game for that?" 
He stopped short, gazing at her anxious- 
ly and pleadingly. 
"Yes," she said, swiftly and without an 
instant's hesitation. 
"Then," he continued headlong, "I'm 
going to hunt up a clergyman, if Kennedy 
hasn't found one. I know you'd like that 
better than some city official or some judge." 
"Fancy being married by a judge!" she 
protested. 
"I'll bring a minister back here if you'll 
be ready." 
" Yes," she answered. "Oh, I never ex- 
pected that it would be this way! There's 
no music and I've no veil and there's no 
wedding cake. But," she continued wildly, 
"I don't care. We are going to be married 
just the same, and that's the important 
thing, darling." 
His kiss upon her lips stopped her for a 
moment. 
""Thy," she declared exultantly, "I'd 
rather have it this way-so much sooner 
than we expected or hoped." 
"All right," he said. 
"\Vithout any bridesmaids or anything, 
but-can't I tell Rhoda? Can't I ask her?" 
" Yes, if you'll hurry," he answered on 
his way to the door. 
" I've grown so fond of her since she has 
been next to me there in the office all day. 
It would seem more like a wedding." 
"\Ve need a witness," he said to her over 
his shoulder as he hastened off. "In fact, 
we need two. Get anybody else you can 
find." 
Brought face to face with those crowded 
within the descending car, through the ob- 
liviousness of her joy she hardly strove to 
assume a more sedate mien. 
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"\Yhy, Daly, it's you," she exclaimed 
fervently, as if the circumstance were a 
wonderful fact in a wonderful world. 
" Y ep-wearin' my own face again to- 
day. But say," he asked, peering at her, 
., what's turned on the power?" 
., I'm going to be married, Batty. I'm 
going to be mar- 
ried," she mur- 
mured ecstatically. 
"\Vhuh! 's that 
the lemon pie? To 
the bridge and rail- 
way plumber in the 
fortv-first. The of- 
fice -kid he works for 
told me." 
"But, Batty," 
she insisted, "I'm 
going to be married 
here and now, in a 
few minutes." 
"G'wan!" he 
ejaculated with 
scornful indigna- 
tion, 
"I am, truly and 
really," she pro- 
tested. "In the 
room of the Tene- 
men t 
 \ssocia tÍon. 
Do you think you 
could get off long 
enough to act as 
a wi tness ? " 
\V i th the air of 
one to whom sur- 
prise is an unknown 
emotion, he accept- 
ed the situation, 
"rert." He 
paused, and continued: "A wedding here 
in the building. \Vell, if that don't break the 
speed limit ! Say, '11 you let me tell Edna? 
For fair, she couldn't stand it to be struck 
out on that. A weddin' goin' on here and 
she not also present? \Vhy, she'll hang on 
a curbstone before a church an hour to see 
the veil and orange-flowers drive up to the 
awnin' ." 
"Of course," she replied as she hurried 
out. "Tell her that I want her by all 
means. " 
\Yhen the car next went up, Daly as- 
cended in it as watchful passenger. He had 
made the necessary preparations and ob- 
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tained leave. Now, with the severe critical 
attitude of the expert, he watched his sub- 
stitute take up the load of which he was one. 
"Fifteenth," he said, and as he noted 
the difference of an inch between the level 
of the car and the floor he exclaimed, "Can't 
you make no better connection 'n that?" 
In the big room 
where a hundred 
and more \\omen 
and girls were at 
work, Batty knew 
exactly where to 
find Edna. The 
man at the swing- 
ing gate of the rail- 
ing motioned as if 
to stop him, but he 
kept haughtily on. 
"I'll come to see 
the boss another 
day," he said. 
" Just now I want 
to exchange a word 
or two with :l\Iiss 
Goulder." 
Edna saw him, 
and paused in the 
occupation of fold- 
in g the circulars 
which she took 
from a pile and 
placed in envelopes 
with such sleight- 
of-hand rapidity. 
"Say, you're in- 
vited toa weddin'," 
he announced, 
bending over her, 
A sligh t wrinkle, 
the merest rosy 
line, appeared on the bridge of :\liss Gould- 
er's plump nose. 
"Get fifteen minutes off," he enjoined, 
"even if they don't let you come back. 
:I\liss Fairchild's going to be married to the 
civil engineer guy on the forty-first, up 'n 
the office of the Tenement Association. 
I'm to be a witness, and I ran youse in." 
"A wedding here!" she exclaimed, clasp- 
ing her hands. "Why, where's the white 
ribbons, and-and the flowers?" 
"Aw, cut it out!" he returned with con- 
tempt. "They ain't nothing at these 'to 
have and to hold' reunions. It's the 'I 
\\ ill' tha t does the business." 


"I brought these flowers," said Edna, "they are 
not much."-Page 114. 
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., An' she won't have none," continued 

Iiss Goulder very earnestly. U I wundcr- 
she's heen dreadful good to me." 
" \\' ell ? " 
"I just wonder if [ cuuldn't get sume 
littlc white ones somewhere for twenty-five 
cents, and if she'd mind-" 
"Y ou can get flowers all right. Ain't 
there that .\merican Beauty counter down 
on the ground floor? But as for twenty- 
fi,"e cents-" 
" Just a few little white ones," continued 
:Miss Coulder thoughtfully, "I think'd be 
an awful nice thing to do." 
" I\'e heard of worse ways of bein' crazy." 
As :Miss Coulder was aware, the response 
contained the strongest approbation and 
encouragemen t. 
"I'm goin' to try," she said resolutely, 


Camden sat busily motionless at his desk. 
During an hour he had consciously and 
conscientiously continued at work. The 
vision which he had beheld out of the win- 
dow he would not let himself see. The 
thoughts which seemed to surround him and 
press for admission to his brain he had kept 
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from him, Only by such mechanical forc- 
ing of attention was he able tu accomplish 
anything. At length he considered that 
the time he had allotted for the pursuance, 
of the task in hand must have elapsed. He 
looked up at the clock, At that same instant 
Alan Rowlandson burst through the door. 
"I'm going to be married and I want you 
for best man." 
,. I know it," replied Camden calmly. 
"Didn't you break in here a month ago, al- 
most as much out of your head, and didn't 
I tcll you that I would, with pleasure?" 
"But I'm going to be married in five 
minutes, and I need you immediately-" 
" Rather a hurry-up call," said Camden, 
laughing. 
"There's a sudden chance-a glorious 
chance-for me, and we're going to have 
the \vedding right here. I want you to see 
me through." 
"
Iinus the regalia? Long coat-long 
hat ?" 
Rmvlandson struck his forehead with his 
hand. 
"The ring! the ring! I've forgotten 
the ring." 


Sped by her and cast herself into Camden's open arms,-Page 114- 
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"N ever mind, there's a jeweller on the 
ground floor." 
"Come with me. I'll get one and ex- 
plain as we go." 
Camden rose, put on his hat, and fol- 
lowed the other's hasty steps. 
"Is there anything else needed?" asked 
Rowlandson apprehensive- 
ly. "Forgetting the ring has 
given me a jolt. Think 
quick." 
"Rice and old sh oes," 
Camden suggested. "I 
have no do u b t that they 
could be supplied on the 
place." 
"I mean anything essen- 
tial," said Ro wi and son, 
searching wildly. 
He continued in agitated 
\:ogitation w hi 1 e the y de- 
scended in the elevator, and 
only a ppeared to become 
conscious of the presence of 
his friend as they pushed 
hurriedly through a lower 
passage of the sky-scraper. 
"N 0 news?" he asked. 
"
othing," replied Cam- 
den grimly. "The worst is, 
I don't know what to try 
tiext. I've had the police 
at it, and private detectÏ\'e 
agencies. Since I've got this "If there's tu be another wedding, 
position as the N ew York let me in on it." -Page 115. 
agent of the :\fexican con- 
cern I've got the money. I've the money," 
he explained bitterly, " and she isn't here to 
have the good of it, and ,vithout that it's no 
good to me." 
"Tough luck," murmured Rmvlandson. 
"I don't know what may have hap- 
pened. That's the ,vorst of it. If I'w got 
to bear it I could bear it better, I believe, if 
I knew that she was not living." 
He went on a few steps in silence, 
"But, my ancient mariner, I'm no proper 
wedding guest, much less a best man." 
The purchase of the ring was a hasty 
affair, and within a few minutes the two 
men ,vere shot upward to the thirty-fourth 
floor and the oftìce of the Tenement" \ssoci- 
ation. Kennedy was before them, and 
stood a,vaiting them at the door. 
"I couldn't speak to the janitor. His 
wife ,vas ill in their quarters somewhere up 
under the roof. However, I got his assist- 


ant and he declared there was a parson in 
some way connected with the IIomr II earth, 
on the twenty-sixth. I went there at once, 
and found a dominie immediately, all ready 
for the joh, He'll be here in a minute," 
The three men stood waiting, without 
further speech. In the heart of one was the 
exultation of sudden happi- 
ness; in the other the sharp 
ache of a hope deferred and 
sometimes car r i e d to de- 
spair; in the third the anxiety 
of responsihility and duty to 
be accomplished, The y 
were mere human hearts of 
the usual human size, but 
they were the sources of 
power and life, and the ,'ery 
sky-scraper was the result 
of the force and will of the 
hearts of men like these. 
To behold the gigantic ma- 
terial f a b r ice a use d an 
amazed awe, and yet, mighty 
mass as it was, great force as 
it contained, what was it in 
. its e ff e c t s in com parison 
with the slightest emotion of 
some one of its human con- 
tents, a heart's momentary 
im pulse reac ting upon 
others and setting in motion 
chains of events lasting ewn 
longer than might the sky- 
s era per itself, rea chi n g 
abroad to the very ends of 
the earth and onward to the very end of the 
world? For the worshippers 
f the con- 
crete, the actual, what they are pleased to 
term "facts," the sky-scraper was an iron 
and granite finality, the last word in the 
argument anent the cosmos, Yet ,vithin it 
human stories were carried on, even day- 
dreams were dreamed, which were more 
powerful in their consequence than it, and 
gave the lie to such philosophy. It was the 
personification of the seen, the tangible, the 
world, while within it, as within the hearts 
of men and women, the real existence was 
to be found, the e:xistence of sacrifice and 
as) jiration, of fear and of hope, of sorrmv and 
of joy, of hate and of lo\'c. .-\ china orange 
to Lombard Street! The sky-scraper to the 
youngest heart of the most unconsidered of 
its ,vorkers. In the great scheme of things 
it stood dwarfed, annihilated in the con- 
trast. "'hy, Edna Caulder coming up the 




 
't{ p\
 
\.v ____ 
 
.... X 
 /___- 
= 
 
t '\ 


 - 


 \
\
" 
 - - 
- \..", 
 
-"" ,----- \\ / 

[J
,

rl.\ 
}
!Ij 

 I I11I 
f 

IMIIII' W II 
 

 
I
r 


 ' 
. 
 
" ,
.:\,., .:' k
" -, 
I !."-.
 

 


'----' 


....1:.1 1I
('Iy.,.1oACf 



11-1 


The Sky-Scraper 


hall and holding a tiny sheaf of white flowers 
easily caused the sky-scraper, in the make- 
up of the unh"erse, to look, in spite of all its 
,'alue, like a specified sum which popular 
wisdom has settled upon as inconsiderable. 
:\Iiss Goulder's power of persuasion, aid- 
ed .... ith a statement of the facts of the case, 
had beguiled the nosegay from an unusually 
tender-hearted florist. She ad,-anced with 
calm contidence, while Batty lagged a little 
behind in an unwonted embarrassment. 
"\Ve're asked to the wedding," she pro- 
claimed. . 
"Of course you are," weJcomed Row- 
landson. "Corne in," and he stood aside 
so they could enter the room. 
"I brought these tlowers," said Edna, 
with a touch of diffidence. "They are not 
much." 
"They are a great deal," Rowlandson 
declared. "They're just what we need. 
Here, we'll put them on the table. .Ko, 
,vait and give them to the bride." 
"Here's the one who's going to tie the 
bonds of matrimony," called Kennedy. 
The rosiest and most rotund pattern of a 
clergyman on \vhom a bishop had ever 
laid hands came trotting toward the en- 
trance. Round-not a more perfect ex- 
ample of human sphericity could have been 
discovered in the whole Church Register. 
Plump-no missionary society in the old 
days, no matter how active, would ever 
have had the courage to send him to an 
early South Sea island. Smiling-he was 
bald, and over the pink expanse of his 
cranium seemed to pass the expanding 
ripples of his joviality. 
"Kow-now-this is a pleasure," he 
cried, rubbing his hands as if, lacking some 
one, he felt obliged to shake hands with 
himself in his abounding content. 
"Glad you could corne," assured Row- 
landson heartily. " You see, we're rather in 
a hurry, and-\vhy is not Florence here?" 
he continued, turning to Camden. 
"The hridal party is perhaps waiting for 
the wedding march to strike up," he said, 
"But there's some one," 
Light, hurried footsteps sounded from 
the hall. Rm-dandson, in his impatience, 
pressed to the door. 
"Here you are," he exclaimed in a tone 
of relief, " Everything is ready." 
Florence came into the room, her hand 
in his. Rowlandson and she, however, 
had not advanced beyond the mat when 


both involuntarily paused. Something in 
the bearing of Kennedy and the clergy- 
man, of Edna Goulder and Daly, arrested 
them. The very air seemed a medium in 
some mysterious way conveying apprisal 
of an event. \\ïthout seeing Camden they 
would have known that something had hap- 
pened. He was staring before him with 
\vild unbelief. 
" Rhoda!" he cried. 
The girl following Florence suddenly, 
with a cry, sped by her and cast herself 
into Camden's open arms, For an instant 
they were silent and the others equally 
speechless. 
" Rhoda! Rhoda!" he exclaimed, as if in 
the repetition of her name he sought con- 
firmation of the incredible. ""There did 
you come from?" 
"\Vhy," she replied, "I have not come 
from anywhere. I've just been here." 
She ,vithdrew her face from his shoulder to 
look at him, and at the same time attempted 
to give him a little shake, which in no wise 
stirred him. "\\There have )'()-zt been? Oh, 
r"e lived in such despair and so hopeless 
and afraid and everything!" 
" You have been here?" he said in 
amazement. 
"Six months in the building," she an- 
swered. 
"Here in the same building? \\Thy, I 
have been here nearly a year." 
"I could not hear from you, I wrote 
again and again to the address you gave me 
in .K ew York." 
"I wrote that the block was going to be 
pulled down to make room for an apart- 
ment house," 
"I never got the letter, and finally mine 
began to come back from the Dead Letter 
Office, and I had no money and I could not 
do anything. I came to N ew York and I 
got this position and I have been hoping and 
hoping- " 
"It's all right now, darling," he assured 
her. 
"It's been a long time," she said sadly. 
" \Ve'll just make up for it." 
"And-oh-I never, never thought 
\vhen Florence asked me to come to her 
wedding at once, that-that-" 
The speech stammered into incoherence 
and indistinctness, as a higher color blushed 
on her checks. 
"That you were coming to yours," he 
teased. "That's right. That there was 
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some one whom you said that you would 
have waiting for you. Ken:r mind these 
people, if they are looking and see us- 
they've got troubles of their own.;' 
In the break in 
the tension which 
had existed, all 
laughed as if Cam- 
den had accom- 
plished the best of 
witticisms. 
"That's the 
talk. That's the 
talk," encouraged 
the divine, and he 
placed his right 
hand on his left 
shoulder and his 
left conversely on 
his right, as if he 
could not refrain 
from embracing 
himself in the ex- 
cess of his cheer- 
fulness. "If there's 
to be another wed- 
ding, let me in on 
it. Two for the 
price of one," 
Again every- 
body except Ken- 
nedy recei,'ed the 
,vords with frcsh 
hilarity, for the 
prosperity of a jest 
lies not only in the 
ear but in the heart of the hearer, thou
h 
the Great Authority and ::\[aster who ne,'cr 
failed to mean everything probably meant 
that, too, 
"Agreed," assented Camden gleefully. 
"Only we must sce these two through 
first. " 
The clergyman instantly became as se- 
date as he could contri,"e, Still, the situa- 
tion, as he saw it, clearly contained such 
funds of humor that a chuckle continually 
escaped him even as he read the opening 
lines. 
Quickly, though, while the weighty sen- 
tences succeeded one another, he and the 
rest grcw more grave. 1\0 solemn tone of 
pealing organ had begun the ceremony. No 
dim, rich spaccs of church or cathedral sup- 
plied a setting, Xothing was to bc heard ex- 
cept the unceasing roar of the sky-scraper's 
mechanism, human and material, but faint- 


]]5 


ly dulled by door and distance. The place 
was merely a harren cubicle in the great 
structurc. The words, though, and the as- 
sociations with them and the meaning held 
by them, were 
cnough. "\\'hom 
God hath joined, 
let no man put 
asunder." The y 
were unusual 
words for the sky- 
scral)er-strange 
words where the 
might of men was 
held to be all in all, 
whcre greed and 
g a informed the 
rules and usages, 
where matters of 
the heart and soul 
were held but use- 
less sentiment, if 
indeed thcy ex- 
isted at all. Yet 
when she had mur- 
mured clearly, "I 
will," and he an- 
swered firmly, "I 
,vill," already, be- 
fore the end of the 
service, for every- 
one there the 
greatest money 
transaction in the 
sky-scraper t hat 
day, the biggest 
"deal" put through, was but the bartering 
of idle counters in comparison with the bar- 
gain just made by these two, "for hetter or 
for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sick- 
ness and in health, until death us do part." 


"""ill youse 
.. he asked suddenly, 
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Batty Daly walked away unusually si- 
lent. Edna, by his side, had not recovered 
her ready speech. At last, when they came 
to a darker bend of the corridor, he stopped. 
"\\ïll youse?" he asked suddenly. 
"I will," she replied, unconsciously in 
the ,yords she had lately heard. 
That is all, except a short conversation 
which took place an hour afterward in the 
elevator, of which Batty had again as- 
sumed control. 
Doctor Ferris of the Gcrmicide ('om pany, 
descending, found himself beside his cott- 
frère, the regular physician of the sky- 
scraper. 
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"Hello, Colby," he said, noticing that the 
other glanced at his watch. "In a hurry?" 
"I've been detained," Colby answered. 
"The janitor's wife in their quarters up on 
the very top floor's just had a child." 


K either spoke for a moment. 
"\Vell," said Ferris, "the youngster may 
be said to be born high up in the world." 
Both laughed with the indulgent amuse- 
ment accorded a manifest joke, 


EXPERI:\IENTS IN GERl\IANY \VI1
H UNEl\I- 
PLO\'"l\IEN'f INSURANCE 


By Elmer Roberts 


m OLITICAL thinking in Ger- 
iW.\ many, beginning with the 

 later Bismarckian days, 
abandoned the idea that the 
'. individual alone is responsi- 
ble for his situation in life, 
his employment or unemployment, and that 
somehow inwoven with individual respon- 
sibility is the responsibility of society, of the 
whole state. This way of thinking may 
now be called the minimum German state 
socialism, the kind of thinking that is still 
called radical in Great Britain or in Amer- 
ica, but in Germany is conservative. It 
became evident to observers that the loss 
of employment in industrial crises was 
brought about by events m"er which the 
workman could have no control. Besides 
periodical depressions, the development of 
immense organizations, formerly unknown, 
in the management of which the indiYidual 
workman does not participate and in which 
there can be no direct bargain behveen the 
managing employer and the employed, has 
brought economists and the paternal gov- 
ernments of German states to the convic- 
tion that the state or the local government 
must justly share responsibility for unem- 
ployment and must devise measures for the 
creation of a fund out of which the unem- 
ployed may of right take assistance. The 
government has therefore in the course of 
the last twenty-five years abandoned the 
stand-point of the imperial industrial laws 
guaranteeing complete liberty of action be- 
tween the giver of labor and the applicant, 
and has undertaken to intcn"ene by a policy 
of protection, This policy of protection 
for the employee runs parallel with protec- 
tion of agriculture, of internal trade, of for- 
eign commerce, and through an intricate 


system of adjustments, between all individ- 
uals whether great capitalists or small 
workmen, and the economic whole. It has 
been therefore an easy question to dispose 
of, whether public funds should be used 
in insurance against the results of unem- 
ployment. The majority of those deliber- 
ating upon the question in municipal coun- 
cils or in state commissions have decided 
that such application of government funds 
is correct in principle. 
The trying to think out and experiment 
\...ith insurance against the results of inter- 
mittent employment is a continuance by 
German cities and the governments of Ger- 
man states of the striving to squeeze de- 
pendent pauperism out of the social system, 
to round out the imperial insurances begun 
in the eighties for the widow, the iII, the 
aged, the orphan, and the disabled. Since 
the state enforces compulsory education, 
military service, and precautions for the 
health of the workman, it is regarded as a 
proper extension of the powers of govern- 
ment to prevent the labor unit from de- 
generating while temporarily out of use. 
He must be cared for and kept in a state of 
efficiency for re-employment, for the army, 
and for his general functions as a living and 
contributing organism of the state. Neither 
circumstances nor the individual's own in- 
adequate powers of resistance must be al- 
lowed to transform him into a parasite. 
The main element of the problem is re- 
garded as psychological, to maintain the 
human unit in good condition by keeping 
his spirit in a healthy state of self-respect 
and courage. After the old, the sick, and 
the defecti\'e have been sifted from the un- 
employed and cared for each under his 
classification, and after the police and the 
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magistrates have driven to forced labor 
those otherwise able yet without the will to 
work, there remain the capable and the 
willing for whom there is no work. Official 
and semi-official labor exchanges make it 
easy for the person who desires work to be 
brought into relation with the person or 
company having work to give, But after 
all has been done, a surplus remains of 
workers over the amount of work to do, 
The solicitude of the state for the unem- 
ployed in Germany is greater perhaps than 
in most other countries, because the im- 
perial policy is to make life at home easy 
enough and endurable enough to continue 
to keep Germans in Germany, to give them 
employment and a sense of security for the 
future. The German workman does seem 
to have the feeling that he is upheld by the 
whole of the splendid and powerful society 
of which he is an obscure member. Life is 
dingy, but he feels that he will not be al- 
lowed to become submerged utterly, no 
matter what calamities may happen to him 
individually or to his trade. 
)'Iunich, Dresden, Cologne, Düsseldorf, 
1'Iayence, Strassburg, Luebeck, Rostock, 
Karlsruhe, Elberfeld, :\Iagdeburg, Cassel, 
Altenburg, Quedlinburg, Erlangen, and 
\Vernigerode are the principal industrial 
municipalities that are operating some form 
of so-called insurance for unemployed. 
The municipality of Cologne has had 
since the autumn of 1896, an insurance 
against hardships from loss of work. The 
administration is in the hands of a com- 
mittee created by the municipal council, 
consisting of the mayor, the president of the 
labor exchange, twelve insured workingmen 
elected by the insured, and twelve honorary 
members chosen from the long list of prom- 
inent citizens who are honorary contrib- 
utors, The governor of the district, who 
is an appointee of the Prussian crown, has 
a supervisory relation to the committee. 
The fund out of which the insurances are 
paid was begun by voluntary contribu- 
tions, amounting to 100,000 marks, of man- 
ufacturers, other employers of labor, and 
honorary members. The city appropriated 
25,000 marks. The remainder of the funds 
during a period of thirteen years since the 
foundation has been raised by the assess- 
ments on insured workingmen; the total 
from this source, however, amounting to a 
little more than one-third. The conditions 
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giving a workman the right to participate 
in the insurance are that he shall be eigh- 
teen years of age, have resided at least a 
year in the Cologne district, that he shall 
have a regular calling, and that he must 
have paid a weekly contribution of from 
thirty to forty pfennigs-that is, seven and 
a half to ten cents-weekly for a period of 
thirty-four weeks. He then becomes en- 
titled, should he be out of employment dur- 
ing the winter, from December I to ::\Iarch 
I, to be paid after the third day of unem- 
ployment two marks a day for the first 
twenty days and one mark a day thereafter 
until the winter season shall be at an end. 
As the imperial government's laws concern- 
ing insurance against illness or accident 
provide for these categories, the workman 
can only continue to receive insurance if he 
is in sound health and fit for work. He 
may not benefit if he is on strike or if he has 
been dismissed through an obvious fault of 
his own, if he refuses work or has given 
false information regarding himself. The 
insurance office is run in intimate connec- 
tion with the official labor exchange, whose 
duty it is to know where labor is wanted 
in any division of effort in the Cologne dis- 
trict and to draw from the body of unem- 
ployed enrolled at the exchange those suited 
to the vacancies that exist. The insured 
are largely memhers of the building trades, 
such as masons, stone-cutters, plasterers, 
paperers, and carp
nters. The results, 
therefore, are not regarded as representing 
what they would be were the insurance to 
extend over the entire working year and 
to include every variety of workers. The 
scheme, however, operated sufficiently well 
to insure its continuance. The plan has 
been modified in details from year to year, 
and has become adjusted to local condi- 
tions. Last winter the number of the in- 
sured was 1,957. Of this number seventy- 
six per cent, became entitled to insurance 
to the extent of 61,934 marks. The in- 
sured themselves had contributed 23,439 
marks. The remainder of the require- 
ments were paid out of the permanent fund, 
which, with the exception of 6,000 marks, 
was restored by a grant of 20,000 marks 
from the city of Cologne and by contribu- 
tions from other bodies and persons. 
Private persons in Leipsic seven years 
ago founded a non-dividend-paying com- 
pany with a reserve of 100,000 marks with 
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the object of insuring against unemploy- 
ment. The municipality declined to con- 
trihute hecause of socialist opposition, based 
upon the belief that insurance enterprises 
of this sort tend to compete with similar 
pro\'Ïsions of the trades-unions, which pay 
out yearly in Germany about 5,000,000 
marks on account of intermittent employ- 
ment of their members. The trades-union 
in
urance schemes are usually solvent and 
well managed. The Leipsic concern di- 
vides its risks into four classes. The mem- 
hers pay the equh-alent weekly of seven and 
one-half, ten, tweh'e and one-half, and fifteen 
cents throughout the year, the insurance 
under this arrangement covering the entire 
year, A special class has also been erected 
for memhers of societies, or for entire bodies 
of workmen in factories, to be insured. The 
member is qualified for receiving 1,20 marks 
insurance per day after he has contributed 
fortv-two weeks, The usual conditions of 
non
payment in case of strike or refusal to 
accept work or for incapacity for work are 
attached. 
The conflict with the trades-unions has 
been O\'ercome in the city of Strassburg, 
hy the municipal government co-operating 
with the trades-unions, and adding one 
mark per day to the subscription of two 
marks for each memher made by the trades- 
unions; or in instances where the payments 
of the trades-unions were less than two 
marks, the city shares proportionately. 
This co-operation has been found to work 
well. The city insurance office settles 
monthly with the trades-unions. Only one 
instance has been discovered of deception 
on the part of a member of a trades-union 
who was receidng insurance. One con- 
sequence naturally has been that the posi- 
tion of the trades-unions has been strength- 
ened. The unorganized labor is taken care 
of by relief works. In Strassburg as well 
as in other cities, a close working arrange- 
ment exists between the insurance office 
and the labor exchanges. The co-operation 
hetween the trades-unions and the in- 
surance office in Strasshurg. has had the 
advantage of providing the insurance office 
with accurate information regarding every 
person in receipt of insurance, and a system 
of control against deception. 
The municipality of 1[unich has a bill 
under consideration for paying three marks 
a day for married men and two marks a day 


for unmarried, during a period in each year 
not exceeding eight weeks, to those irregu- 
larly employed, The magistrates decide 
who are to come within the benefits of the 
municipal insurance fund, \vhich is created 
by appropriation from the city treasury, by 
contributions from employers, and_ by the 
subscriptions of public-spirited individuals, 
Düsseldorf has spent during each of two 
winters half a million marks in public relief 
works. The twenty or more other German 
cities that are experimenting with insur- 
ance against the loss of work, are doing so 
upon one or other of the lines already 
mentioned, 
The subject has, however, taken a larger 
form in German thought than the experi- 
ments of municipalities, though these ex- 
periments form an interesting body of re- 
sults. The broad aim toward which Ger- 
man statesmen are thinking is the build- 
ing of a governmental machinery that shall 
bring about compulsory thrift on the part 
of those liable to unemployment, and the 
compulsory contribution of the employer of 
labor, with an addition by society, as a 
whole, to the fund thus created, Employers 
are not generally opposed to such a law. 
Several of the great employing companies 
of Germany have private systems of in- 
surance; as for instance, the Lanz J\la- 
chinery Company of J\Iannheim, which has 
a capital set apart for the maintenance of 
skilled workmen for whom the company 
has provisionally no employment on ac- 
count of industrial exigencies. The princi- 
ple upon which the Lanz Company and 
other companies doing the same thing act 
is that, when a body of skilled workmen 
has been brought together and organized 
with a highly specialized division of labor, 
the company would suffer a greater loss by 
allowing the workmen who form trained 
parts of their industrial machine to migrate 
to other places in search of work than by 
paying to keep them ready for re-employ- 
ment, The Lanz Company also considers 
that, as it employs men to the full capacity 
of the works only during brisk times, it 
is simple justice to give these workmen 
a share of the accumulated profits during 
slack times, German companies acting 
thus to\vard their workmen have found 
that an economy was effected by having 
efficient men rcady to fill vacancies or to 
take up work during periods of expanding 
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business, so that the full profits of e>..pan- 
sion could be realized immediately without 
the delays that might otherwise be caused 
by training inexperienced men or by getting 
trained men from other localities-always 
a difficult thing to do during a period of 
prosperity. 
The Reichstag in 1902 adopted a reso- 
lution asking the imperial government to 
examine into the possibility of insurance 
against unemployment. The government 
charged the imperial bureau of statistics 
to inquire into the subject, and after three 
years an extensive report was presented to 
Parliament based upon tbe beginnings of 
the experience by German municipalities 
and in Switzerland and Belgium. Although 
this volume was published only four years 
ago, it is out of date because insurance for 
unemployment has made such rapid prog- 
ress that data has, from year to year since 
1906, been so expanded that anything writ- 
ten one year has become antiquated the next. 
Count von Posadowsky, while he was im- 
perial minister of the interior and vice-chan- 
cellor, undertook to work out a comprehen- 
sh-e plan for the maintenance of those able 
to work but for whom no work could be 
found, He gave the subject much personal 
attention, and the statisticians to whom he 
committed divisions of the work brought 
together a large body of facts and conclu- 
sions Lased upon them, The material, how- 
e,"er, could not be brought into a form satis- 
factory to the analytical and comprehensive 
mind of Count von PosadO\vsky. He never 
submitted the results to the chancellor or 
to the emperor, The main outlines within 
which Count von Posadowsky undertook to 
enclose his scheme are understood to have 
been compulsory contributions by work- 
men during the periods of employment, en- 
forced contributions by employers gradu- 
ated according to wages and the character 
of the employment, and proportionate con- 
tributions from the imperial tÏnances. A 
consideration that has apparently delayed 
the imperial government in pushing for- 
ward provisions for the idle employable has 
heen the position of the national finances. 
The annual deficits, covered by annual 
borrowings on account of large expenses in 
other directions, caused the feeling that 
fresh obligations indefinitely large ought 
not to be undertaken until the imperial ex- 
penditures were balanced by revenue. The 


idea of an insurance against unemployment 
on a scale comprehending the empire is for 
the present in suspense, but it is likely to be 
taken up as soon as financial embarrass- 
ments are out of the way. In the mean- 
time, the problem is being worked out by 
the governments of German states and by 
municipalities. The imperial government 
continues to take censuses of unemployed 
and to make theoretic studies with the ulti- 
mate object of devising a national scheme. 
The government of Bavaria appointed a 
commission in 
ovember, 1908, to discuss 
public insurance against results of loss of 
work. The conference met the follO\ving 

Iarch, and the principal branches of in- 
dustry, agriculture, the Chambers of Com- 
merce, and the departments of the govern- 
ment were represented. The propertied 
interests were skeptical regarding the pos- 
sibility of an equitable distribution of the 
burdens of such insurance, while econo- 
mists and the government representatives 
took the view for the most part that insur- 
ance of this sort was desirable, and that the 
difficulties could be overcome. 
The statistical results of German experi- 
ments form already a literature of about 
eighty pamphlets and books-most of them 
prepared officially by city statistical offices, 
or by economists and statisticians employed 
by municipalities for the purpose. Nearly 
all the material is accompanied by discus- 
sions that in themselves indicate how new 
the subject is. Herr Dr, J astrow, who has 
prepared one of the most lucid commenta- 
ries for the city council of Charlottenburg, 
a suburb of Berlin with 300,000 population, 
considers that the discussion has advanced 
far enough for it to be regarded as non- 
political and that the question need no 
longer be discussed as it was some years 
ago by labelling all those who hold ancient 
views as reactionaries, and those who be- 
lieve in such insurance as radicals. 
The main preliminaries which have been 
decided by municipalities that have already 
put into operation some form of unemploy- 
ment insurance, are that the use of public 
money for this purpose is admissible, that 
the results of unemployment are to be con- 
sidered in principle as a public matter, and 
that it is technicaHy pos
ihle to provide such 
assurance. 
Insurance is lJased upon statistics that 
determine the frequency with which a risk 
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would be likely to a"ail itself of the guaran- 
tee. K 0 adequate statistics concerning un- 
employment, nor long-established systems 
for premiums and indemnities, exist. It 
has been affirmed that the need for insur- 
ance might depend upon the insured person 
himseli, and that the employed workman 
could easily cause himself to be dismissed, 
so that he could receive money without 
work. The objection has also been made 
that in other forms of insurance there can 
be a restoration of the damage sustained, 
and that the remedy for unemployment 
ought to be work offered, instead of pay- 
ments for not working, and that the ques- 
tion would still be open as to whether the 
insured should accept work that might be 
distasteful to him. These objections are 
considered to-day as having been disposed 
of by reflections along this line: 
1Iodern statistics of, unemployment are 
imperfect, but life, fire, transport, and cas- 
ualty insurances were begun without statis- 
tics, and created them only in the course of 
time. E\Ten the imperfect statistics of un- 
employed to-day are more adequate as a 
basis from which to work, Herr Dr. J as- 
trow says, than the statistics were at the 
time of organizing most of the branches of 
e)"isting insurance. The objection that the 
beginning of the benefits of insurance de- 
pends upon the will of the insured person 
himself, has been answered by pointing out 
that this applies likewise to liability insur- 
ance, where bad faith in the person insured 
is possible. 
An objection more often raised than 
others is that of unemployed strikers, 
This has been treated by separating unem- 
ployed strikers from the unemployed from 
other causes, In some discussions of this 
phase of the subject it is considered that 
cven strikers, when an arbitration court 
organized under the supervision of the 
go\"ernment should have decided that the 
strike was a just one, could avail themselves 
of the insurance just as though they had be- 
come unemployed through the operation of 
involuntary causes, This phase of the sub- 
ject indicates the serious obstacles that are 
yet in the way of a comprehensive insurance 
system which shall compulsorily embrace all 
alAe to work, yet unemployed. The losses 


that have to be replaced in e\'ery kind of 
insurance do not exist as an effect of de- 
tached events, but are a permanent condi- 
tion daily created under the workings of 
society and daily effaced, with intervals of 
greater or less severity. 
As in other kinds of insurance, it is eco- 
nomically more reasonable to prevent losses 
than to pay them, Guarantees against un- 
employment tend, it is observed, to render 
communities that are paying unemploy- 
ment insurance at present more careful of 
the rights and wrongs of the employer and 
of the employee, to stimulate measures that 
prevent unemployment just as fire insur- 
ance companies assist in the organizing of 
fire brigades in places where they do not 
exist and as the invalid insurance depart- 
ment of the government spends consider- 
able sums for the care of tuberculous pa- 
tients in order to prevent the spread of a 
disease that ,vill add to the losses. The dif- 
ference between insurance against unem- 
ployment and other branches of insurance 
is that the policy of prevention lies open in 
a specially high degree, New questions of 
dispute have arisen, as, for example, what 
kind of work can be reasonably prodded 
for the unemployed, Is not a watchmaker 
justified in refusing to take temporary work 
shovelling snO\v, because hard manuallabor 
will thicken the cuticle of his hands so 
that he is disabled from working at his 
delicate trade should he have an oppor- 
tunity to do so? Arbitration courts have 
been organized in cities experimenting with 
unemployment entrusted with the decision 
in such cases, and their verdicts are usually 
recognized as fair. 
The German delegates to the Interna- 
tional Congress called to meet in Paris, 
in September, to consider means for com- 
bating unemployment, were prepared to 
submit to the Congress full narratives of 
German experience with contingent pay- 
ments to unemployed. The delegates in- 
clude Herr von dem Borght, president of 
the Imperial Statistical Office, Govern- 
ment Councillor Bittmann of Karlsruhe, 
Dr, Freund, the chairman of the Associa- 
tion of German Labor Exchanges, Prof. 
Dr. Francke, and Dr. Zacher, a director 
of the Imperial Statistical Office. 
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By Elisabeth Fairchild 


THE lips are touched with silence that so long 
"'ere golden-tipped with song; 
The lovely hands that ne'er before sought rest 
Are quiet on her breast. 


Sealed are the ears that gm"e such in
tant heed 
To any cry of need, 
And mm"cless now at last the eager feet 
That were for serdce fleet. 


\Yhat righteous cause but mourns to-day in her 
Its faithful minister? 
\Vhat unknown friends but miss a healing touch 
From her who 10\Ted LO\'e much? 
. 


A lighted torch she took long since, in tears, 
And bore throughout the years; 
Its radiance still undimmed, now she has found 
Again, life's perfect round. 


Bid her farewell, as fits a warrior 
\rhen the good fight is o'er; 
Ko primrose way was the long path she trod;- 
But she has walked with God. 


II 


· T HE 


POINT OF VIEW. 


II 


T HE nickname "well-known" is not of my slippery art of \\riting-, which is dearer than 
inventing, and I have learned to wear it heart's blood, by a good deal, to its true practi- 
with smothered feelings: ofthe nature of lioners. I was let loose too young in the grass 
these, the less said the better! "Xotorious," of Parnassus. A believing relative had pushed 
once a synonym for "well known," would have me into print while yet I was in the first glow of 
been as balm, by comparison, to a hard-working flamboyance: in which ornate and unnatural 
and cleanly bosom, In my case the literary ten- state I could never let a plain Sa
on word pass 
dencyandthehollowpocketwereobothinherited, my pen. (By the way. a certain scsquipedal- 
and m} attitude towards both has been, I think ianism is natural to .-\mericans: witness our 
I can say, affectionately conservative. I began press editorials, our Fourth of July orations, 
Veracious Details" to live by the Epistle" (to quote and the public messages of all our Presidents 
from a .. \Vell- somebody's pleasant paraphrase of since Lincoln; witness likewise the "federa- 
kuO\\n" Author Saint Pa
d), just a <1uarter- of a cen- tions" in which we "participate," and the 
tury ag-o. That" live by" is a word I like. It "residences" within which we "retire" at 
has a sort of dreamy connotation, which will not night.) For long, I confess it, was my style like 
bear looking into by the police, with that most a road which led to hilltops, but badly needed 
121 
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rolling, being full of pebbles_ and ruts, and 
general cussedness! 
Iy first thin yolume, fi- 
nanced by the deluded relatÏ\'e aforesaid, was 
put upon the regular market, in a small edition, 
through a reputable local firm, By some nev- 
er-since-understood miracle it afterwards just 
paid for itself. This circumstance gave me 
what might be called a false start in the race. 
Rut the fun was yet to begin. )1 y second vent- 
ure was taken and handled by a sanguine pub- 
lisher, also of some account in the community. 
He was a lover of Hazlitt, and my novitiate 
page smelled hard of that dear name, likewise 
of Browne, and Taylor, and Cowley, and Lamb, 
and of one R. L. S" a Romany chal then ut- 
terly unknown, whom I had found in secret and 
in secret worshipped. Like all these elders, I 
put th{' quotation to use, and remember being 
ruffled by one criticism which implied that 
the sayings of my adored masters had been 
,iciously garnered from some anthology. 
o: 
my reading has been scrupulously at first- 
hand, from the very beginning. I maintain yet 
that quotations (such as have point and lack 
triteness) from the great old authors are an act 
of filial rewrence on the part of the quoter, 
and a blessing to a public gro\\ n superficial and 
externaL Surely it is well for its large ears to 
be tickled by the fringes of the banners of the 
gods, on every due occasion? The innocent 
and abstruse little essays I sent forth chased 
their plumy tails for a few months on th
 sunny' 
lea, neyer earned a penny, and went eventually 
to their own place: for the head of the corpora- 
tion died, and the corporation broke up, and no 
more for cyer was heard of my second copy- 
right. 
Two years afterwards, being now thoroughly 
fired with all the holy ardors of a vocation 
found, I plucked up courage to present some 
manuscripts to a genial gentleman, who fell into 
the snare and made a pretty blue-coated book 
of them, Five hundred copies were to sell be. 
fore my royalties began. In a fit of complete 
intelligence, nay, clairvoyance, they refused to 
budge, and this I know, that very shortly that 
so celebrated firm became extinct! Specimens 
of my precious output lurk yet in the darkest 
cellars of another house, I ne,-er heard of a 
human being who bought one. (Oh, the First 
Editions, the rareties, the 'll11iquities "unknown 
to Lowndes!") 
A juvenile magaL:ine presently applied to me 
to compile a series'of folklore articles, I heart- 
ily disliked the task, and was not fitted to do it 
with any degree of scientific perfection; but the 


editors were pleased with the result, and paid a 
fair price for it, and later, as by our contract, 
made it into a volume in whichlheld no interest. 
The common fate swallowed them and it! In a 
couple of years they sold out and ceased to be. 
These repetitive blunders cannot be laid to my 
charge. As for me, I returned to the field with 
two small volumes oi the critical-biographical 
sort, which were well received by the press, 
Roth gave me no end of pleasure in the writing; 
the research put into them had been made pos- 
sible by the lordly three hundred dollars ac- 
crued from the unloved job which h'ad preceded 
them. The publishers, this time, were not only 
most reputable, but the richest in the country, 
They did their best for me, Some microscopic 
royalties dribbled in during the first year, and 
then dried up. I had already begun to suspect 
that I was a good deal like the hollow-backed 
elf in the Breton legend, she who lured to his 
death the Seigneur Nann. I seemed to emu- 
late that cruel lady, in waylaying successive 
merchants and inviting them to a dance on the 
green! Quite the usual thing happened here, 
The great firm failed (though it got upon its 
legs again) and it became a necessity for it to 
cast overboard superfluous cargo, I was there- 
fore asked in the gentlest professional language, 
'vhat should be done with certain worthy, but 
obsolete-born obsolete-merchandise? Not 
being in a position to ransom my belongings, 
and not being obsessed with "parental mania," 
I conveyed my idea, also couched in the gentlest 
professional language, that it were well to put 
the poor things out of their misery. I asked for 
some copies (three each, I think) of the doomed 
masterpieces; the rest, a thousand, perhaps, 
were decently strangled and cremated. All 
this while the amiability of reviewers, whenever 
my name came up before them, was getting 
quite overpowering: more and more "well 
known" did I become! and I cannot say there 
was no flavor in the irony of it. 
Between the birth and death of the twin oc- 
tayos appeared my best book. Almost imme- 
diately did it turn from the loud world and be- 
come a Carthusian; and still does it lead that 
pious and setluded life, but has not, so far, 
murdered its sponsors. There is some strange 
lack of sequence here which I cannot fathom. 
Two worklets of a semi-private kind I put 
forth in conjunction with others: their fate also 
is dim. Hard on their heels followed my one 
attempt at fiction, to me valueless. The man- 
uscript, written wholly to prove to myself what 
I already knew by faith, that I had no hold 



The Point of View 


whatever on narrative, a thing dear to this age, 
-the manuscript was wrung from me, under 
protest, by old friends who were playing at 
publishing, and almost rivalled William :\Iorris 
while they were about it. They clothed and 
mounted the edition most beautifully. But 
obsequies quickly supen"ened: I viewed those 
obsequies not without composure. 
All this brings me up to about 1897 A.D. In 
that year the same generous partnership printed 
my fattest and happiest, and were praised for it 
in several high quarters. Lo, with untimely 
haste the godfathers hastened to die: it was, in 
fact, a case of genteelly deliberate suicide. 
o 
material disaster stared them in the face; they 
simply chose to withdraw, like Lohengrin and 
divers other heavenly champions, after having 
struck their blow for imperilled typographical 
ideals. And the most favored child of my 
brain went a-wandering, and must lie even now 
in some Libby Prison of the arts, whence hun- 
gry sighs reach the ears of no man, A mono- 
graph, brief, having to do with one of the most 
romantic historical characters, comes forth. in 
cloth and eke in paper, refuses point-blank to 
add one copper to its parent's purse, and in its 
contumely perishes utterly. That publisher, 
too, is dead! Another monograph, long, with 
illustrations, which was the fruit of very great 
enthusiasm and very patient work, throve no 
better. There was must certainly a public 
which for the subject's sake would have rallied 
to it; yet, incredible as that may seem, it was 
never once advertised anywhere, though it was 
a costly book, issued by a distinguished firm. 
The end was neat and speedy: it became a 
"remainder" in no time, and may to-day be 
bought by the curious, if they know where to 
find it, at a little less than a quarter of its origi- 
nal price. A third monograph, neither brief 
nor long, which comprises the best work, care- 
fully edited, of a modern poet not unloved, did 
the spirited thing: it bellowed, kicked, and 
cleared the ring, and drove the company intu 
bankruptcy! or, at least, as these casualties oc- 
cured with their usual despatch, surely my 
mild-looking opusculu11L must have had its 
share in them? Quite undeterred, however, 
by the evil eye of my genius, some men of faith 
have newly made a most lovely book in a lim- 
ited edition, thus sugaring it for the maw of 
the educated, and on it blazoned my "well- 
known" name. Ah, ye blessed publisher-folk, 
as dear to a bygone generation as to this, ye 
may see your children's children, peace upon 
Israel; and, (testct mea mallu!) ye may not. 
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Then there have been plays: yes! everybody, 
sane or silly, falls into that trap. Play Ko. I. 
gets anonymously on to the boards, has a run 
there, caresses the impressario, and cheats me 
beyond all whooping, chiefly through my own 
callow guilelessness, I must admit, and 
through the lack of a cynic for adviser. Play 

o, II, gets accepted, but is not paid for. Be- 
fore it comes on for rehearsal, it takes the life 
of the party of the second part, after a humane 
fashion of mine heretofore indicated; and 
thereupon it falls into litigation as an asset of his 
estate, After se\"en years, I get a pittance which 
I should be ashamed to name; and not unwise- 
ly, perhaps, I let the subject drop. Play 
o. 
III., a Sweet Thing, has been abducted in its 
unique copy and for many a lustrum, by a living 
Thespian who forgets-simply, eflìciently, con- 
tinuously forgets-to return it; is always about 
to return it; and never, short of bloodshed, will 
return it, Play No, IV, a playlet, also in a 
unique copy (for I was then too weary to make 
a second one, and too poor to hire a typewriter), 
is forwarded, duly addressed and return- 
stamped, to the accomplished creature born to 
welcome it, and gets lost in the mails, or, at 
least, is credibly reported to be so lost! Kow 
after this succession of hilarious episodes, I 
summoned up sufficient philosophic acumen to 
make a mental quittance of the untrodden 
stage, This, most heartily: "and soe Home," 
as Pepys would say. Of course, I could ha\"e 
picked up sume split cable-ends and spliced 
them, by rewriting. But the indications were 
pretty strong, after due trial, that the game 
was not to be my game, I did not think it a 
fluestion of courage, nor e\"en of patience. A 
decent retriever who hears Drop it! has but 
one gentlemanly action before him. 
I have driven my pen along, ever since, and I 
ha\"e not sulked. I ha\"e always been sorry 
(quite apart from any public awards) that I can- 
not write other things than my own things, or 
that I cannot write my O\\n things in other ways, 
I have lived in a world of ideas, and it has mat- 
tered far less to me than it might ha\'e mattered 
to some mortals, that I have dined often on hot 
chestnuts from the stall and a be\"Crage of water 
and lemon-rind, and found both ðcellent, let 
me not fail to add. I ha\"e no quarrel with 
deprivation and discipline. I have toiled 
mightily for years. Honor itself is profit. As 
for luck, the moral is a modernized \Tirgilian 
one: -\sk the other fellow
 


.. I hang mid men my needle.;;s head, 
.\nd my f1 uit is dre"m
, as theirs is bread. '. 
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Had I a family to keep, my literary autohiogra- 
phy, my X <l]>oleonic path strewn with the slain, 
might not seem to me so screamingly funny as 
they do no\\, Broken echoes from the agony 
column seem to float in my ears whenever I 
think of my books, whenever I look upon the 
annual maximum (some $3.5772) which they 
briny,!; me. "Last seen "in B. , '.' S(

: 
rO\\ mg uncle . , , comc . , . an for
I\'cn. 
I h<'lie\'e r must he responsible for at least 
five more puhlications than those which I 
ha\{
, without too much minuteness, here set 
down. They are all castaways, am} about as 
conspicuous .IS underground streams. Cer- 
tainly no I'rintl-d list embraces them; no man 
has a complete set of them; nor can I direct him 
huw to reach that unscaled pinnacle of the hib- 
liophile's bliss. 
.\s I have spent much of my lifetime already, 
so, unrepentantly, shall I spend the rest of it, 
with what skill I ha\.e acquired; with such mo- 
tives, purely Gothic, so to speak, as I cannot 
now swerve from; with unsoured civility toward 
a world which docs not want me, and which is 
old enough to know its own mind. :\leanwhile, 
1 continue "well-known": certes, ever and ever 
so "wdl-known," Do not the gacrosanct 
d.lilies and weeklies of my nati\'e land, the 
\\'hite and likcwisl' the yellow, say so? Who 
am J th.11 ] should take failure for my epitaph, 
when I 11l'ar of Sl) much charm, so much moral 
v,llul', residcnt in this day tabernacle? When 
men and horses swing spiritually into line for 
some sudden furious charge on the devil, bah! 
it is eH'n said that Scroggins is often the 
bugler: the calm, the \\ isc, the well-known 
Scroggins! 
I am aware that m
 accurate conicssions will 
dissthl!le not one jot the dl' \'0 tel's, or the in- 
tl'nding dc\"Otees, of the :\J use of Letters. Xor 
should 1 haw spoken, if that much utilitv had 
bccn the likdy upshot of my pains. 
o:. if "1 
ha\"c.
 lx'en," .IS the Cambridge mystic, Henry 
:\[ore. said oi himself nearlv three centuries 
.\gl), "most of my time mad 
\'ith pleasure." it 
is entirdy due to the :\Iuse, and to my iaith in 
her. Uut I should like, rather. to allure to her 
fed those who ma\" con1l' thithl'r clad and fed 
thl' striplings uf 
)ur millionaire ci\"iliL;.uiun: 


For some Americans must still serve that heauty 
on her throne, when \\e of the band \\'ho shi
- 
ered and stan'ed for her can ser\"e her no more. 


I X the house in which I was brought up, 
there was a rule that dreams should not be 
told at the breakfast-table-a ru]e which, 
to my mind, robbed the ml'al of its only pos- 
sihle interest. I still remember an impression 
of the ]awn massed with ye]]ow Jions which I 
desired 'particularly to share. The 
table was a large one, seating three 
generations; and I gained the idea it 
was on account of the prophetic character of 
the dreams of a certain great-aunt, that the 
prohibition was so rigorously enforced. But I 
know better now. 'Ye were forbidden to tell 
our dreams because dreams-even more than 
the love of \\ïlliam Blake-"never may be 
told." They are among the incommunicable 
ðperiences. Just as a young painter is taught 
not to portray a luminary on canvas, so a child 
must be taught not to describe its dreams, 
Better relate the dullest true story than the 
most thrilling dream. Is it that our audiences 
are so in love with reality? Is it that the isola- 
tion of a dream, which may neither be shared 
or re-enacted, lea Yes the listener's egotism cold? 
I do not know, but at the mere words, "I 
dreamt," you may see your auditor's attention 
dissolve-neither at his will nor your own- 
like mist before the sun. 
Xow, is not this strange, when you consider 
how deeply dreams color the days of even the 
sanest of us: how in dreams we commune with 
the dead, love strangers, marry our enemies, 
fi
ht and die; ha\'e, in short, all the adventures 
oilife in its most poignant moods? Yet noteYen 
our nearest and dearest ,,'illiend us their ears. 
Do we merely need more art? )Iust we 
seek only some method to hold that dissolving 
attention until the full radiance of the vision 
can be s1.etched out? Or must we all improve 
in a sort oi psychological imagination? Or is 
it. as I am inclined to think, that something in- 
herent in the experience itself makes it remote, 
and that as we must die alone, so we must 
dream alone too? 


The Telling 
of Dreams 
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The Field of ..\rt 


prises and deli
hts-there is the 
Icam of 
golden and luminuus water. 
.-\ night-piece by Ryrl
r may have less of the 
e....quisite subtlety which renders uni'lue a 
nocturne by \rhistler, but it impresses you as 
being at the same time Loth simple and strong, 
In \\-histler I see a man coming out to look on 
the night as a spectacle of magic that the day 


direction, the clouds in their solemn òrift 
throu
h the hea\"ens complete the scheme. 
The color-luminous and intensl' -giws a 
measure of the artist's feelin
 for the mystery 
of light and darkness. And when we" look 
closer we see a landscape: a beach, an old 
hoat, a bit of sea, and so on. I t is so true so 
much a portrayal of a place that must han
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B) the kiud l)cnni......iull or the 0\\ lIer, \lex.uHler :\Inrten. 


:\lolll1lit C',,"e. 


could rarely afford him; his ni
hts are en- 
chanted and apart; Ryder seems more the 
man of nature to whom day and night are but 
two 
reat aspects of the same world-under 
the cOYer of darkness he feels the same forces 
of the wind and the sea that he did when the 
sun shone and all was clear. 
Take for example the picture owned by :\1 r. 
.\Icxander :\[orten, here reproduced for the 
first time. The composition is of masterly sim- 
plicity. The few and elementary forms are dis- 
posed with a rare perception of their most 
effective and just relations. There is a sense 
of vastness and yet with it-concentration. 
How striking is the long line of the cliff that 
comes down and drops to the water-making 
the deepest note against the stron
 light there, 
so that the eye has a permanent resting and 
returning point. The boat gi,-es a rclie,'ing 


been seen, that for the moment we do not 
realize the art of it all. 
R rder is a poet in everything he docs. 
.\mong his pictures many were painted simply 
for the sake of the sheer pleasure he found in 
the scene as revealed to his own imagination; 
the names by which they are known have been 
many times given by others. 
What have his paintings besides his incli 
vidual realization of the subject? 

Iany would first say color. But there is a 
quality which takes a more prominent place 
than color in his pictures, and that is design. 
:\ccordin
 to his own state men 1. :\1 r. Ryder 
uses no sketches from nature, but lays the pict- 
ure in according to what he feels to be its 
needs. Then follows a process of small or 
lar
e changes that frequently extends O\"er a 
period of years. The position of clouds in a 
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"The Temple of the Mind." 


By the kind pel mission of the owner. 


sky, the contour of a hill, or the movement of 
a figure undergoes infinite modifications until 
the stability and harmony of masses is attained 
that the artist's astonishing sense of their beauty 
demands. "I work altogether from my feeling 
for these things, 1 ha '"e no rule. .-\nd 1 think 
it is better to get the design first befure I try for 
the color. It would be wasted, much of the 
time, when I ha,-e to change things about." 
Ryder has been often praised for his poetic 
sense and fur his culur; but I do not remem- 
ber any stronger appreciation of his design 
than that uf 
Ir. Roger E, Fry wh
 referred 


to him as a "dreamer in paint." And his 
possessing the quality is the more remarkable 
in that so few Americans are distinguished 
for it. 
Ryder's pictures, instead of each being one 
of a succession, to be made more perfect than 
its predecessor, are the children of his fantasy, 
and each must be given the indiyidual study 
that belongs to a new creation. He speaks of 
the "inner rhythm" in great poetry and he 
feels it in a subject, stri\"Cs aboYe all to get 
this to him always essential factor into his 
result. Surely no one e\"Cr demanded realiza- 
12 7 
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tion more uncompromisingly. On one cam'as 
he has been working at times during almost 
the whole of his lifetime as a painter. "I 
was foolish enough to sell it some time ago to 
a man who had another of my pictures and 
I was ,,'orried somewhat at first by his want- 
ing to take it away before I had finished, 
but lately he has been very nice about it- 
only comes around once a year or so," This 
is undeniably extreme, but it must he remem- 
bered that to such a painter, a picture is not 
at all a thing external, but a part of his mind, 
a part of his life; and before he can let it go 
out to the world he must be certain that it 
really is what he has intended-not falling 
short, nor containing an admixture of the 
things that slip into a work by chance. 
How much the matter of form means to 
him may be judged from the changes he has 
made in various of his important pictures. In 
one, "The Temple of the :\1ind," there was a 
bridge which led out of the region of the tem- 
ple. It suggested the idea that when once a 
person has crossed this bridge, he can never re- 
turn. "It was a pretty allegory," said :\1r. 
Ryder, "but that bridge with its horizontal line 
never seemed to suit the picture. I wanted an 
upright and thought a fountain might gi\'e it. 
I remembered a fountain I had seen in Flor- 
ence and put that in, which is what you see to- 
day." 
Later, in speaking of one of his canvases he 
said, "Perhaps you wouldn't say it had much 
drawing, but I think it has what you might call 
an air of drawing," The phrase is admirable, 
not only to render our feeling about 
Ir. 
Ryder's work but about that of many another 
painter who satisfies us thoroughly as to the 
construction of his picture as a whole, even if 
we pick out no particular figure or rock or tree 
for its drawing. It is the rarer quality-this 
one that the great artists have-of making a 
work com'ince you that it is drawn, through 
and through. It permits them to place their 
scene at whatever distance from the beholder, 
behind whatever stained glass of poetic glam- 
our, and yet lose nothing of the sense of ex- 
istence that relates their dreams with the 
realities of life. 
Among the many misconceptions caused by 
the difficulty in defining artistic terms, there is 
probably none more frequent than the popular 
idea that good drawing is photographically 


accurate drawing. "'hile few of us know, with 
any sort of precision, what constitutes good 
color, the word is at least used in the correct 
sense of a quality immediately belonging to the 
realm of æsthetics and expression. \rhy not 
face the issue at once, and say that good 
drawing is that which has such phases as 
rhythm, harmony, style, strength, and ex- 
pressiveness? "Xo one who has had the good 
fortune to know such pictures as 'The King 
and the Beggar-:\1aid,' 'The Temple of the 
:\Iind,' or the' Jonah' could doubt for an in- 
stant that they were the work of a rare master 
of drawing-the quality being rightly under- 
stood." 
In considering the design of Mr. Ryder's pict- 
ures before taking up their color, I have in- 
tentionally given precedence to the factor in 
his art which he seems to me to possess in the 
greatest purity, The unfinished works among 
the older colurists, the more easily compre- 
hended methods of our own epoch, show how 
early in the creation of a picture artists thought 
out what the relations of color should be, But 
where the painter only takes up the matter 
after he has produced an almost complete work 
in monochrome or something near that, the 
chances are that he can only add the beauty 
of tone and quality, not that of color in its 
truest function of a free agent, To arri\'e 
at this full proprietorship in the wonderful 
quality, the burden of neutral light and dark 
must be cast aside or rested on some other 
base than that of the color. In the work 
of the old Venetians it is clear that the artists 
often made their drawing do most of the 
work that the Dutch demanded of values 
-thus the former could use the full palettes 
for which they are famous. Probably the 
future will decide that, with all its other 
phases, the greatest service rendered by im- 
pressionism was the making possible again of 
color in its free purity. 
1\Ir, Ryder formed his art at a time when 
such ideas were unconsidered in America, so 
that with him color is a more limited factor, 
though a very beautiful one. It is intimately 
connected with the pigment, and the glow 
which he has again and again extracted from 
his material is such as potters and enamellers 
ha\'e striven for, and only attained at their 
best. 
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COþY1":f;lzt by A Itgltstlts VWUltt Tack. 


]OHX L\ FARCE. 


From an unpubli,h"d I-'u.tr,lit painted in ,899.'9'-'0 by Augustus Vincent Tack. 


-See "The Teaching of Art," page 178. 
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ILLUSTRATIOKS BY \VALTER KING STONE 


(l INCE man first went down Battery sea-wall for a time watching the 
. to the sea in ships, harbors harbor, and then exclaimed with deep feel- 
. have been his care, his pro- ing," This sure is the Shrevepo't 0' the 
.. tection, his delight. "There N o'th, sah!" aptly expressed the com- 
lonely sea meets barren mercial importance of New York Harbor. 
shore, where the land But he did not express its peculiar acquired 
pushes out a lean finger into the blue or beauty; he could not, for he did not know 
buffets the breakers with a granite fist, the it well enough. You cannot learn to know 
eye may rejoice and the spirit grow lyrical. New York Harbor from the sea-wall of the 
But it is the sheltered harbor, where the Battery. You must view it at all times, 
great ships come in to lay their sea-borne from all points and angles, before its multi- 
burdens at the city's feet, which is the real tudinous and ever-changing delights grow 
portal to the ocean road; and at that portal into an impression of beauty so strong and 
man finds most delight of the deep, be- so memorable that it can never fade, so 
cause he seems there at once its master and strong, indeed, that you will love this 
under the spell of its mystery. He sees smudgy bay almost above all others, find- 
his patient tugs at work, his long docks ing them tame, or even colorless, by com- 
laden with freight, his city coming down parison. 
expectant to the water's edge: and he sees, New York Harbor is divided by The 
too, the battered tramps steaming up from Narrows, that channel passage between 
under the world rim, the liners going out Staten Island and Brooklyn, into two bays, 
on their far voyaging. He scents together the epper and the Lower, much like a 
the odor of the town and the racy salt of huge dumb-bell, save that the Lower Bay 
the sea. He is aware alike of familiar is the larger. extending south from Quaran- 
things and strange. We cease soon enough tine to Sandy Hook, west to Raritan Bay. 
to greet with fresh wonder the sight of a and merging eastward with the open At- 
city, and the unlimited ocean may grow lamic. The great volume of the Hudson, 
for many of us monotonous or sad. But pouring past :l\Ianhattan Island, through 
the harbor is a perpetual wonder and daily the L'pper Bay and The Narrows, deposits 
a new delight. its load of soil in this Lower Bay, where red 
There are many harbors intrinsically buoys mark the difficult channel and the 
more beautiful than that of New York, but larger liners sometimes go aground in the 
few more interesting and none more busy. fog. It is seventeen miles as the crow flies 
The elderly Southern visitor from Shreve- from the Kcw York City Hall to Sandy 
port, La., who refused to utter any ex- Hook Light. It is only six miles to St. 
pressions of astonishment at the subway George, Staten Island, which marks the 
crowds, the East River bridges, the electric head of The Narrows. The Upper Bay, 
illuminations on the Rialto, the multitudi- or harbor proper, is thus far removed from 
nous sky-scrapers, but who stood upon the the open sea. It is almost a lake, some 
Copyright, 1911, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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Its dominant note of power is that Andean pile of 


five miles on either diameter, made by the ducted; and over it on ferry-boats or 
confluence of the Hudson and East Rivers, under it in stcel and concrete tubcs daily 
'Vithin its area, and in the rivers on either pass so many thousands of peoplc that the 
side of that long, narrow strip of dividing head is dizzy reckoning their numbcr. _\t 
rock called l\1anhattan Island, half the thc head of it rises that Andean range of 
water commerce of a continent is con- sky-scrapers on the southern nose of l\lan- 
13 0 



sky-scrapers which rises at its head.-P,'ge 13 . 


hattan, man's mightiest material accom- coast schooner beats in under dirty can- 
plishment since the Pyramids. Over it vas, with a broken wing, perhaps, from 
drifts the smoke from a myriad chimneys some wild gale off Hatteras; the brilliant 
on the shore, a myriad funnels on the sun flashes from a gull's breast and the 
water. Yet the sea fog works up through steel-gray, dancing wavcs-and the call 
The Narrows with the s
ell of brine; a of the deep comes over you. Your eye 
13 1 



A tug goes pa>.t in a keen, off-shore wind, tow- 


and your heart follow that steamer drop- through The 
 arrows, past the two forts, 
ping dmvn channel with the tide. You and under the green hills of Staten Island, 
feel, as the wash of the liner gently jiggles this mountain range seems to rise like 
your ferry-boat, the heave and swing of the mortared Sierras out of the sea, hazed with 
long Atlantic rollers. The harbor asks smoke and blue with distance, As he draws 
its toll of dreams from those who cross upon nearer and the buildings take separate form, 
it. As little 'Vill 0' the :l\1ill stood upon their tiers of windows proclaiming their in- 
his hill-top and looked down into the credible height, his first impression of New 
plain to the far city, his eyes big with wist- York, of theNew'Vorld,isthatofanarchi- 
fulness, so you may see the army of those tectural miracle, a Babylonic dream. A 
who "commute," leaving their day's toil first impression is seldom a last; but though 
in town, stand on the deck of the ferry- the wonder of these buildings soon wears 
boats at night and look through The N ar- off for those who fly up and down in their 
rows down the ocean road, the ancient elevators or dash about in the canvon slits 
call of the sea not yet silent in theÍr hearts, between them, and their beauty is c
nverted 
that siren call of freedom and adventure. to ugliness when they cannot be viewed as 
\Vhat gives to New York Harbor its a group, for him who views them from the 
unique aspect, of course, and its dominant harbor or the opposite shores their spell of 
note of power, is that Andean pile of sky- wonder never grows less, their beauty never 
scrapers which rises at its head, crowned vanishes. Viewed as a part of the harbor, 
by the peak of the Singer Tmver and flanked as its great head wall, as the crown of the 
by the leaping spans of two great sus- picture, they are sometimes of ethereallight- 
pension bridges. To the voyager coming ness, sometimes of Dantean strength and 
up the bay, after his ship has slipped massiveness, but always beautiful. 
13 2 



'- 


ing a brace of inland canal-boats.-Page 134. 


And their aspect oycr the harbor is never 
twice the same, from day to day, from hour 
to hour, nor the same from any two points 
of sight. If you take a Thirty-ninth Street, 
Brooklyn, ferry from thc Battery, passing 
through Buttermilk Channel where the 
long docks face across to Goyernor's Isl- 
and, you may look back presently and see 
the green parade-ground like a lawn at the 
feet of the sky-scrapers; the intervening 
water is quite concealed. To one side of 
you is the Erie Basin, filled with the steam- 
ers of all nations, like a corral of strange 
sca-cattle; to the other side the sailing- 
ships lie at anchor, between you and the 
main channel. Behind, leaping up ap- 
parently out of a green lawn, are the peaks 
of lower 
Ianhattan, flying their flags and 
their white steam-plumes gayly against the 
blue. That is when the light is clcar and 
sharp. On such a morning you might 
have stood upon a dock in Jersey City and 
seen the sun rise behind the long range of 
towered buildings, transfiguring them. 


On such a morning they stand in sharp 
silhouette against the dawn sky, their sep- 
arate peaks distinct, their bases a blurred 
mass. They are paintcd in thc flat. Then 
the sun comes up. Through the cross streets 
it shoots leyel rays. Down amid the caves 
and canyons these rays pierce, touching 
cornices and windows with gold and bring- 
ing out as if by magic the third dimension 
of the picture. Up against the new-washed 
sky the smoke plumes grow rosy. Tall 
building casts shadows upon tall building, 
mutually supplying the solidity which the 
isolated steel-frame structure, with its mere 
shell of stone, cannot suggest: and as the 
sun itself at last appears above them the 
whole river seems suddenly to wake to life, 
and to pour its commerce round the city's 
feet. 
It is seldom, however, save at early 
morning or on a Sunday, that the atmos- 
phere about these mortared mountains is 
free from smoke or haze. \Yhcn once the 
city and th
 harbor haye awaked, an aerial 
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gauze is spread over the lower island and 
the high buildings but loom the larger 
through it, with deeper shadows or softer 
outlines or lovelier colors. There are steel- 


red stacks of the liners at their piers are 
gaudy spots of color, and usually some tug 
trails a gigantic feather of velvety black 
smole across the picture. There are days 
of lowering rain and mist, 
when the Singer Tower goes 
out of sight in the clouds and 
the city, from the harbor, be- 
comes almost unbelievable, 
while the screeching whistles 
take on a terrifying tone. 
There are days, too, of cop- 
per sunsets over the low-lying 
Jersey shore, ,vhen, from the 
water, you see tier after tier 
of \vindows on 1\fanhattan 
turn to molten fire, and from 
up the darkening river come 
sudden flashes of copper 
Ilame from the ,vindows of 
the ferry-boats. 
'Yith the coming of early 
night in winter, all the tiers 
of windows up the cliff walls 
of the sky-scrapers become 
checks of gold. As darkness 
deepens and the outlines of 
the buildings grow more in- 
distinct, the Singer Tower, 
bathed in the white glow of 
its in v is i ble searchlights, 
seems a strange snow-capped 
peak lording it over the lesser 
heights, and the wake of your 
ferry-boat on the water is a 
purple lane stretching back 
to the land of wonder. \\'hen 
the outlines of the buildings 
have completely disappeared, 
the inn u mer a ble window 
lights are the street lamps of 
a city running up a great hill, 
as if N ew York were builded on a mountain 
side, and the white tower, instead of appear- 
ing suspended in midair, seems to crown 
this eminence. Nmv, looking away from 
the city, you see the ferry-boats, with their 
rows of windows each with a light twink- 
ling through it, moving over the water like 
animated birthday cakes. 
By day or night, the humble voyage to 
Staten Island is a perpetual delight, By 
day, it may be, a tug goes past in a keen, 
off-shore wind, towing a brace of inland 
canal-boats. These barges flaunt an inde- 
pendent life of their own under the very 


If the day is foggy . . . Liùerty luoms large and ghostly behind 
them.-Page 135. 


gray days, when the sun is overcast and 
a wind is up; and the white-caps on the 
harbor, the steam plumes from the build- 
ings, the foam-fleck in the wake of tugs 
and ferry-boats, are spatters of china-white 
on a monochromatic picture. There are 
Japanese days, when a thin sea fog is 
in, though the sun is bright and cheerful. 
Then the harbor, the sky, and the city are 
but three delicately differentiated shades of 
the same blue, and the great buildings loom 
remote and ethereal, once more painted 
in two dimensions. On such a day the 
gay flags whipping out high aloft and the 
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nose of New York. Geraniums bloom by 
the tiller, the domestic linen is flapping on 
a line, a face glances up at you from the 
cabin door with only the mildest interest. 
\Vhat has the slow, peaceful, neryeless 
life of canals to do with this great town and 
panting tug and white-capped, racing bay? 
The tug, almost as if it were aware of the 
incongruity, as if it were caught associating 
with a country cousin, pushes on hastily, 
warned by the hoarse, rattling, bass bellow 
of a liner coming down the channel. The 
liner goes past without a sound save the 
occasional roar of her whistle, her passen- 
gers high above you hanging over the rail 
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and looking back at Xew York. But in 
the anchorage west of the channel, from 
the Statue of Liberty on, the rusty tramp 
ships point into the tide without life or mo- 
tion, wearily resting. If the day is foggy, 
they cut black against the yast gray blank 
of sky and water, the sooty laborers of the 
deep, and Liberty looms large and ghostly 
behind them. 
On such a day of fog, too, when the 
city might be a hundred miles away, it 
often happens that in half the circumfer- 
ence of the horizon nothing \vill cut against 
the pale blue or the gray immensity but a 
single tug, sending up a gigantic mushroom 
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You may sometimes greet a mon-ter liner coming up from Quarantine. . . . Her towering prow 
and lofty stacks are "isiLle, her stern is lost ill the mystery.-Page 136. 
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Dehind you the Singer Tower raises its shaft of pale light, and the trains 


of smoke which moves along with the boat 
as if its stem were stuck fast in the funnel, 
and tones so softly into the mist that the 
brush of a Corot might have painted it. 
In the fog, indeed, there is the constant 
excitement of sudden, unexpected picture, 
or sharp meetings with sea fellows. 'Yarned 
in advance by the bellow of her whistle, 
you may sometimes greet a monster liner 
coming up from Quarantine, which she was 
able to reach before the fog bank caught 
her, to hold her till morning anchored out- 
side the Hook. A pigmy tug runs on 
ahead, like a little dog, and even when her 
tmvering prow and lofty stacks are visible, 
her stern is lost in the mystery. \Yhen all 
the fabulous length of her has slipped past, 
her decks crowded wi th men and \Yomen 
peering cityward, and ,,,hen the deafening 
vibration of her whistle has grown fainter, 
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you hear on your own starboard bow the 
mournful fog-bell off St. George, and see 
emerge through the mist the humble 
wharves of Staten Island. 
Across the Kill yon Kull, at Bayonne, 
is a smelter chimney several hundred feet 
tall, which pours out a perpetual stream of 
pale, yellowish smoke. '''hen the wind is 
west, this smoke drifts directly over Staten 
Island. One afternoon, as the ferry-boat 
approached the slip, I saw the sun pierc- 
ing down through this haze, carrying the 
shadmv of St. George Hill darkly over the 
water to the east as far as the government 
anchorage, and there striking full upon a 
gray battle-ship and her collier. It was 
ridiculously as if a spot-light in the second 
balcony of a smoky theatre were directed 
upon the star performer on the stage; yet 
it was all on so vast a scale that you bowed 



crawl like glow-wurms over the high-flung web of Brooklyn Bridge.-Page 140. 


in admiration. The grim iron hulk of the 
fighter seemed almost self-consciously 
aware of the dramatic effect. There is 
something a bit theatric about an ironclad 
always. This one was, for the space of 
several minutes, the centre of every gaze 
on the ferry-boat. Here for once, at least, 
the implication of sex we have placed upon 
ships seemed amply justified! 
Just below Fort \Yaclsworth on Staten 
Island is South Beach, and there on a clear 
day you may look across the yellow sand 
and the strip of bright blue water in The 
Karrows to the green shore of Brooklyn, 
while to your right, beyond the two }Jiles 
of red brick buildings on the Quarantine 
islands, the Lower Bay stretches out to 
open sea, New York "is invisible some- 
where back to the left, and this narrow strip 
of vivid blue is the ocean road leading 


from her gates. As you sit in the warm 
sand, watching the white yawls skim back 
and forth or a three-master beat in against 
wind and tide, you suddenly see a red 
prow push out from behind the rampart of 
Fort \Yadsworth. Silently, without smoke 
or churn, as if she were drawn along by an 
invisible wire, the steamer passes you close 
by, swings toward the Ambrose Channel, 
and heads for the open sea. Then another 
comes, and another. Red stacks or yellow 
or black, German or British or French 
Hags (and only too infrequently the Stars 
and Stripes), proclaim the ships of this 
transatlantic line or that. Some of the 
smaller vessels are coasters or deep-sea 
tramps. That great black hulk with four 
red stacks, which hides half the Brooklyn 
shore, is the JI auretania, The day's exit 
has begun, The first ship is already a 
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speck on the horizon. Behind her, down 
the Lower Bay, follows the procession. 
To see these great ships coming through 
The Narrows, one after the other, from the 
invisible city and standing out to all the 
ports of the world is to hold a vision of the 
commercial importance of the town and 
the harbor more overwhelming, perhaps, 
than any which a nearer view affords or 
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\ Uti go past a derrick lighter, too, like a huge inanim,lIe 


which any statistics can supply, And you, 
it may be, are sitting the while in a Lathing- 
suit on the warm sand, basking like a 
savage in the sun and the clean salt air! 
There are certain pleasures permitted 
to those we pharisaically call "the lmver 
classes" which atone in no small measure 
for the lack of wealth or a place in the 
social register. One of these is the pleas- 
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spider on its back towed by a water.bug.-Page 140- 


ure of eating fruit or cookies or buns in decks, You must push and scramble in 
public places, if you chance to be hungry. the approved Kew York fashion if you 
Another is the pleasure of going down the would secure a place near the rail, and 
harbor by hoat to Coney Island on a hot your nose will he assaulted hv the smell 
summer night. The boat, an old-fashioned 
f stale "refreshments" and y
ur ears by 
side-wheeler, drops down the Hudson from the inharmonious strains of a band of mu- 
Harlem, making her last stop at Pier One, sicians, sawing out a popular tunc. But 
at the Battery, where a sweltering mob after the walking-beam is once more in 
waits to crowd upon her already crowded motion and the evening breeze mTr the 
139 
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water carries the sound and odor astern, 
the harbor is spread for your deligh t. 
Perhaps a last hot orange flare of sunset 
remains in the sky m"er the low Jersey 
shore, but night has dusked the Brooklyn 
bank. Behind you 
the Singer To".er 
raises its shaft of 
pale light, and the 
trains crawl like 
glow-worms over 
the high-flung web 
of Brooklyn Bridge. 
As the boat passes 
down well to the 
east of the channel, 
the fiery flare from 
a blast-furnace red- 
dens the horizon, 
and against it two 
stand-pipes on iron 
stilts are suddenly 
thrown into sil- 
houette out of the 
nig h t, like huge 
daddy-long-legs 
striding along the 
top of the docks. 
You go past a der- 
rick lighter, too, like 
a huge inanimate 
spider on its back 
towed by a water- 
bug, and slip almost 
in among the fleet of sailing -shi ps anchored 
off Gowanus Bay. How silently, myste- 
riously, they ride at anchor in the night, 
their bare spars and faint -web of rigging 
black against the sky, their red and green 
lights alone giving sign of life! Perhaps 
another comes to join them even as you 
pass, her ghostly sails booming suddenly 
at you out of the dark, or sliding down with 
a rattle of tackle and the hoarse shouts of 
the crew. 
Through The 
 arrows the lines of twin- 
kling lamps on either shore run on as far as 
the dark, ominous battlements of the forts, 
and then the Lower Bay widens ahead, the 
great beacon of Sandy Hook Light flashes at 
regular intervals seemingly out of the limit- 
less water, and the wind freshens, grows 
more salt, brings to stifled nostrils a breath of 
brine. A short while, and the excursion boat 
rounds the end of Sea Gate and rolls on the 
dying ground swell from the open .Atlantic. 


And there, directly before you, though 
for some time you have detected its highest 
tower over the land, Coney Island pricks 
its incandescent battlements upon the night 
and turns to troubled gold the moving wa- 
ters at its feet. A 
tinsel, tawdry thing 
by day, a delirium 
of shabby make- 
believe, by night it 
is a dream mirage 
rising out of the 
ocean, a towered 
ci ty builded all of 
golden lamps, with 
splashes here and 
there of red or 
green; and the 
sound of it, coming 
over the surf as the 
steamer moves in to 
the pier, is the vast, 
happy roar of a car- 
ni \ral. 
The Coney Island 
boat on its return is 
no less heavily lad- 
en, but the crmvds 
are slecpy now and 
the atrocious band 
is silen 1. In the 
Some tug trails a gigantic feather of velvety black S had 0 W s 0 f the 
smoke across the picture.-Page 134. stacks, or unasham- 
edly on the opcn 
decks, girls lay thcir heads upon their lovers' 
shoulders. The children sprawl in slumber, 
their grimy hands clutching a wooden spade 
or a half-eaten pop-corn ball. A last look 
eastward before the boat enters The N ar- 
rows shows the Dreamland tower at Coney 
still illuminated, but the window squares on 
the Brooklyn bank and the hills of Staten 
I sland are dark now. The shore is sleeping, 
too, Entering the Fpper Bay, you know 
how late the hour is, because the Singer 
Tower is invisible. The searchlights which 
play upon it have been extinguished. Only 
a faint rosy haze of light, ret1ected up on 
the sky from the street-lamps, proclaims 
the city. _Midnight has struck, The boat 
churns on past the sleeping fleet of sailing- 
vessels to the right, the long line of deep-sea 
tramps anchored under the torch of Liberty 
to the left. There is no sign of life on any 
of them. A ferry-boat goes past, hcr decks 
almost deserted. Around the nose of the 
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Battery a tug is creeping with a string of 
black barges in tow; the harbor night 
shift are toiling in the dark. Through the 
trees on Battery Park winds the glow- 
worm of an L-train. Above the Battery 
loom the monstrous, indistinct cliff walls 
of the sky-scrapers, and a slit of night sky 
between them proclaims the existence of 
Broadway, As the sleepy crowds on the 
boat clamber down the gang-plank, this 
dim, gargantuan pile of brick and mortar 
seems to swallow them up. They become 
dehumanized. They vanish into the dark 
pier-shed like black corn into a hopper, 
They are converted into mere atoms of the 
city's swarming life. 
The wheels churn again, the boat moves 
up the river, under the stars, past the end- 
less mountain-range of town outlined on 
the night sky. The smoke of day has 
cleared from the harbor now. The ever- 
lasting toot of whistles is almost stilled, 
save ,,;hen a belated ferry-boat draws out 
of her slip or a tug labors past with a barge 
of freight-cars. The black water tosses cool 
and mysteriously deep, and when a puff of 
breeze comes over it from the city the sud- 
den smell of street dust is revolting. There, 
where the long liners sleep beside their iron 
piers, nosing their prows close up to the first 
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lamps on the shore which twinkle away in 
endless perspective down the cross streets, 
is the end of the ocean road. Behind lies 
the harbor; in front lies the inland river; 
and between the pleasant country whence 
the river comes and the wind-swept waters 
whither the great ships go sits the city, 
monstrous, stifling, strong, and metallic, 
and asks its toll of countryside and sea, It 
asks its toll of us as well, on such a night as 
this, when we too finally leave the excur- 
sion boat and are swallowed up within its 
walls-its toll of sadness and unsatisfied 
desire. Northward, under thç Palisades, 
the glimmering Hudson melts into the 
dark. Southward, washing the base of the 
mortared mountains, the harbor opens like 
a gateway of escape. A final glance from 
the pier before we turn into the choking 
streets, a final breath of its salt odor-and 
then the closing of the prison gates! 
But, after all, the harbor has borne us 
for a time on its bosom into another world, 
and whispered, if all too briefly, of the 
strangeness of the sea, Even as it brings 
the commerce to our gates, it lifts our 
spirits beyond the clutch of commerce, It 
ministers at once to utility and to beauty. 
This the harbor wiII ever do so long as 
man goes down to the sea in ships. 


TRUl\IPET-CALLS 


By C. A. Price 


HARK! hark! the summons clear and far and fine! 


Now on a hill in Italv I know 
The little trumpets o( the springtime blow, 
Beside the twisted olive and the vine; 
Purple and red in the warm rocks they shine 
Nursed by the bending skies; and from below 
Faint overtones of bells float up that show 
\Yhere Arno threads the plain with glancing line. 
\Vhite drives the sleet and black the tree-trunks stand 
Here where I sit and forth the window stare; 
The hea,.ens are lead, the earth an iron band 
Such as to pierce no tender flower could dare,- 
But I know how, in that enchanted land, 
The little trumpets call through the still air! 
VOL. XLIX,-I5 
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By Price Collier 
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D T is because they are very 
sophisticated, or bee a use 
they know the wonders be- 
yond, that certain travellers 
tell you that Bombay is only 
í.-:! the entrance to India, and 
not interesting, One can make some very 
accurate guesses about the people inside 
the house from the condition of the front 
steps, the cleanliness of the bell-handle or 
knocker, and the manners and appearance 
of the servant who opens the door. At 
least I am almost unconsciously in the habit 
of doing so, and one is apt to be more cheer- 
ful at the drawing-room entrance if the 
guardian of the outer door gives you a 
pleasant greeting. The British front door 
to India, or Government House Bombay, 
gave us such a pleasant greeting that we 
were cheerful throughout the rest of our 
stay, despite hardships and illness here and 
there. 
First we went to the new hotel, consid- 
ered the best in India, but we were there 
for a very short time, for after delivering 
various letters of introduction we were 
promptly invited to become the guests of 
His Excellency the Governor of Bombay. 
But already at the hotel I saw many things. 
Along the halls outside the guest-rooms I 
saw little knots of native servants, in groups 
of from two to half a dozen, according to 
the size of the master's family. How little 
an Indian needs, even with the good pay of 
a servant, was plainly evident. They had 
their beds and cooking utensils with them, 
and at certain hours one saw them eating, 
or sleeping, huddled together outside their 
master's door. 
Our rooms were large and airy, There 
was only the necessary furni ture, no hang- 
ings, and our own bedding was used on the 
beds, Everybody carries his own bedding 
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in India, and outside the large establish- 
ments of the government officials, every- 
where it is needed, You are supposed to 
carry your own bedding with you just as 
you carry your own tooth-brush. In the 
trains-and there are very long train jour- 
neys, by slow trains, in India-in the guest- 
houses of the native princes, in camp of 
course always, and in the hotels and inns, 
your own bedding is a necessity. Indeed 
you can scarcely carry too much in India if 
you wish to be comfortable. All sorts of 
clothing, from fur coats to the thinnest 
linen, all sorts of hats from a cap to a pith- 
helmet, a spirit-lamp, a folding table and 
chair, a small amount of tinned or bottled 
food and a supply of mineral water for 
the train, a large supply of linen and un- 
derclothing, for one changes often, and the 
laundry work is done by beating on flat 
stones. The changes of temperature from 
noon till midnight are startling. One must 
give up cold baths and take to tepid or hot 
water, and be careful, indeed, what, and 
how much, one eats and drinks. No al- 
cohol before sunset, and very little then, 
and the plainest and most nourishing food. 
In this land, as large almost as the whole 
of Europe, there are only a few large cities 
where one can buy any of the luxuries or 
comforts of life outside the obvious, and 
what you need you must carry with you. 
On a large scale you do what the native 
does, you carry your household gods and 
goods about with you. 
How differently "pick up your bed and 
walk" sounds in your ears when you see 
a whole population of hundreds of mil- 
lions actually carrying their beds with them 
whenever they move. \Vhy should one take 
heed as to what one shall eat, or drink, or 
wear, when a handful of rice, a thimble- 
ful of water, and a loin-cloth suffice. The 
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group of servants in front of their master's 
door at the hotel, or the hundreds of fam- 
ilies I have seen travelling hy train, by bul- 
lock-cart, or even on foot, have squeezed 
and sifted life's necessities down to the van- 
ishing-point. 
I can see why the gentle Prince of Peace 
appealed to the Roman, the German, the 
Scandinavian, the Briton. These heavy- 
eating, hard-drinking, hard-fighting peo- 
ples, who must have skins, and furs, and 
huts, and fires, or die, saw in Him and His 
teachings the very antipodes of all they 
were, or strove to be. Not so the gentle 
Hindu, These are not miracles to him; 
indeed along material lines, he and his an- 
cestors, so far as any man can recall his- 
tory, have lived that way. 
India has sixty-two million ßluhamma- 
dans to-day, and but very few Christians, 
and most of these l\luhammadans are 
converts. The l\;luhammadan conquerors 
brought few women with them, and their 
direct descendants are few in number to- 
day compared to their converts. To slay the 
idolater 
nd the heretic, and to be recom- 
pensed in another world of fascinating ma- 
terial, not to say sensual gratifications, for 
so doing, and in this world to be received at 
once on conversion into the great ::\luham- 
madan brotherhood, where there is no caste 
and no irremovable inequalities, this hasap- 
pealed to the Indian far more than the doc- 
trines or promises of Christianity. 1\luham- 
madanism is purely democratic. There is 
no caste even of priests. He who mounts 
the pulpit and prays, preaches, or reads 
from the Koran is only an equal among 
equals, and not set apart or considered 
above others. It is much like the demo- 
cratic ways of early Puritan Congregation- 
alism, when the sages would have snorted 
indeed at the thought that their religious 
leader was in the least tainted with any such 
doctrine as the indelibility of the priest- 
hood, or powers of confession or absolution, 
other than those of any father at his own 
fireside. Congregational ministers of the 
old type were leaders in politics, were sent 
to Congress, and abroad as ambassadors, 
and took a conspicuous part in town meet- 
ings, and v.'Culd have scoffed at any insin- 
uation that they ,..ere priests, or not as 
other men, in the homely duties and re- 
sponsibilities of daily life. Alas, as society 
becomes more complicated, it demands easy 
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and simple classifications and nomenclat- 
ure, and thus a priest is a priest, a banker 
a banker, a professor a professor, without 
much time or thought given to shades and 
differences. 
This feature of the ::\luhammadan creed 
strongly appeals to the caste-bound and 
neglected Hindu, who must be born again, 
and born again in no metaphorical sense, 
to move an inch above the social status al- 
lotted to him by his own religion. Besides 
this, the Christian brotherliness and love in 
India are names, not facts. The low-caste 
Hindu may become what his abilities lead 
to amongst the l\luhammadans, he may be- 
come a great man among them, and marry 
into the proudest family. Their welcome 
is a real one. But what Christian mission- 
ary even, let alone the layman, offers his 
daughters or sisters to the Hindu convert? 
There is not even a Christian club in India 
of which he can become a member. The 
proudest native prince in India is not al- 
lowed inside the doors of the Bombay 
Yacht Club, even as a guest. 
One often hears Protestantism and Ca- 
thòlicism compared, to the disadvantage 
of the latter, because the Protestant coun- 
tries are more prosperous, wealthier, more 
pmverful. This same reasoning is used 
when comparing Christianity with Brah- 
manism, Confucianism, Buddhism, but the 
argument does not lie, as the lawyers say. 
To the Hindu mind it is no argument at 
all. His ideal is to get out of the worlà, 
not to get what he can out of it, and stay in 
it. That one's beliefs should be scientifi- 
cally true, or that they should produce in 
an individual or a nation powers of wealth- 
getting or comfort-making, is not only not 
required of his faith by the Oriental, but he 
looks upon such tests as preposterous. If 
plague or famine come to a whole province, 
or loss or illness come to him individually, 
or the will of a ruler whom he believes to be 
divinely guided brings disgrace upon him, 
all these are accepted as inevitable. It 
is part of the mysterious and incompre- 
hensible divine plan, and leads to no ques- 
tioning, criticism, or even complaint of 
the ways of God with man. \Ye recognize 
self-sacrifice and unselfishness as spiritual 
graces to be cultivated, but the great ma- 
jority of Christians look upon an unsuccess- 
ful Christian as lacking in some essential 
manner the full dower of his faith. If 



]-14 


The Gateway to India 


.. the Hindu helieved that his faith forhade 
working on Sunday, or forbade divorce for 
example, he would sacrilÌce himself rather 
than disobey. 'Ye on the contrary ha,-e 
allowed laws of economics and laws of 
health and freedom to over-ride the dicta 
of the priest. 
I am not deciding between the two, 
though I bel
eve we are right; I am merely 
noting differences which must be kept in 
mind by the student of the East if he wishes 
to gain something more of an understand- 
ina of the situation than the mere super- 

 . 
final contempt, and cobwebby expenences, 
of a self-satisfied traveller. 
The conversion of the thousand million 
brown and yellow men of 
 \sia by the five 
hundred million Christians is so far away 
in the distance that no eye, even of the im- 
agination, can see so far down the aisles of 
time. 
Far be it from me, a Christian, to dis- 
courage the attempt. On the contrary, 
Christianity has become so clogged ,vith 
materialistic misinterpretations of its mes- 
sages; the tent-making and fishing apostles 
have been so lost in cardinals and bishops 
li,-ing in palaces with the revenues of 
princes, that the Christian missionary seems 
almost the one fine and genuine thing left. 
Just because there is no hope of visible suc- 
cess for him, he is the more admirable and 
the more Christian, 
It is true that the East moves slowly, but 
even if we count by centuries, the l\luham- 
madan has much the best of it. One Ori- 
ental race, the Jews, who live among us, 
who have been persecuted in every country 
of the world save America, have not been 
converted to Christianity. The Parsis in 
Bombay-there are some fifty thousand of 
them out of a total population of some 
eight hundred thousand-are the most 
prominent and the most powerful people, 
financially and politically, there and come 
most in contact with the British politically 
and commercially, but they are as much 
Zoroastrians to-day as when they fled to 
India from Persia. The Parsis all over 
India still retain the headgear which was 
forced upon them as a humiliation in the 
early days of their coming to India, just as 
the Chinese retain the pig-tail, which was 
forced upon them as a mark of bondage, by 
their conquerors the Tartars, two hundred 
and fifty years ago, The Parsis, rich and 


poor alike,-:hough like the Jews there are 
few poor amongst them-maintain thcir re- 
ligious tenets amongst this mass of Hindus 
and l\luhammadans, and despite the influ- 
ence of their friends the Christian British. 
The towers of silence are one of the 
sights of Bombay. The Parsis will not de- 
file the three elements, water, fire, and earth, 
with the remains of their dead. They re- 
fuse to dispose of bodies after death in the 
water, in the ground, or by burning, 
It happened that we arri,.ed at the tow- 
ers of silence on :\Ialabar Hill just as a fu- 
neral procession was marching in. Shortly 
after we were escorted to the top by a cour- 
teous attendant, whose brother was the chief 
official. Once there he explained in detail 
the procedure. In the midst of our talk an- 
other procession wended its way up the hill, 
and we saw at close quarters what was at 
the moment being described, 
The corpse is borne up the hill, followcd 
by relatives and friends in white, walking 
two by two, and hand in hand, the joining 
of hands symbolizing the perpetual prayer 
between the two thus linked tot;dher. The 
procession halts, and the body is then car- 
ricd to a raised platform where the cover- 
ing is taken off. A swarm of vultures from 
the surrounding trees flop heavily down, and 
soon nothing is left but the bones. The 
bones of all alike are then thrown into a 
common pit, where they are converted to 
ashes by chemicals, 
The mourners sit about in the quiet 
grove provided with seats and flowers and 
fountains, saying their prayers, while the 
filthy birds have their orgies. Tales are 
told of a finger, or some other portion of a 
body, being dropped upon the passers-by in 
the street below by the gorged and greedy 
birds. It is a grewsome spectacle to those 
unaccustomed to it, but the Parsis I saw 
there seemed serene and peaceful mourners, 
quite undisturbed by the quarrelling birds 
flapping their wings lazily in over-fed con- 
tentment. 
Here was a notable example indeed of 
difIerence of custom and its results. 1\1 y 
friend the Parsi could hardly refrain from 
the expression of disgust at our method of 
delivering our dead to the earth and the 
worms. Because we of the 'Vest have suc- 
ceedcd heyond measure in material things, 
as compared with the East, we arc apt to 
assume that our methods in spiritual things 
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are for that reason superior. As I have 
said elsewhere, this is faulty reasoning. I 
doubt if we have any right to assert our- 
selves along these lines. These Parsis are 
as confident in their faith, their creed, their 
methods, horrible though this particular 
rite seems to us, as are we. It is this hands- 
off policy in such matters on the part of the 
British which deserves the highest encomi- 
ums for their rule. It is pity that in mat- 
ters of education they have not adopted the 
same policy, pity too that they are playing 
into the hands of a minute minority both in 
India and in Egypt by pushing to the front 
the theory of representative government, 
which the vast majority, at any rate in 
India, do not understand, cannot reconcile 
with their traditions, and do not want. I 
should be sorry to appear bumptious in 
making this categorical statement. It is 
true that I have not talked with all these 
three hundred millions of people-nor has 
anyone else-but I venture to say, modest- 
ly, that I have talked with a greater variety 
than most trawllers, and a far greater 
variety than most officials, whose work pre- 
cludes the possibility of much travel, and 
the consensus of those I met bears me out 
in this statement. 
It is not, and this is the crux of the con- 
fusion in most \\'estern minds, that they 
are not ready for representative govern- 
ment, and for Christianity, but that they 
have no wish to get ready. They do not 
want them at all, \Ye \\Testerners are 
exaggeratedly impressed ,vith the superi- 
ority of our institutions, both secular and 
ecclesiastical. \Ve believe that if only othf'r 
peoples understood them they would adopt 
them. \Ve spend millions, and many lives, 
in making them understand, and my per- 
sonal opinion is that the more they under- 
stand, the further they are from adopting 
our institutions. Our points of view, our 
traditions, our moral and mental freezing 
and boiling points, are worlds apart. The 
Indians who have seen most of England 
and the English appreciate them least, and 
have no overpowering wish to copy their in- 
stitutions, or to become English. The Parsis 
of Bomhay, with no caste prejudices, who 
are on the friendliest footing with the Eng- 
lish, who are an intelligent and intellectu- 
ally superior people, are as much Zoroastri- 
ans to-day as though the New Testament 
were non-existent. The ideals of Christian- 
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ity do not appeal to the great mass of the 
Eastern races, or not to be too didactic, have 
not appealed to them thus far successfully. 
\\ïth the complaint and criticism of the 
traveller from the \Vest that everything 
moves too slowly in the East, from mission- 
ary enterprise to the means of locomotion, 
I have no sympathy. I have ridden ponies, 
elephants, and camels, and driven in ox- 
carts and camel-carriages, and travelled 
nearly fifty-five thousand miles during the 
last year, in trains and ships, and I find 
them all too rapid. Even the eight miles 
an hour on General Kuroki's old military 
railway through :Manchuria was too fast. 
There is so much to see on every hand that 
even an ox-cart may go too fast. \Vhen 
I think that this whole volume contains 
a l )out two words for every mile I have trav- 
elled, I realize that I am right in saying that 
one goes too fast, rather than too slow, in 
the East, 
The Strand, Broadway, and even the 
boulevards of Paris, with the grotesque 
eccentricities of the male attire, and the 
present-day unbifurcated trouser gowns of 
the women, are tame, and brown, and dull, 
compared with the kaleidoscope of moving 
color in the streets of Bombay. 
At the races one day I turned my back 
on the horses and counted fifty-eight differ- 
ent kinds of head-gear amongst the men in 
the grandstand, and no doubt there were 
others I did not see. The Parsi, with his 
lacquered cow's hoof, the Arab, the Per- 
sian, the Hindu, from north, south, east, and 
west, were there, and how many more I 
know not, and when it is remembered that 
the :Maharajah of Gwalior's head-gear is as 
different from that of his neighbor at In- 
dore as is the cowboy's sombrero from the 
tile of a Beau Brummel, and that these dif- 
ferences exist all over the East, it is easy to 
realize that the streets of Bombay, to a new- 
comer, seem to be a waving, moving mass 
of form and color. 
The British in India in spite of the uni- 
versal dislike of ostentation amongst the 
best of them, either here or at home, have 
been obliged to assume, officially at least, 
an air of state and ceremony. The crim- 
son and gold liveries of the Viceroy, and of 
the Governors of Bombay and :l\Iadras; 
the splendid body-guard of mounted Sikhs, 
well horsed, proud in bearing, all of them 
over six feet in height, with their turbans 
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and lances; the crimson-lined state car- 
riages, with two men in scarlet and gold on 
the box, and two standing on the foot-hoard 
behind, and always splendidly horsed, all 
this makes for the dignity and splendor 
that the Asiatic demands of his ruler. It 
may be absurd to the American, but there 
is no doubt whatever that a \ïceroy in a 
cloth cap, on a bicycle, would ruin India in 
a month. \Ve have prejudices the Oriental 
thinks silly; they have prejudices that we 
had Lest in charity and for safety's sake let 
alone. 
The administration of. India in England 
is in the hands of a Secretary of State for 
India, assisted by a council of not less than 
tcn members appointed for ten years by the 
Secretary of State. 
The executive authority in India itself is 
vested in the Governor-General in Council. 
The Governor-General, or, as he is more 
generally called, the Viceroy, is appointed 
by the Crown, and holds office for five 
years, this term is sometimes extended. 
The salary of the \'iceroy is 250,800 rupees 
a year. The rupee is now worth one shil- 
ling and fourpence, or roughly thirty-four 
cents; the salary amounts therefore to about 
$84,000 a year; but I should be sorry to 
undertake the job and to pay my expenses 
out of that sum. 
The Council of the Viceroy consists of 
six ordinary members besides the Com- 
mander-in-chief of the army, and they are 
appointed by the Crown and hold office for 
five years. This Council is enlarged into a 
legislative council by the addition of sixteen 
other members appointed by the Viceroy 
under certain restrictions. 
Further, India is divided into nine prov- 
inces: Bombay, l\:Iadras, Bengal, Eastern 
Bengal, 'Cnited Provinces, The Punjab, 
Central Provinces, North \Vest Frontier 
Provinces, and Burmah. The Governors 
of Bombay and Madras are the most im- 
portant officials after the Viceroy, and are 
appointed by the Crown, and each carries 
a salary of S40,000 a year. The Governors 
of Bombay and :Madras have an execu- 
tive council of two members of the Indian 
Civil Service appointed by the Crown. The 
Lieutenant-Governors of Bengal, Eastern 
Bengal, United Provinces, The Punjab, and 
Burmah are appointed by the Viceroy with 
the approval of the Crown; the Chief Com- 
missioners of the Central Provinces and 


the Agent to the Governor-General who 
gmoerns the Xorth \Yest Frontier Provinces 
are appointed by the Viceroy in Council. 
Of these divisions I visited seven, and in 
each I was impressed by the enormous 
amount of work being done, by the con- 
scientious-often I thought too conscien- 
tious-way in which it was done, and by 
the dignity and fearlessness of the men who 
were doing it. If it were not for the inter- 
ferences from the India Office, and the crit- 
icism from ignorant politicians, who shame- 
lessly play India off for votes at home, it 
would be the most ideally managed, as it is 
the most successfully administered, depend- 
ency in the world. 
It is curious to note that an agnostic is 
apt to be more sentimental in his dealings 
with men than the believer. As an avowed 
heretic he may wish to prove that he is even 
more merciful than the orthodox; or he may 
sake his conscience by assuming an exag- 
gerated love for humanity as his love of 
God dwindles. To worship the God.of the 
multitude must be a hard thing for the in- 
telligent man, either in the \Vest or the 
East; but to turn from that to the flattery 
and adulation of the multitude itself is to 
proclaim one's self to all intelligent men, 
no matter what rewards and prizes are 
gained thereby, as a scoffer among scoffers, 
as scornful in the seats of the scorners. 
Conscience is so pitiless that even to be a 
prince in an ochlocracy can hardly recom- 
pense the intellectual traitor, and surely a 
trained mind, laughing in its sleeve, will 
find a peculiarly painful punishment await- 
ing it somewhere. 
The misfortune of a dangerous illness 
brought us the good fortune to spend some 
two weeks as the guest of the Governor of 
Bombay, Here we saw housekeeping, as I 
saw it again lateF as the guest of the Viceroy 
at Calcutta, on the magnificent and digni- 
fied scale made necessary by the climate, 
the social demands, the high position of the 
host, and his unceasing and unending pro- 
cession of guests. Very few of them are 
of his choosing or inviting, few of them in- 
deed his personal friends, but Bombay is 
the door to India, and England has many 
friends all over the world, and for reasons 
of state, or courtesy, or as frank hospitality, 
Government House Bombay receives them 
all, some to stay a night or two, and all to 
lunch or to dine. Dinners of a dozen, or of 
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twenty, or of seventy, night after night, and 
the dinner of seventy as well and as noise- 
lessly served as the tête-à-tête dinner in 
our own sitting-room. _\t the head of this 
establishment the Governor of Bombay, 
with a besetting sin of toiling when he 
should be at play, at exercise, or in bed. 
The steward or manager of an establish- 
ment as well managed as this must be a 
housewifeic jewel of the Koh-i-noor variety. 
But that is behind the scenes. I can only 
speak of the results. 
.-\. man who has a province of 75,000 
square miles and a population of over 
15,000,000 to govern, including a city the 
size of Bombay, must have his hands full, 
and can spare little time for his guests and 
their entertainment. 
I had heard of the institution called an 
aide-de-camp before, and I have met them 
in other parts of the world; but just as 
there are peaches outside of Jersey, straw- 
berries elsewhere than in 
Iaryland, clam- 
bakes elsewhere than in Fair Haven, 
Ias- 
sach use tts, soft-shell crabs, oysters, terra- 
pin, canvas-back ducks elsewhere than in 
America, but none quite so good, so if you 
v:Quld know the fine flower of aide-de- 
campship you must needs go to India, 
A man with as many strings to his bow 
as a governor of one of these great prov- 
inces must have many servants, capable, 
willing, and efficient, or the business would 
soon be in a tangle. Besides capability, 
willingness, and efficiency, these men must 
be loyal, and if in addition they like their 
chief, you have a corps of assistants ap- 
proaching perfection. There is the l\Iili- 
tary Secretary, the Private Secretary, the 
Physician, and others, each with his duties. 
But besides their specific duties they are the 
hosts by proxy of their chief, and every- 
where and at all times they are there to 
save him trouble and to make his work 
easy. Every day in your dressing-room 
before dinner you find a type-written list 
of the guests you are to meet that night, and 
the name of the lady assigned to you to take 
in to dinner. Austrian and Polish nobles, 
Russian and :French princes, German dip- 
lomats, members of Parliament, officials, 
British and Indian, Royal Highnesses, all 
must be properly placed, and all must 
know their neighbors, and as a result what 
subjects of conversation may cause friction 
and are to be avoided. 'Vhen all are as- 
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sembled in the drawing-room, the aide on 
duty for that day appears with the Gov- 
ernor, whom he announces: His Excel- 
lency! That gentleman makes the round of 
the room, shaking hands with each, offers 
his arm to the lady entitled to that honor, 
and we go in to dinner, where a score or 
more of turbaned servants, in crimson and 
gold liveries and barefooted, serve the meal. 
It is noticeable that the other Europeans 
are impressed by the stately and dignified 
way things are done by the British officials 
in India. The Governor is easily king, no 
matter who is there, and during my stay 
he entertained all sorts, including royalty 
and high diplomacy, renowned travellers, 
sportsmen, journalists, and statesmen. One 
gets an impression of the sturdy self-control, 
of the patient mental power, which are the 
driving force behind the handful of English- 
men who hold this country. They have 
it in their blood, the best of these people, 
and these highly placed Englishmen almost 
without exception-I only met one excep- 
tion, and the harm he does, although nega- 
tively, makes one gasp to think what would 
happen were there more like him-take the 
throne ,,,ith an air of authority and a lack of 
self-consciousness, as of men sitting down 
for a chat with a friend. 
In these democratic days much ceremony 
and formality, a semblance of pomp, makes 
the observer uneasy very often lest some- 
thing, so to speak, should cóme unstarched, 
or go wrong, lest the procession should be 
marred by a sense of unreality, and tempt 
one to titter. Not so here. Even after the 
novelity wears off, one is not impressed by 
the artificiality so much as more and more 
impressed by a growing feeling that this 
is not the simulacrum, but the reality of 
power. But it takes a big man to carry it 
off-England, by one of her blunders, still 
has a knot of them here in India. 
I have always thought that if I were not 
myself, or as 
lr. Choate gallantly ami wit- 
tily phrased it, could not be my wife's next 
husband, I should like above all things to 
have been the secretary to a great man, 
Cromwell, Hampden, '''" ashington, Lincoln, 
Bismarck, and had a hand in the chosen 
doings of the picked giants of earth, 
It must be some such feeling as this which 
stirs in the breast of the ideal aide-de-camp. 
The aides of the \ïceroy, of the Governor 
of Bombay, and of the Governor of 
Iadras 
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who in distinction from other officials in 
India receiyc thcir commissions from the 
Crown, and wear their aiguillettes of gold 
oYer the right shoulder, as representati,.es 
of royalty; other A. D. c.'s wear them over 
the left shoulder. A witty gentleman eating 
honey in the country turned from the dish 
and remarked meditatively: "If I lived in 
the country I should certainly keep a bee!" 
If I liYed in officialdom I would make any 
sacrifice to keep an aide-de-camp! 
An aide-de-camp is a person whose busi- 
ness it is to be agreeable, His task is one 
requiring unceasing vigilance, good health, 
good looks, a kindly disposition, and not 
only manners, but what is the fine flower 
of manners, manner. His duties are so 
multifarious, his accomplishments neces- 
sarily so varied, that it seems at first glance 
a preposterous joke to propose to anyone 
mortal that he should perform them, com- 
bine them, conceal them deftly, and not 
die of megalomania. 
He begins his day, let us say, at Govern- 
ment House, by taking a guest to ride at 
7 A. 1I.-it is too hot to ride at any other 
hour, He cares no more for that particu- 
lar guest than for the grandsire of the horse 
he is riding, but he is a very clever and a 
very observant guest if he discovers it. _\s 
the clock strikes seven he appears, smil- 
ing, shaven, clean, with a "I hope I have 
not kept you waiting!" He is full of such 
phrases as that by the way. Indeed he 
is an anthology of colorless and comfort- 
ing phrases, not quite flattering, not quite 
humble, but partaking of both, which steep 
the unsuspecting in an aroma of superior- 
ity and security. He has listened to your 
banalities about horses and horseflesh, in 
the smoking-room the night before, with a 
certain worshipful awe in his eyes, and you 
now find that he rides as though he were in 
a cradle, and you perhaps as though you 
were on a ship's deck. He modestly defers 
to you as to whether we trot, or walk, or 
canter, and he is ready to go on or stop, 
as best pleases you. He has a thousand 
things to do that day, and you nothing, but 
he is positively reckless as to time if only 
you are happy. If you will only waste 
his time, nothing apparently will give him 
greater pleasure. He leaves you at the 
door of your bungalow on your return 
with thanks for your company, and hope 
in his eyes, and on his tongue,_ that you 



vill favor him with your company again, 
You make what you consider a remark- 
ably quick change and arrive at the break- 
fast-room. Apparently he has heen there 
for hours. All in white, booted and 
spurred, with aiguillettes over his shoulder, 
ribbons on his breast-for he is on duty 
to-day-no heat, no wilted collar, no single 
hair in disarray, he awaits you, and even 
his smile is cool and inviting. If there 
are many guests at breakfast or at lun- 
cheon he gently insinuates you into the 
room, but by his manner alone he trans- 
forms you into feeling like a whole proces- 
sion, and you swell with satisfaction as he 
hands you to the best place vacant. He 
takes a chair, with an expression, conveyed 
wholly by his corporeal attitude, as though 
to say: "As for me, what matters it where 
I sit!" He succeeds by some curious per- 
sonal magnetism, born I suppose of long 
practice, in giving you the impression that 
you are riding upon a very tall elephant, 
magnificently caparisoned, while he is 
standing in the street admiring you. 
After he has seen that you have your 
cigar or cigarette, and asked solicitously if 
you have seen the last Reuter telegrams and 
the newspaper, he leaves you, but he leaves 
you in a delicious atmosphere not of mere 
comfort, but of comfort that you begin to 
feel you have deserved by some effort of 
your own. There is a marked difference 
between common or garden comfort, and 
A. D. C. comfort. The latter is lighted 
and scented with a certain subtle some- 
thing that makes you feel that your state 
of languorous ease has been won by you 
after long and arduous toil; while as a mat- 
ter of scientific fact, it is only the A, D. C. 
wand which has played upon your egotism, 
and made it seem for the nonce noble. 
If you wish to do an errand in the town 
before luncheon, he will either accompany 
you himself, or provide you with a com- 
panion. If he goes himself he instals you 
in the right-hand corner of the carriage or 
motor, in the place of honor, and you sail 
away, soldiers and policemen saluting, and 
others salaaming as you pass. He does not 
say it, but his air implies that these marks 
of respect are due to your imposing person- 
ality, and not to the royal liveries. 
If a member of your party is ill, he never 
forgets to send her flowers, to inquire for 
her health, and to suggest other comforts, 
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He has done an hour's work before the 
morning ride, and despite the t!..ir of idle- 
ness and the apparent contempt for time, 
he has done two hours' more work before 
the dri, e. 
This almost feminine regard for your com- 
fort, and the sight of him modestly curled 
up on a sofa at tea-time, like a stretching 
house cat, may lead you astray. Take him 
on at billiards, at racquets, at real tennis 
or lawn tennis, at polo or cricket or a day's 
shooting, or go through a day's hard ride in 
camp or at manæUHes with him, and you 
find that he plays all the games you know 
and many more, and he heats you at all 
of them easily and apologetically. Among 
this knot of embroidered and decorati,'e 
young gentlemen you may find a distin- 
guished performer upon the piano-forte, 
who will play you his own compositions; 
another who publishes fugitive poems; an- 
other who could easily make his living as a 
caricaturist; but none of these accomp1ish- 
ments is foisted upon you, rather are they 
dragged forth, or discO\'ered by accident. 
K one of them will speak of himself, or his 
doings, experiences, or successes, and one 
and all abhor lime-light upon themseh'es or 
their deeds. \\"hat an education a little of 
their companionship would be for many of 
my countrymen, who after half an hour's 
acquaintance seem to fill the atmosphere 
with exclamation points, and repetitions of 
the ninth letter of the alphabet. 
On all official occasions, after dinner. or 
at dances, the A. D. c.'s attentions to the 
forlorn, the scraggy, the three-cornered, the 
convex-backed, the concave-chested, the 
self-conscious, the awkward, the acidulous 
of the opposite sex, would put the most 
fanatical Sah'ation Army captain to shame. 
I have grown to look upon .\. D. Cship 
at its best, as one of the healing professions. 
It ministers to the social soul diseased. It 
deals with the more hidden maladies of 
vanity, self-consciousness, social awkward- 
ness, non-appreciated virtues, hypothetical 
prowesses, and soothes them unobtrusively, 
gently, and successfully, Chatterton, and 
Byron, and Poe might all ha,'e been saved 
by the ministrations of an accomplished 
A.D.C. 
4\S for his relations with his chief, he sur- 
rounds him with a purring adulation which 
soothes irritation, and lays the dust of the 
small attritions and futilities of the daily 
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task. He gives spiritual suhcutaneous in- 
jections of contidence and courage; waves 
aside the phantoms of discouragement; 
lights up the dark places of dull duties; and 
helps to fulfil the deeds in hours of insight 
willed, which must be done, like most severe 
tasks, in hours of gloom. 
If he really likes and respects his chief, 
his voice and mien are a ,'eritable pæan and 
hallelujah of praise, when he appears be- 
fore the guests and announces: His Excel- 
lency! You are at once prejudiced in the 
great man's fa,'or, prone to helie\"C that he 
is indeed Excellent. 
There is nothing mawkish about this 
loyalty, nothing effeminate. It is like the 
tenderness with which an engineer oils his 
great ship-propelling machinery, or the gen- 
tleness and care of a sportsman for his guns. 
In a climate where the greatest discom- 
forts come from the heat, and the etymolog- 
ical offspring of the heat, the houses are 
built for coolness and for shade, At Gov- 
ernment House Bombay, there is a large 
central bungalow containing the drawing- 
rooms, dining-room, billiard-room, ball- 
room, smoking-room, the entertaining- 
rooms in short, and surrounding it arc the 
bungalows containing the living apartments 
of the Governor, his staff, and his guests. 
,,' e were royally housed in a bungalow 
overlooking the hay, with reception-hall, 
sitting-rooms, bath-rooms, and bedrooms, 
and with separate entrances and outer halls. 
The service is at first uncanny, so noiseless 
are the barefooted attendants. You wash 
your hands in your dres::;ing-room, and al- 
most before vou are out of the room a silent 
brown man J has slipped in to change the 
water. 
Servants are of course cheap as measured 
by our standards, though by no means as 
cheap as they were twenty-five years ago; 
but they are also so bound, partly by caste 
rules, partly by lethargy, partly hy cen- 
turies of habit, that it requires many of 
them to keep the household machine going, 
e,'en when it is of modest proportions. In 
the case of the GO\"Crnor of a great prov- 
ince or more particularly in the case of the 
\ïceroy, the number required is legion. 
Noone of them will undertake another's 
task, and the social and religious differences 
Let\\TCn them are so great that there are 
no illustrations from American life that 
will serve to mark them. Betwecn the low- 
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caste sweeper of the garden walks and the the Egyptians might not eat bread ,vith the 
Sikh soldier on guard at the front door, for Hebrews; for that is an abomination unto 
example, there is a social difference not the Egyptians." '''hen Joseph cntertained 
of degrees but of latitudes. It is criminal his brethren in the house of Pharaoh the 
to think of associating together. \Ve must Egyptians ate apart, the Hcbrews ate apart, 
not forget that we are among people here and Joseph ate apart, much as the :\Iahar- 
who though starving will throwaway the ana of L daipur would do to-day did he 
meal with contempt upon \vhich even the entertain strangers and inferiors. I know 
shadow of a low-caste man has fallen. 'Ye more than one continental Catholic who has 
should remember too that these peculiarities nc\'Cr to his knowledge sat at tahle with a 
of caste are not uncommon e,-en amongst Jew; and we all of us eat, and drink, and 
ourselves. The writer of Genesis recalls are friendly with people whom we do not 
that the custom existed in Egypt ., because ask to break bread with us at our own 
15 0 
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tables. These lndianshave their caste prej- 
udices, so have we, and when analyzed 
the differences are of degree rather than 
fundamental, and so likewi::;e are the eccen- 
tricities of housekeeping in the East or the 
'Vest; there are difficulties to contend with 
on both sides of the world. 
Bells and mechanical appliances are not 
necessary, for at any hour of the day or 
night you clap your hands, and there glides 
noiselessly into your presence a brown 
phantom to ùo your bidding. All the work 
of every kind is done by men, except the 


sweeping of the leaves by one or two wom- 
en in the garden. They all seem, if one may 
judge from appearances, not only contented 
but proud. Good behavior means fixity of 
tenure, and ultimately a pension. The same 
justice, and honesty, and impartiality which 
hold all India, holds even more effecti,.ely 
here, Lecause in the case of servants they 
come into closer contact with their masters, 
and in many cases like them as well as re- 
spect them. John Kicholson was not only 
a hero among his white fellows but a hero, 
too, to his soldiers and servants. His great 
15 1 
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height, his flowing beard, his dignity of 
bearing, and audacious courage so delighted 
the Sikhs that a sect of them called them- 
seh'es by his name, and established him as 
their Guru, or priest. 
Amongst other letters, I had a letter to a 
distinguished Hindu, who has won high 
rank in the judiciary of India. I spent a 
long day in the courts with him, and on one 
occasion I sat through a scene which I shall 
never forget. The buildings used by the 
court in Bombay are larger and finer than 
those in K ew York, and the judges better 
paid than even our judges of the Supreme 
Court of the Cnited States. The case was 
one of appeal from a decision of the lower 
court condemning two Hindus to death for 
murder. It was a disgusting story, and 
most of the evidence was circumstantial, 
except that of a lad of sixteen, a decadent, 
who claimed that he had been forced by the 
others to take part in the crime. There sat 
a Hindu judge, and beside him an Eng- 
lish colleague; the case was argued for the 
appeal by an English barrister. .:\Iany 
hours, much money, much investigation 
and sifting of evidence had gone into this 
dull matter of the guilt or innocence of 
these three Hindus of the very lowest caste. 
The British machine was working as care- 
fully, as minutely, as though great person- 
ages, or important matters of state, were at 
stake. It was an object-lesson of the slow 
ponderous English way of being just. It 
was a sledge-hammer to crack an egg, but 
it was justice for those cow-herds, who pos- 
sibly earned two or three cents a day, and 
justice as nice, and careful, and impartial 
as for a prince. In the old days their ruler 
would have had their heads off, or their 
brains and bellies crushed to a jelly be- 
neath an elephant's feet and knees, or sent 
them about their business in five minutes, 
and nor the victims, nor their friends, nor 
anyone else would have thought anything 
more about it. 
In a country where lying and deceiving 
are looked upon as an intellectual employ- 
ment, as worthy as any other; in a country 
where a man will murder his own child and 
bury it in his neighbor's garden to fasten 
suspicion upon him, it is easy to realize 
how difficult is justice, and how experi- 
ence alone can weigh evidence and get the 
truth from witnesses. It is sciolism worse 
confounded to write letters and pamphlets 


from cosey chambers in London or New 
York on the subject of justice in India, 
the tyranny of the police, the haughty Eng- 
lish official, and kindred criticisms, I have 
,'isited courts and prisons, I have sat in 
the highest court, and also in front of the 
deputy-commissioner's tent pitched on the 
plains of the Punjab, on a hot day, and 
thus seen justice meted out to the high 
and low, and to all conditions of men and 
women, and now that I am far away from 
it all, I marvel even more than I did then 
at the patience, forbearance, kindliness, 
and impartiality that I saw. 
l\ly distinguished Hindu -friend was of 
the Brahman class, who had been educated 
in England and thereby-by crossing the 
black water-outcasted, He belonged to 
the intellectuals of his creed, and told me 
he was what we should call a Unitarian. 
He praised the virtues of the Hindus, said 
they were peaceable, gentle, mild, but also 
suspicious, envious, and jealous, and easily 
excited by playing upon their religious 
fears, when they lost all sense of the jus- 
tice and honesty of their rulers, or of any- 
body else, and became cruel. The Hin- 
dus, he said, have as a rule but one wife, 
taking another only in case the first one 
bears no children, or, amongst the lower 
classes, that there may be more people to 
work the land, and this in spite of the 
fact that their religion does not forbid 
polygamy. 
He maintained, as did every Indian of 
the scores I talked "'lith, that caste is the 
curse of the country, keeping people apart, 
setting them against one another, and that 
so long as caste exists there is no hope of 
self -governmen t. 
He thought the British did not see 
enough of the people, were socially ex- 
clusi'Te, and thereby barred from under- 
standing the people they lived amongst. I 
said that all Englishmen made the same 
remark, that the Indians are inscrutable, 
mysterious. He denied this, and said that 
they were quite understandable, and would 
talk freely and frankly, but that they were 
not allowed to be on such terms with the 
English as permitted freedom and frank- 
ness of intercourse, and that therefore they 
were dubbed inscrutable. He said the feel- 
ing between Hindus and l\Iuhammadans 
was as strong, and in some places as bitter, 
as ever. 
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He thought some protection would he 
good for India. for of course with free-trade 
India was at the mercy of Lancashire, 
He was in fa,'or of as much partici- 
pation in the government by nati,-es as 
was possible, and held that education was 
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agreed upon one thing, that the subtleties 
of British compromise were heyond us, 
I quote this gentleman, as I shall quote 
others, not because I agree or disagree wi th 
all their views, but that my readers may 
grind each his own axe. As for me, I beg 
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making progress even among the women. 
He showed the same feeling, though very 
guardedly expressed, that other intelligent 
Indians show wherever one meets them, 
that much of the distrust and dread of the 
Indian for the English are due in great 
part to the unsympathetic attitude of the 
majority of the English, and claimed that 
confidcn
e and sympathy would be repaid 
by loyalty and frankness. 
\Ve discussed the curious contradictori- 
ness of the English, who insist upon the 
unearned increment theory as applicable to 
land in India, though they fight it at home; 
and who support the theory of native princes 
in India, with their patriarchal influence and 
methods of government, while denouncing 
dukes and great landlords at home. \Ye 


to emphasize the fact that I have no a
e 
to grind other than to call the attention of 
my countrymen to problems and situations, 
that they are marching toward, and rapidly, 
At a dinner given for me by the Chief- 
Justice, we dined at a new club where both 
Indians and British meet. Indeed it was 
formed for that purpose, and certain al- 
ready hard-\vorked Englishmen whom I 
met make it a point to go there. At the 
dinner in question only men were present, 
and there were as many Indians present as 
Europeans, and it seemed to me that prob- 
lems of government and politics were dis- 
cussed as freely as they would ha\'e been 
in N ew York or in London. 
But when one leaves this atmosphere of 
the high-placed, to spend many hours in the 
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part of the town inhabited by the Indians 
themseln's. the practical situation seems to 
swamp the theory completely. ""hat sym- 
pathy, what kindliness, what understanding 
of their needs or of their defects, can per- 
meate this mass? Eyen nw Hindu friend, 
when pressed for an opinio
, admitted that 
he saw no solution except British domina- 
tion for centuries to come. Just what your 
eye
 see, just what your ears hear, make 
one almost contemptuous of the most in- 
telligent man'
 opinion who has not actu- 
alh' been in [ndia. These streets swarm- 
ing with people: these shops, which are 
merely large-sized goods boxes with one 
end taken off. in which are huddled mer- 
chants and their families, and their wares, 
in a cubic space perhaps twice that occu- 
pied by a deer-hound when trayelling in his 
huge hasket to a show; the variety of cos- 
tumes, head-gear. and physiognomy-I ,,"as 
told that forty different dialects are spoken 
in the bazaars of Bombay-distinctions of 
class apparent e,-en to my untutored eyes, 
from the mJ,n in a loin-cloth to some petty 
rajah in a gilded coach, with sen"ants 
swarming oyer it and around it, or dainty 
Parsi women taking their airing in well- 
turned-out carriages, with footmen clearing 
the way for them; beggars coyered with 
dust and a
hes; . Arabs and students, what 
a mi:\.ture it is! 
X or democracy, nor any other form of 
government, has done a,vay with social 
differences, for the form of government is 
yet to he e,'en dreamt of that can endow 
men with equal patience, equal industry, 
equal good judgment, and until that time 
comes, society will he as little le,"el, as the 
troughs and crests of the ocean. Eyen in 
the \\ est, where religion and politics haye 
assumed the livery of Equality, little has 
been done; hut in the East religion amI 
politics for thousands of years haye in- 
sisted that justice demands inequality, anrl 
from Quetta to Calcutta, and from 
Iadras 
to the Khaihar Pass, there is no sign that 
the old ways are passim::. 
.-\ journalist whorg I met in Bombay, 
who, though he was not an anarchist, was 
none the less ,'oluble in his criticisms of the 
British methods of rule, was discussing the 
recent visit of 1Ir. Keir Hardie to India, 
and I remarked that he was a curious 
leader for a Brahman to follow. "\Ye do 
not follow him," he replied, "'\'C arc only 


using him as we should use anybody else 
who will follow us
 The men he int1u- 
ences." he continued. "are of little use to 
us, but they are a nuisance to the British." 
There arc over a thousand newspapers 
published in the yernacula.r in India in over 
twenty-two dialects or languages, In the 
large cities like Bombay. and to some ex- 
tent in the outlying districts, they ha'"e a cer- 
tain int1uence, not always, I fear, for good. 
But if the East is buried deep in its own 
superstitions, we are obsessed by ours. 
Education and teaching are two of ours. 
The misty talk ahout teaching people to 
respect themselves is a yery loose phrase. 
To teach Lincoln to respect himself was 
to increase his respect for patience, for 
humility for good-humor; to teach John 
Xicholson to respect himself was to in- 
crease his respect for truth, courage, and 
duty; on the other hand, to teach a forger 
10 respect himself is to make his next for- 
gery more daring; to teach a thief to respect 
himself is to make his next loot larger: to 
teach certain firebrand politicians to respect 
themseh"es, either in India or in England, 
is to increase their respect for jaunty om- 
niscience, for second-hand schola.rship. and 
for the sly sedition of the bomb, the pistol, 
and the vernacular press. 
To teach a man to read, or to write, or 
to count does not teach him to think, or 
to know. 'Ye tried teaching our Indians; 
England teaches in India-under the ægis, 
by the way, of the most absurd .:\lacaulay- 
an and antiquated system, the system of a 
man as contemptuous and ignorant of East- 
ern literature, religions, and philosophy as 
he was accomplished as a maker of his- 
torical phrases and literary antitheses- 
but to little a,'ail, for the reason that few 
of us as vet realize the limitations of edu- 
cation. "The Indian senior "TangIer is no 
more morally an Englishman than he 
was before he knew the English alphabet. 
You cannot teach character, no matter how 
much else you teach, and character is the 
only thing worth while. :\lcn arc only of 
the same class, of the same moral aristoc- 
racy, when their blood boils and freezes at 
the same moral temperature, and in all the 
world there is no text- book on that sub- 
ject, and hut fe,,, teachers. 

I ueh of the confusion in this matter 
arises from the fact that we confound train- 
ing and education. The majority of men 
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,,"ho go through schools and uni\'er-;ities gct 
no training at all, and fail anrl are forgotten; 
the men who do get the training in schools 
and uni\"ersities make it appear that it was 
altogether duc to school and collcge, which 
is not the case at all, 
It was training that 
produced \Yashing- 
ton, Hamilton, Lin- 
coln, Grant, Sheri- 
d an, "Stonewall" 
Jackson, and Lee, 
and not education in 
any academic sense, 
though Hamilton, 
Jackson, and Lee 
were students. It is 
not the learning that 
makes the man, but 
the man who uses 
his learni ng as a 
gymnasium in which 
to train his powers. 
""e go on crowd- 
ing men into statc 
and philanthropy- 
supported institu- 
tions of learning as 
though they were 
magical receptacles 
for the production of 
trained men. Years 
of failure have 
taught us nothing. 
I agree that the 
state ought to sup- 
ply the opportunity 
for elementary 
study, and that it is 
wise and generous 
charitv which offers 
opportunity for high 
and costly experi- 
ment and imyestigation, but only those who 
earn their way ought to have the path be- 
yond made easy. Luther, and Erasmus, 
and Bacon, and the lesser breed of intellect, 
will blaze their own path through the forest 
of difficulties; the others should not be 
pampered into intellectual dawdling, but 
left, and even forced if necessary, to fell the 
forest and plough thc plain. 
America has had free education from the 
beginning, an unequallcd test, and yet the 
men who have made .--\merica are without 
university degrees, \\ ith such few exccp- 
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tions that the academically educated are 
lost in the overwhelming majority who 
ha\"c trained themselves. Even those who 
ha\'e academic degrees owe their places 
in the world to other training than the 
training received 
from books and 
professors. 
The world won- 
ders at the deca- 
dence of 5chool- 
beridden France, 
where the boys are 
effeminatized, the 
youths secular- 
ized, and the men 
sterilized, morally 
and patriotically; 
France with its po- 
lice without power, 
its army without 
patriotism, and its 
people wi thout in- 
fluence; disorderly 
at home and cring- 
ing abroad; a nation 
owing its autonomy 
even to the fact that 
it is serviceable as a 
buffer-state. \Vhen 
I write" disorderly 
at home," it is not 
the off-hand rhet- 
oric of the hasty 
wri ter. l\lonsieur 
Emile 11 assard 
made a report to 
the Paris :l\Iunicipal 
Council on the sub- 
ject of the encum- 
berment of the 
Par i s streets, He 
says there are near- 
ly half a million vehicles of all kinds in 
Paris to-day, with twenty thousand hand- 
carts and nine thousand barrows. In 1909, 
sixty-five thousand eight hundred and sev- 
enty accidents were caused in the Paris 
strccts by eighty-one thousand eight hun- 
dred and sixty-eight ,-ehicles, or about three 
accidents for every four vehicles, and there 
was one summons for evcry seventy-sevcn 
motor taxi-cabs. I am unorthodox, I might 
even be dubbcd a heretic by the narrow, 
but I am Lound to confess if ever a nation 
suffered from physical and moral dry-rot, 
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as a direct result of secular education, it is 
France. 
America and Germany have been saved 
from this by faith and reverence. In 
France reverence has been knocked on the 
head and faith smothered in ridicule, and 
she has produced a school-bred hooligan, 
in Paris at any rate, "vhose lack of the 
human traits of decency, honesty, gentle- 
ness, and manliness are unequalled outside 
of a menagerie. Heretic I may be, but I 
would rather suffer a :Mass even, than mock 
at my mother. Education without moral 
training is simply a diabolical misfortune. 
But the fallacy remains, and with it a ter- 
rible waste of human material, and an in- 
crease of that uneasy unhappiness, which 
is the curse of modern society, for men and 
women are naturally discontented who feel 
dimly that they are developed along wrong 
Jines, and yet are loath to admit that they 
should exchange the black coat for the 
blouse, the pen for the plough, and the 
ænemia of mediocre mental accomplish- 
ment for the health of rude toil. There 
is a multitude of failures at these Indian 
15 6 


examinations. It takes twenty-four thou- 
sand candidates for matriculation to secure 
eleven thousand passes, and of these eleven 
thousand only one thousand nine hundred 
survive to take the B. A. degree. At Ox- 
ford, for example, and as a means of com- 
parison, the number of those who fail to 
matriculate is negligible, and of the nine 
hundred who annually matriculate, about 
six hundred and fifty proceed to their de- 
gree, In the long run, God himself read- 
justs matters. Development along false 
lines ends in disgrace and failure. "Te 
to-day may see Turks and Italians, the de- 
scendants of the ::\Iughals and the Cæsars, 
working as day-laborers in the far-off 'Vest 
of the Argentine Republic, and five hun- 
dred years hence a Chinese official will pon- 
der over the fact that the descendants of 
English lords and American millionnaires 
are tilling his fields. By instinct we say 
":Mother Earth" and "l\Iother K ature," 
and we are right; all the others are step- 
mothers, or mothers-in-law. 
It is curious that England, which has won 
so great an empire, and which has been 
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ruled and scr\'ed by an uneducated hut 
trained aristocracy, should of all nations 
turn to books an
l professors to soh-e its 
Indian problems. In the House of Com- 
mons, July. 19IO. there were one hundred 
and de,-cn Etonians, the great majority of 
whom arc far better fitted to lead a squad- 
ron of ca,"alry, or to go'-ern a foreign pro\'- 
ince, than to pass an examination in com- 
petition with Frenchmen or (;ermans of 
their own age. I hope I am not assum- 
ing too much ,\'hen I say that these same 
Etonians would agree with me. 
India needs engineers, agricultural chem- 
ists, archæologists, mining engineers, archi- 
tects, statisticians, students of hygiene, 
political economists, scientitìc farmers, but 
how many such men ha\'e her schools and 
colleges produced-practically none_ All 
this work is done by Europeans, whilc the 
Indian student has but on
 aim, to become 
an employee of the government, a cog in the 
wheel of bureaucracy, with a little power 
over his fellows, and a pension in store for 
him. The supply of these is exceeding the 
demand, and those left over are like badly 
cooked food, neither good as a fertilizer nor 
to eat; they are spoiled for the fields and 
too feeble for useful mental labor. I mean 
no insult. I am saying of the East what I 
have first said of the \Vest. England has 
transferred the ""estern fetich of secular 
education to India, with the result that 
might have been expected. The Indian 
seditionist is no worse than the Parisian 
hooligan, and both, with certain differences, 
are the result of the same system. 
The sun is blazing down-on the garden 
in which lives a saint, so-called, whom 
I visited one dav in Bombav. He has 
not spoken for t\\
enty-three y
ars, and his 
neighbors look upon him with awe. He 
permits me to take his photograph, and I 
wonder whether it is for peace or as a 
penance that he has made this law for 
himself. \Ve question him, and he hy signs 
tells us that he is quite happy, quite indif- 
ferent whether he li\'es or dies, and quite 
sure that all is for the best in the world, if 
one only takes a perspectÌ\-e of, say, a thou- 
sand years or so. \,"e are too close to 
things to know much about them, he main- 
tains, and gets as far away as he can. 
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Some months later, I nSlt at Da\'os 
Platz a man who for nearly thirty years 
has been studying drops of blood under a 
microscope. He is getting as close to life 
as he can, hut admits that he knows little 
more than the sage in his hot garden at 
Bomhay. Roth the \Yestern scientist and 
the Eastern sage smile indulgently at the 
fussiness of modern life. 
Iy own e
peri- 
ence of men in many lands has taught me 
that the most acti,-e are the least valuable. 
It is a notahle sur\'i val of the simian in 
man that so many pcople think that con- 
stant mental and physical activity is a 
measure of \'alue, Busy peoplc seldom ac- 
complish anything. The statue, the poem, 
the painting, the solution of the economic, 
financial, or social prohlem, the courage and 
steadfastness for war even, are all horn in 
seclusion and appear mysteriously from no- 
where. Cromwell, \Vashington, Lincoln, 
Shakespeare, Dante, and len-antes all ap- 
pear from nowhere, and promptly take com- 
mand of the busybodies. \,"hat a crowd 
of men we all ;ecall who were so busy 
making themselves rememhered that they 
are already forgotten! It is said that some 
ninety-five per cent of business men, hrokers, 
and bankers fail. It is busyness that does 
it. \Ve must gi,'e the Eastern philosophy its 
due. \Ve are none of us infallible, not even 
the most modern of us, and I am not sure 
that the proud flesh of the social sore is not 
as visible in the Tweed Ring, in the State- 
House scandals in Pennsylvania, in .the 
Sugar scales of certain millionnaire merch- 
ants, in the Poplar Cnion revelations in 
England, or in the crowd at a race-meet- 
ing in Paris, as anywhere in India or in 
China. 
I regret, for the sake of my \\Testern read- 
ers who are accustomed to the proclamatory 
cocksureness of irritable activity, that I am 
leaving Bombay with so little ability to pro- 
vide them with any essence of omniscience 
of my own manufacture. Having no claims 
social, political, or financial to make upon 
my fellow-countrymen, I am satisfied to 
sen-e them with food for thought rather 
than to denounce them for the benefit of 
their enemies, or to flatter them for their 
own undoing, that I may have their ap- 
proval. 
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I] 
 _ O.\XX.\'S resentment at be- 

 ing sent East at the end of 

 rtti h
r freshman year in the 

 State Cniwrsity was n
t al- 
'-ti together due to her dIsap- 
pointment at missing the 
very considerable gayety of that co-educa- 
tional institution, .\ suspicion that culture 
and polished manners were thought to be 
more easily acquired near the Atlantic coast 
than in the 
Iississippi yalley aroused pas- 
sionately the heat of her generous local 
patriotism. She trayersed the continent, 
therefore, in a high state of belligerent op- 
position to ewrything Eastern. especially to 
the supercilious Easkrn notion that there 
was any difference between the two sections 
of the 
ountr\'. 
Xo sooner 
'-as she settled in her new dor- 
mitory than she began her crusade. " You 
think all \\-estern men are long-haired cow- 
puncher

" she cried to her room-mate, "ho 
had committed the crime of being born in 

Iaine. "Let me tell you that they are not, 
but a great deal hetter-dressed, and more 
up-to-elate and-and culti,-ated than these 
silly Ea
tern hoys!" 
15 s 


She got small satisfaction out of the girl 
from 
laine, who, being a hopeless grind 
and working for honors, spent ,-ery little 
time in comparing different brands of young 
men; but she promised herself a tìne op- 
portunity for combating narrow-minded 
Eastern notions in her projected ,-isit to her 
cousins in Yermont. Her mother's family 
had come originally from the Green 
loun- 
tain State and there was still left in a small 
village in the more mountainous part of the 
State quite a settlement of Perkinses and 
Hadleys, who, hearing that one of the Kan- 
sas branch of the family was in 
 ew Eng- 
land, invited her to Hillsboro' for her 
Christmas ,'acation. 
She found that place a singularly remote 
and isolated little duster of houses, lost in a 
forgotten valley of the Green ßlountains 
and immensely far remm"ed from any sort 
of main current. Her new relatives were 
yery simple-minded. elderly ,'illage folk 
who certainly would not ha,-e thought of 
claiming for themselws either culture or 
polished manners. much less a monopoly of 
those ad,.antages; but Joanna's nervous 
young hand had held the bowstring taut for 
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too long a time to alter her purpose. \\ïth 
a noisy twanging she let fly all the arguments 
she had feathered and stored up for a quite 
different collection of people, .-\s suon as 
she landed in the snow-hound little village, 
clinging. rather forlornly it seemed to her, 
to the great sloping flank of Hemlock 
Ioun- 
tain. she began her campaign, which con- 
sisted of many-times reiterated statements 
that their ideas ahout the \Yest were all 
wrong. There was no difference at all, she 
told them, hetween \-ermont and Kansas 
nceDt that K.ansas was sophisticated and 
ach.ànced and modern while Yermont was 
prm-incial, narrow, anù behind the times. 
".-\h, we are not like most Yankees," 
they told her unexpectedly. ""-e know 
ahout the \Yest. .\ \Yesterner lives here 
and has for vcars-a man from );ebraska." 
Joanna '
as stupefied. "A \"esterner 
I i'i.'e here!" she cried. " \Vhat in the workl 
does he do tlwl for?" 
\ plausible excuse 
striking her, she answered herself before 
her cousins could recover from the rich in- 
sult of her question, "Oh, perhaps he has 
business interests." Like all .-\merican 
girls she had been trained to understand 
that .. business interests" formed an ade- 
quate explanation for the most hizarre ac- 
tions. ., Xo, he's not in business," they told 
her, "he's poor, like everybody else around 
here. He farms it." 
Joanna was smitten into silence. Emer- 
ging from this with a long breath of utter 
wonder, .. \Yell, I never heard of anything 
like that in my life!" she a,'erred. "To 
lea ve X ebraska for Yermont!" 

he felt vcry much irritated that such a 
11lSll.'ì Ilaluræ should have obtruded itself 
intu her triumphal celebration of the supe- 
riorities of the \Yest. His mere existence 
was bad enough, but as she began to hear 
more of him, her exasperation grew. He, 
too, it seemed from her cousins' talk, Im-ed 
the \Yest and, like Joanna, was much giv- 
en to describing it to all who would listen; 
hut" \\'hy I never IleaI'd of such things. 
1\-r e7.'er!" the girl cried out ag
in and again, 
as his stories were repeated. She was 
dri, en from the offensive to the defensÍ\-e 
at once by those preposterous stories of 
broncho-busting, cattle-hrandings, Indian 
dances, coyote hunting, and cow-punching. 
It must be admitted that it was through no 
fault of her cousins that she felt her native 
region disgraced by this account of its main 
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industries. To do them justice, they evi- 
dently admired the \Yest immeasurably as 
a land of fascinating, wild, and abandoned 
freedom, and thought themseh'es very com- 
monplace persons compared with inhabi- 
tants of that part of the country. 

o attitude they could have taken would 
have more inflamed the fury of their \\'est- 
ern relative. In vain sh
 told them of 
expensi,'e school-houses, "muclI better 
equipped and more modern than those of 
the East," of trolley-cars and theatres and 

Iaeterlinck clubs and paved streets and 
art associations and city water-works and 
country clubs and brick office-buildings 
and smart sets only differing from those of 
the East in that they were "a thousand times 
smarter in e,'ery ,,:ay." The concensus of 
opinion among the Perkinses and Hadleys 
continued to be, as far as she could deter- 
mine, that she must live in a very queer sec- 
tion of the \Vest, quite unlike the rest of it. 
She chafed fumingly under this assumption 
of these kindly, elderly country-folk who 
seemed to think of her as a little girl. It 
was all ,-ery different from what she had 
planned. 
On the fourth day of her visit, as they sat 
at the noonday dinner-table, the noise of 
hoofs, heating rapidly on the hard-trodden 
snow, made itself <Judible. Her cousins 
looked at her and smiled, "That's the 
e- 
braskan," they said. "Hc's the only person 
around here that goes a-horseback." 
She rushed to the window and voiced the 
first and second wave of astonishment which 
overwhelmed her in two exclamations, 
"\Vhy, he's old!" and, .. \Vhat has he got 
on! " They protested, "Oh no, he's not at 
all old! He can't be a da r O\-er fifty-five." 
And. "He always dresses like that. You 
see for yourself. He got used to it in the 
\Yest, I suppose." 
Joanna returned to the table swelling 
with wrath. "\\'ell, I've lived in the "-est 
all my life and I never saw anybody so 
rigged up outside a circus-tent!" 
-\s her 
astonishment and indignation grew, "He's 
a fake!" she broke out a little later, "I bet 
you my bottom dollar that man's a fake!" 
Her cousins ignored her thesis and 
pounced on its expression with delighted 
exclamations, "There! That s the way he 
talks, with tho<;e picturesque expressions. 
That's the first really \Yestern thing you've 
said. " 



1(;0 


The \Yesterner 


Joanna colored O\-er her slip and kept her 
further sceptical surmises to herself. 
.. Here he comes back," said her great- 
aunt at the winduw, "I'm going to ask him 
in to meet vou. You 'lllìnd him a real nice 
man. .-\nd he thinks as much of the "'cst 
as vou." 
:He proved to he a tall, lean elderly moun- 
taineer, precisely like everyone else in HilIs- 
born' except that he wore his gray hair long 
on his shoulders. His ,"oice was nasal 
and he spoke wi th a pronounced Yankee 
twang. He looked at 10anna kindly, 
shifted his wide-brimmed sombrero with 
the rattle-snake hand into his left hand, 
pulled off the deep-cuffed gauntlet glove 
from the other and shook hands heartily 
with her. c'.-\ little girl from Kansas, eh? 
\\'ell, that's tìne! It does my eyes good to 
see anybody from (;od's country. You 
must come up and see m'wife and me at our 
ranch. Tain't much to look at compared 
to the payrayra (he pronounced prairie as 
Joanna had heard" old settlers" in Kansas 

ay the word), but we'd be almighty glad 
to see you. \Ye "Testerners ought to have 
quite something to talk abouL" 
Joanna sun-eyed him in silence from his 
sombrero to his wide-fringed chaps and 
tinkling spurs. She made no objection to 
the acceptance for her of his invitation by 
her great-aunt. She was suppressing a 
great laugh. She thought to herself that 
she had never seen anything in her life more 
ridiculous than this spare old Yankee far- 
mer tricked out in his absurd costume. 
" Yes, I'll go to see him," she told herself 
that night, "and I het I'll find out a thing or 
two about him before I get through! He 
can't run any bluff on me!" Joanna oh- 
served in her conversations with herself, 
none of the finicky restrictions which she 
put on her audible speech in this country of 
critical Easterners. 
The vehicle in which she made the jour- 
ney to the other end of the dark and narrow 
valley struck her, like so many other things 
in this much-vaunted East, as very poor 
and mean. It was an unpainted wooden 
box on runners (she had overheard some 
one give it the strange name of "pung") 
tilled with straw which was supposed to 
keep her feet '....arm as she perched on a 
springkss seat. She was so triumphantly 
full of her prospecti"e exposure of her 
pseudo-compatriot that she let slip the op- 


portunity to point out that if "Testerners 
had been living there they would ha,-e had 
long ago a trolley-line running up the valley 
,vith warmed and lighted cars upholstered 
in plush. As a matter of fact, since none of 
of her elderly relatives ,'entured out on such 
a long drive in mid-winter, she had oniy a 
hired boy to whom to make this observa- 
tion if she had thought of it; a boy so 
swathed in wrappings that only a pair of 
contemplati,-e eyes was to be seen, a boy 
who preserved a penetrating silence. 
It was a 
ray day, very cold, with occa- 
sional Hurries of snow. Joanna thought 
that no one could dream of anything more 
utterly dreary than this tiny strip of frozen 
land, shut in by the huge, unbroken wall 
of sombre, cloud-veiled mountains, The 
few houses they passed, small, plain build- 
ings, planned apparently with a sole aim 
to economy, gazing blankly at her with 
frost-whitened little windows, seemed, 
against the de
olate height of the moun- 
tains on which they clung, like the veriest 
cabins. 
The silence, the piercing cold, the gray 
gloom, the suffocating nearness of the 
mountains workêd on the impressionabl 
girl like an evil spell. She thought of the 
dazzling sunlight of the plains, of the spa- 
cious farm-houses, like luxurious country 
residences, which she knew in her own 
State, steam-heated, with electric lights, 
close by trolley-lines, surrounded by a pros- 
perous comp!lny of huge barns and stables; 
and she felt her heart contract with a pity- 
ing horror of the IÏ\-es that must be lived 
here. 
By the time the horse had plodded to the 
end of the journey, which proved to he a 
small, poor old house like all the others, the 
girl's sensiti,"e nerves were quivering like 
fiddle-strings. "Oh, how do you stand it 
here, you Easterners!" she cried as soon as 
her wraps were unloosened enough for 
speech. "I should think you would smother 
with thuse horrible great mountains shut 
ting out all the air. I can't breathe!" 
Her hostess, a small ,yoman, mild-eyed 
and smiling, said with a cheerful literal- 
ness, "Oh, there's plenty of air here. 
That's just your imagination, I guess." 
Her host, arrayed in a red shirt ,vith a 
gay neckerchid around his corded old neck, 
said nothing. He was seated in a splint- 
bottomed chair with a bright tidy on the 
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back, his eyes bent on the operation of sort- 
ing beans. Close on the other side of the 
window where he sat rose the first slope of 
the foot-hill, its outcropping granite ledges 
within reach of his hand. The mistress of 
the house turned to put away the girl's 
wraps and paused, saying with a quaint 
shyness, "\" ould you like to. 
ome and see 
the house ? Your aunt said she wanted 
you should see a real old-fashioned Ver- 
mont farm-house such as your folks come 
from. The boy says you can't stay very 
long so maybe you'd better do it now." 
Joanna in an unwonted silence followed 
her about her tiny domain, looking at the 
low, slanting ceilings of the bedrooms, at 
the clumsy, old-fashioned" conveniences" 
of the kitchen, at the darkened, musty 
"best room," at the steep stairs, at the bare, 
worn boards of the floors, covered with 
home-woven rag rugs and bearing, in deep 
groO\"es; the impress of the many genera- 
tions before the present owners, whose feet 


had trodden the narrow round of their 
daily life. She could make no comment 
because of the knot in her throat, and when 
her hostess paused again in the dining- 
room and remarked with a little air of 
pride, "It t
øk quite a while to fix things 
just the way he wanted them, but u'e think 
we got a nice little home," Joanna found 
something unendurahly touching in the 
speech. 
Her host rose now and slipping on a coat 
said, (, 1\OW, 
Iother, you go git her things 
again. You've showed her all your helong- 
ings. _'\Dd I want she should see the barn." 
His \vife protested that young ladies ha'"e 
no interest in barns, but succumbed to his 
statement that" she'd ought to see where 
her grandfather come from as much as her 
grandmother." 
It was with little enthusiasm that Joanna 
saw herself thus provided with the oppor- 
tunity for cross-examining questions that 
she had come to seek. Her mood had 
161 



quite changed. She was not so much mili- 
tantly disposed to defend her home re- 
gion, as heart-sick with longing for it, for 
its cheerful, wide-margined prosperity, for 
its young, thriftless, confident affluence. 
This barren old country, overshadO\\'ed 
sadly by a past as poor and pinched as 
its present, filled her \vith an outraged com- 
passion. 
Her heart swelling with this vague and 
painful emotion, she followed her host about 
the Ii ttle barn, seeing but not noting the herd 
of three cows, the one horse who thrust a 
good-natured face out from his stall, the 
adjoining shed where a few matronly hens 
stood shiveringly about, lifting up first one 
foot and then the other to warm it in their 
fluffed-up feath- 
ers. There was 
a pause after this 
and she was aware 
that the farmer 
had asked her 
some question. 
She had not heard 
it, and, looking in- 
quiringly at him, 
suddenly observed 
the signs of ex- 
citement in his 
we a ther- bea ten 
face. She said, " I 
didn't catch what 
you said, please," 
but he answered 
only by a long 
stare. He seemed 
to be s truggli ng 
with a great inde- 
cision which he fi- 
nally cast off wi th 
a gesture of resolu- 
tion, and beckoned 
her to follow him 
up the steep, lad- 
der-like stairs. 
They crossed the 
hay-mow in si- 
lence, treading 
softly on the 
masses of short, 
fine, sweet-smelling 
grasses. Joanna 
noticed that a cor- 
ner of this second 
floor was roughly 
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partitioned off with unplaned boards to 
form a small room. 
Into this her companion introduced her, 
saying with a tremor in his voice, "You're 
the first person but me that's ever be'n 
here." He added. apparently as explana- 
tion, "They don't many folks from the 
\rest git back to Hillsboro' and you're the 
only one that e
'er got as far as this end of 
the valley." 
J oann; looked about her uncompre- 
hendingly. The place was like nothing 
she had ever seen. It was very small, a 
rough bunk cO\"ered with skins stretched 
along one side, a few tin cooking-dishes 
hung on the walls, and a little sheet-iron 
cooking-stO\"e, oddly new and unused-look- 
ing, thrust its pipe 
out of a hole in 
the ,vindow. The 
walls were almost 
covered with pict- 
ures stuck up with 
pins and nails. 
Their character 
gaw her the first, 
faint, anticipatory 
glimmering of the 
meaning of the 
ugly little room. 
They were of all 
sorts, rough, line 
drawings cut from 
newspapers, col- 
ored illustrations 
from the maga- 
zines, but they all 
represented \\'est- 
ern scenes, the ",ort 
of \Yestern scene 
that Joanna was 
al ways repudiat- 
ing in her descrip- 
tion of her Kansas 
home-cattle- 
stampedes, cow- 
punchers, Indians, 
sod-houses, Ii n e s 
of prairie schoon- 
ers making their 
way through sage- 
brush, cow-boys 
gaHoping along 
over vast, sunlit 
plains where noth- 
ing broke the per- 
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feet circle of the sky-line-Joanna clasped 
her hands! Ah, at least the horizon was 
right, that ample horizon encircling the 
friendly fertile, useful land! That was 
home! 
"I knew you'd like it! I knew you'd un- 
derstand!" cried the old farmer at the sight 
of her kindling eyes. His tone denoted an 
immense relief. Eyen through Joanna's 
impervious youth there struck the cOll\'ic- 
tion that he had not known she would like 
it, that she had been in danger of striking a 
false note, of destroying something cher- 
ished. She turned to him and saw almost 
with terror that his gaunt old face was very 


white and that his chin trembled. "It 
seems so good to see somebody that can un- 
derstand," he said in simple apology for 
his emotion. 
Joanna sat down on the edge of the bunk 
and looked earnestly at him. Her intense 
hope that he would say something to give 
her a clew as to her attitude was fulfilled by 
his continuing as though he were in the mid- 
dle of a story she knew quite well. " You 
see, my being out there such a short time- 
'twas only three months from start to finish 
-1 was å'fraid I'd forget about it some, So 
as soon 's I could 1 fixed this up like the lit- 
tle shack I had out there, and I keep puttìn' 
16 3 
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up all the pictures I can git a-hold of, so's 
to keep me reminded-" His nasal ex- 
planatory voice changed to the note, star- 
tling and thrilling, of a man speaking 
openly of a great passion. "Say, it's a 
grcat country, ain't it?" he said. 
Joanna had never before in her girl-life 
heard that note, but her inexperience was 
no barrier to her recognition of it. She 
felt that she too was probably very pale. 
"Seems like," went on the farmer, al- 
ways with this new voice that transfigured 
his words, "seems like I'd llc'vcr lived-not 
what you could call1h'c/-but just them 
three months. There wan't no chance here 
then any IT\ore than now, but just to pick 
stone and pick stone and pick stone and 
scratch enough off'n your stone-heap to keep 
from starving to death. But 'twan't that so 
much. I'd always felt sort of cramped and 
cooped up here, as if there'd been folks liv- 
ing here so long they'd breathed up all the 
air. .\nd when I went "-est I see what I'd 
heen looking for. I took to it! First time 
I opened my eyes onto a payrayra I felt as 
if I'd been stone-blind till then. I rem em- 
her how I breathed-how I could breathe! 
I knew, when you come in and said you felt 
smothered-when I first come back, I used 
to lift everyone of the mountains every time 
I drawed a breath." 
Joanna ventured a question. "How 
long have you been back?" she asked. 
He meditated. "I'm fifty-eight, and I 
was twenty-three then. That makes thirty- 
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five years. Its quite a spell, but I ain't for- 
got I'm a \Yesterner. I've tried to keep as 
young-minded and high-hearted as they all 
were out there. Its been something to try 
jor/" 
Thirty-five years. Joanna tried to take 
it in. Of the asphalt street and comfortable 
tree-shaded houses of her home town, there 
could have been no trace but a few sod- 
cabins on the prairies, It was almost twice 
her life-time. And he had spent it here. 
"I had an awful good claim staked out," 
the farmer went on, "with a creek running 
right through the middle, and I was saving 
all the money I earned cow-punching to 
buy farm tools. I expect I could have made 
quite some money if I'd have stayed-and 
maybe bccn somebody." 
Something about the tone with which he 
uttered this conjecture struck oddly on his 
listener's ear, It was not the accent of bit- 
ter unresignation which would have suited 
his words, but a sort of affectionate and un- 
regretful reminiscence, quite different from 
the throbbing note of passion with which he 
had spoken of his love for his distant foster- 
fatherland. 
"\Yhy didn't you stay?" she burst out. 
"Oh, I couldn't!" he said quickly, as 
though pointing out a quite apparent ob- 
stacle. "Good land! she'd have died, she 
was so homesick for the mountains and the 
old ways." 
Joanna gathered that he was speaking of 
his wife. She recalled that faded insignifi- 
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cant little woman \vith an effort. She had 
forgotten her existence. She stared at the 
farmer. \Vhatever answer she had ex- 
pected, it was not that. 
He took her stare apparently as a ques- 
tion, for he went on to explain, "She was a 
nice little orphan girl that the family next to 
me had brought along as a sort of bound 
girl, and she was scared to death of every- 
thing out there. That was how I happened 
to notice her the first time. Everybody but 
me had gone to a dance and she was wash- 
ing dishes when a burro that somebody'd 
brought there that day began to hee-haw in 
the corral. You've heard burros all your 
life so 'tain't likely you can re'lize how 
like the devil they sound when you don't 
know what 'tis. Anyhow, first thing I 
knew, this poor little girl was hanging on- 
to me, looking like-looking like-well, if 
you'd seen her you wouldn't ha' forgot- 
ten it-and begging me to kill her before 
they could get her. She thought 'twas 
Indians. It sounds funny but 'twan'tfunny 
to her. She thought everything was Ind- 
ians. And she didn't have any family to 
look after her and take her back. She 
was all alone." 
He drew a long breath of utter satisfac- 
tion, "I tell you what, its a sight of com- 
fort to me to look at her now and think she 
ain't ever looked like that since. There are 
some things worth living to do." 
Joanna was shaken with that sense, so 
teirible to the young, of unnecessary trag- 
edy, of avertable loss. "\Vhy, she'd have 
got used to things if she'd stayed!" she 
broke out. 
The farmer shook his head. "She wan't 
that kind, She'd ha' died before she got 
used, Lots did, you know. It was the men 
that took to the country, reealy," 
"'Vhy,Iloveit! I love it," cried Joanna, 
"\Vell, you were born there," said the old 
man reasonably. He looked away and said 
in an altered voice, "you see, we ain't never 
had any children to take her mind up. 
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There wan't much I could have given her 
but things the way she wanted 'em." 
Joanna found nothing to say, 
The agitation with which he had begun 
the conversation had now passed into a 
ruminative pleasure in her company. He 
sat down beside her on the bunk, explaining 
humorously, "Them skins are wood-chuck. 
There don't many coyotes grow in Vermont 
and I had to take next best if I was to have 
things look the way they did in my little sod- 
house out there." 
After this, clasping his great, gnarled, 
farmer's hands about his upraised knee, he 
talked for some time with a reminiscent 
gusto of things Joanna had heard much of 
in the speeches on the annual "Settlers' 
Day" at home. She could not force an at- 
tention to his rambling talk. She looked 
about the poor rough room like a child's 
make-believe play-house, and tried to think 
of the meaning of what she had been hear- 
ing. She was like a person who has been 
too near to a great explosion. There was 
nothing in her ears but a vast, vague re- 
verberation, whose solemn signitìcance she 
could not as yet conceive. 
\Yhen the hired boy came stamping and 
calling into the lower part of the barn to say 
that they must start back, she went with 
him docilely. She took the cookies which 
her hostess gave her in a paper bag to eat on 
the way home, and she shook hands with 
her host in perfect silence. "Come again," 
he told her heartily; "its done us a sight of 
good to have you." Joanna noticed that 
he said nothing before his wife of the sub- 
ject of his talk in the barn. 
The two stood side by side in the low 
door, smiling and waving good-by to her 
as she drove away into the quick-falling, 
sombre winter twilight. 


They asked her on her return if she 
hadn't found him after all quite a \\?est- 
erner, and she broke into a quick storm of 
tears. 


VOL. XLIX.-17 



NINFA 


By Rennell Radel 


'YHERE the steep V olscian ridge leans down 
To the low Pontine shore 
'Ye found a little silent town 
In which men dwell no more. 
J\Iid-spring had strewn with layish hands 
That wilderness with flowers, 
\Yhere mirrored in her mere she stands 
A wreck of broken towers, 
A fortress of the border feud 
In long-forgotten years, 
That consecrates to solitude 
Her triumphs and her tears, 


Dark ivy shrouds her girdling walls 
A hundred summers deep, 
And stillness like a spell enthralls 
Her eyerlasting sleep; 
A sleep no jarring voices break,- 
The faint sob from her stream, 
The sway of rush beds in the lake 
Accord with her long dream. 
The marsh bird comes to hide her nest 
Here in a safe retreat; 
The silver nettles have possessed 
'Vide square and trackless street; 
The arches of her palace courts 
Are tapestried with vine; 
Tall thistles close her battle-ports 
And bar the unroofed shrine, 
"There frescoed choir and moss-green na,.e 
Are choked with bramble-rose, 
And through the creyiced apse a wave 
Of honeysuckle flows; 
"There wild valerian's crimson fires 
Light altars long grown dim, 
And jasmine's heavy scent inspires 
The insect's drowsy hymn. 


Beyond, toward the waning day, 
The fens stretched rank and wide, 
In all their reckless pomp of 
Iay, 
To the blue Tuscan tide. 
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The poppied fields were one red flare, 
And banks of golden broom 
:\Iade all the languid lowland air 
Oppressive with perfume. 


\Yhat bandit clan of lawless days, 
\Vhat brood of outcast men 
Dwelt here to watch the southward ways 
That cross the ill-famed fen! 
\Vhat hands for good or evil wrought! 
\Vhat fervent hearts grew cold! 
\Vhat thinkers here untimely thought 
In that grim world of old? 
'''hat stricken captives fronted fate? 
\Vhat penitents cried woe? 
How did they fare in love and hate 
\Yho died here long ago? 
Alike on belfry tower and keep 
Impartial ivy waves, 
And wheresoe'er her dead folk sleep 
The poppies hide their graves. 


La while we dream the skies turn gold, 
The evening draws to end, 
Dark over Ninfa's ruined hold 
The purple shadows blend; 
And gabled fane and fortress tower, 
And lake and winding stream 
Grow conscious of the passing hour, 
And catch the transient gleam. 
The rose flush fades from Norba's height 
And Circe's cape afar; 
X ow Cori sho,,'s a single light 
Beneath a single star. 
Xow myriad swarms of flitting fires 
Light up the path we climb 
Between dark banks of scented briars 
\Yith feet that bruise the thyme; 
The heart's quick pulse is almost pain 
In this tense mood of _May; 
And as we leave the shadowy plain 
And make the mountain way, 
\Ye turn and see, where swift night falls, 
The marsh land's misty breath 
\Yind like a shroud round those gray walls 
Long dedicate to death. 
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ILLUSTRATIO:'\S FRO:'>! !'HOTOGRAPUS BY THE .\(;TIIOR 


_ . T the launching of a battle- 
I ) l ship some fair maid, after a 

: trying ordeal at the costum- 
, er's, must stand be com- 
ingly on a hi g h staging, 
must be photographed by 
the newspapers, and gracefully break a 
bottle of champagne tied with long ribbons. 
Similarly, on or just previous to the open- 
ing of a great railway to regular passenger 
service, some promising youth is given the 
distinction of being the first passenger over 
the line. In the present case of the new 
\Vestern Pacific from Salt Lake City to 
San Francisco, I was the innocent and en- 
thusiastic victim; and the fact of my being 
rather premature, so that the directors' car 
had to be replaced by a little bob-tail gaso- 
line motor running on the rails, and the 
champagne was eliminated altogether, had 
not dampened my enthusiasm in the least. 
But now, stalled at the end of all creation 
with the driver flat on his back under the 
car and the Great American Desert stretch- 
ing gray and limitless as the sea with noth- 
ing but detached barren mountains floating 
in it-with one stick of chocolate for four 
healthy men and no water whatever-I be- 
gan to wonder if I had not ventured on a 
very foolhardy undertaking. Now that I had 
time to think it over, I remembered where 
other adventurers had come to grief in just 
this way--automobiling into a desert, and 
trying to walk out again. The remaining 
three of us got out of the car and, none car- 
ing to look squarely at the others, each 
chose a different segment of the quivering 
horizon and stared at it. I slyly felt the 
chocolate-stick in my pocket to see how big 
it was. The driver, noticing a slight drip 
from the condenser, produced a greasy tin 
can and placed it beneath. The water was 
very hot and dirty, but yes, it might be well 
worth saving. 
However, the gasoline engine is only the 
second most fickle and second least depend- 
able thing known to man, and after a bit of 
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diplomatic coaxing, she began to bark again 
with regularity. And as \ve sped along 
once more through the hot singing breeze I 
felt glad that the break-down had occurred, 
for, with nothing but smooth sailing, the 
desert might have bored me as it does 
through passengers from the East with last 
week's papers to read; but one brief mo- 
ment of standing a little motionless black 
speck in a gray infinity, sweeping so far and 
so wide, had sufficed to crowd overwhelm- 
ingly upon me the haunting, almost fear- 
ful, charm of the desert. The gaunt, aus- 
tere features of its old countenance, drawn 
as with a hard needle upon a burnished 
plate, made it more than just a landscape 
now. Each bold headland, manæuvring 
into position ahead of us, rose with an indi- 
vidual, almost personified, dignity of its 
own, disclosed its lean long flanks out of the 
quivering heat, and sank again buried in 
centuries of meditation. Then the change- 
ful sage-brush -now olive-green, now 
deathly gray-began to spread like faded 
tapestries upon the hard hills; and present- 
ly out of this seemingly eternal stillness 
came motion-flying bands of wild horses 
with arching necks and flowing manes gal- 
loped up like charging cavalry, satisfied 
their curiosity, wheeled and galloped off 
again. A troop of whirlwinds followed, 
springing out of nothing to right and left, 
lifting their lithe, curving white bodies hun- 
dreds of feet in air, rushed across the levels 
like ghosts of Greek dances with arms up- 
lifted and draperies whirled about them; 
and having run their dizzy course, dis- 
solved again in air. 
But lastly, far away under the slanting 
sun, arose a long ragged wall unlike the de- 
tached ranges of Nevada-the barrier wall 
of the Sierras. Old John :Muir, who loves 
them better than any man, calls them the 

Iountains of Light. So they appeared 
now, a streaming cobalt ribbon along the 
horizon. But he also remarks, after having 
prowled them over for a good part of his 
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life, that they are the most uninterrupted 
high wall of mountains in the world. 
Other higher peaks and clusters there are; 
but for an unbroken thousand-mile wall 
they are not to be equalled; and the old 
trails over them are among the highest 
regularly tr:l\'elled highways of the world. 
I knew a little of the Sierras myself-as 
much as one may learn by sitting astride of 
their giant backbone fourteen thousand feet 
above the sea, sliding down snow-banks at 
forty-five degrees, and peering oyer ledges 
into valleys five thousand feet deep, There- 
fore I looked long and dubiously at this ap- 
proaching barrier; for, if the motor con- 
tinued on its good behavior, my business 
was to be the first passenger to cross these 
mountains clear down to the sea on a one 
per cent grade. A one per cent grade 
means that instead of requiring three or 
even four locomotives to hoist your long 
lines of Pullmans over the heigh ts, you 
twine in and out through a lot more scenery, 
and finally attain about the same ele\'ation 
with a single engine, but without e\Ter rising 
or falling more than one foot in a hundred, 
or 52.8 feet in a mile. 
And now, while I still continued to doubt 
its possibility, we began to do it. Sweeping 
around the last headland, we started on a 
long southward flank movement up the 
wa
l of the Sierras. The desert sank be- 
neath us and spread wider and wirIer, ly- 
ing like an inland ocean. The sage-brush 
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surrendered to faint green slopes. The 
slanting sun made state-house domes of 
the bare round foothills, Chill winùs blew 
from the thinly timbered heights. .-\nother 
circumstance caused us to shiver a little; 
for although we were presumably sched- 
uled as an extra with certain time-table, and 
meeting-points with freight-trains, we had 
done about as we pleased, stopped for a 
picture here, a break-down there, until now 
a little black streak creeping below us on the 
gray desert assumed the proportions of a 
pursuing stock-train. It is ne\"er etiquette 
to stop a stock-train, hut when it is loaded 
with ti\"e hundred hleaters which the Inter- 
state Commerce Law declares must be un- 
loaded, fed, and watered at a certain time, 
you positively must not stop it. So I con- 
tinued to look apprehensively over my 
shoulder each time we entered a cut anù 
to peer ahead at each cun"e out and over a 
bare brown country for all the world like 
the 'Crals. .\nd what was that faint road- 
like marking paralleling us on the hillsides, 
heading with us for a certain bleak depres- 
sion in the wall? '''hv, none other than the 
old, old Trans('Ontiri'
ntal Trail whereon 
prairie schooners sailed and stage-coaches 
raced with Indians or were halted by- high- 
wa vmen. 
Do you imagine it is the work of one 
man in one lifetime to locate a way through 
the Sierras? Far from it. 'Yhen old Jim 
Beckwourth in the emigrant days trekked 
16 9 
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as too stecp. The secret of 
thc Sicrras was not yet to be 
disclosed, and Henrv Clay 
was still incontrovertible i
 
his asscrtion that the Pacific 
Coast ne'Tr would amount 
to much because YOU couldn't 
gct a railroad into it. 
ßlcanwhile, thinking of 
these things and listenin
 for 
the approach of the lìve hun- 
dred bleaters, we arri,-ed at 
the top of the world; and cast- 
ing an apprchensi,'c glance 
behind and a dubious one at 
the dri,'cr, we lightcd a Oaring 
red torch and plunged into 
six thousand fect of damp, 
cchoing tunnel. Nothing 
could bc more remarkably 
different than the opposite 
cnùs of this tunnel--the east 
portal looking out upon the 
barrenness of the l
rals, the 
wcst portal opening to beauti- 
ful mile-high mountain mead- 
ùws fringed with purple and 
copper-colored walls. 
afe on 
a siding in the mid
t of these, 
we waited, idly enjoying their 
rare young beauty after the 
gray dcsert, while the fi,-e 
hundred bleaters rumbled by 
and went into pasture for the 
night. Then, shi,-ering in the 
cool dusk and blinking at 
the red sky, we alighted in 
the town of Portola, wherein 
I was delightcd to ohsen-e 
that the genuinc old early 
days in California are still 
going on. The" metropolis of l)ortola is 
located just bchind two giant bull pines 
"at the top of the one pcr cent" wherc the 
locomotives stop to get thcir breath. It is 
as innocent of lamp-posts, telephones. wa- 
ter-pipes, gas-jets, and paint as an Inger- 
soll watch, and has yet to achieve its 1Ìrst 
birthday. Four June weddings had just 
been chronicled in Portola; but nobody 
has ever died there. The climate is larg
 
and crisp, and having eaten ravenously 
from a rough-pine table at the clean little 
rough-pine restaurant, I left the bronzed 
division engineers who had ridden with me 
all day, engaged in a most intricate game of 


.,- 


" . 


f , 
, 

 .
 
. :
: to 
" 


, .. -i 

 ..- 
 


'", 



 _r,:. 
... , 


; . . .. 
.' .
.. 
'" ':.I 
 
'. 
.. 
 

 ".: "', 

 
 
 
r- ",' 
 , Sfr
 
 : 
" 
. r' 

 .. . 
.;... 
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back and forth between C-od's Country and 
the Desert he trekked through this Beck- 
wourth Pass (though they spell it different- 
ly now) and after him came this faint road 
creeping over the hills; and after that came 
surveyors and cngineers for the Ccntral 
Pacific, the rnion Pacific 'way back in the 
eighties, and the Dem-er and .Rio Grande. 
But all these men met with the same ob- 
stacle:-thcy could ,'ery easily get up to the 
backbone of the Sierras, as we are doing 
now, but they could not get down_ They 
all kept their eyes on the North Fork of the 
Feather River, as the only possible route, 
trudged it, measured it, and abandoned it 
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chess inyoh-ing one hundred 
mo\'Cs with one h un d red 
gra yel-cars among one dozen 
sidings wi thou t interfering 
with lambs in rapid transit 
-and retiring to one of the 
four beds in the three rooms 
oyer the barber shop which 
sen-ed as hotel, I pried the 
sash out of the window and 
slept a big sleep with the de- 
licious mountain air stream- 
ing oyer me, 
Haring observed next 
morning that the sun was 
preparing to rise, I hastened 
to the water-barrel in the 
front ,yard and ,vas luxuri- 
ously pouring cold water over 
myself when the town alarm- 
d
rk, in mTeralls and cap, 
came m-er from the railway 
station, call-book in hand, t
 
arouse me. The June frost 
stilI lay on the ties as we 
tipped 
'-er the one per cent 
and started on our long ser- 
pentine journey down to sea- 
leyel. How indefatigably the 
engineers had stuck to that 
one per cent! In one place 
they dug below the bed of a 
stream and walled it off just 
to saye fudging a paltry ten 
feet. In other places they 
had spent tens of thousands 
on high spider-legged trestles, I 
and each time we came to one L 
of them I said some prayers 
and stiffened into den ti st- 
chair rigidity; for to ride at 
train speed on the solid earth in a bob-tail 
motor is exciting enough, but to be hurled 
unexpectedly a hundred feet in cold morn- 
ing air with nothing but a translucent film 
of ties apparent below was a thing perhaps 
finally to discipline one's mind to expect, 
but never to accustom one's" innards" to. 
As we sailed along, now touching the earth, 
now flying in air, there began to appear be- 
low us a most oeautiful succession of moun- 
tain meadows, each a shining little green 
gem set deep in the hazy blue mantle of 
the surrounding heights and guarded by a 
dense army of shaggy bull pines with trunks 
as thick as tall brick chimneys and bark as 
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red, with weather-beaten limhs spreading, 
not upward pertly as the lesser trees do, but 
outward and downward as if they stood 
with arms outstretched saying with great 
dignity and sadness" Here ha,-e I stood 
faithfully these many centuries against the 
warring elements." 
Presently, out of these jewel meadows 
sprung a young little stream gaining 
breadth and confidence as it ran-the )'Iid- 
dIe Fork of the Feather Ri,-er-and we be- 
gan to follow it. This was the same stream 
that all the other railroads had followed 
with rod and instrument onlv to abandon 
in despair, and we would fi
ally ha,-e to 
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The most romantic land I had ever traversed_-Page 176. 


abandon it too, for in all the length of the 
Sierras there is not one stream so far dis- 
covered that flows from its source down to 
the plains on an easy grade. Some there 
are like this that tlow tranquilly along 
through high meadows only to leap into 
impossible cha
ms farther below, while 
others fall white and precipitously from 
their sources to enter the lower lc,-els at a 
slackened pace. A lifetime of searching 
has not disclosed one ,veIl-behaved stream- 
let in the range. \Ye sat dra\\ing pict- 
ures in the sand-the bronzed division 
engineer and I-discussing this peculiar 
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pen-erseness of geography at 
the very point w her e our 
abandonment of the 
Iiddle 
Fork was to occur-the mouth 
of the Spring Garden Tunnel. 
The newly pierced mountain 
lay heavily on this tunnel and 
the neighborhood was strewn 
wi th crushed and splintered 
timbers as big as a man's 
body. Gangs were working 
in it now, day and night, 
taking out old and putting 
in new; but important as this 
, I work was, J had been so 
many times delayed hy work- 
trains on my journeys, I felt 
a fiendish deligh t in ha dng 
the big double-deck .. jum- 
Los" pushed out of the tun- 
nel along with their muddy 
gangs and smoky lanterns to 
let me through. 
Having emerged blinking 
into the daylight, we next 
used up an entire meadow 
with a bold round turn for 
the sole purpose of gaining 
forty feet and passed out un- 
ùer our own tracks, as the 
St. Gothard is so fond of do- 
ing in an emergency. 
-\n- 
other stream greeted us now, 
and far dmvn in the lap of a 
broad valley lay the dear little 
town of Quincy (this is gen- 
uine affection, and at first 
sight, for I had never heard 
of Quincy any more than 
you). But I decided to side- 
track and run down into it 
even though it required that 
the general superintendent, road master, 
telegraph operator, station agent, and con- 
ductor of the Quincy "'estern Railway 
(these being all the same man) should 
boost their one and only day-coach out 
of our way with their one and only loco- 
motive and give us right of way o\"Cr the 
entire system-\vhich consisted of three 
miles of rails of the vintage of ISh7 laid 
down on the soft green grass. For at 
Quincy was a real discm-erer. I haù met 
many engineers by the way, but a discov- 
erer was something more than that and not 
to be passed by. 
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Quincy, as towns go in 
California, is an old town 
with a quiet, shady main 
street, a white Doric court- 
house standing in a prim 
green common exactly as if it 
had been cut out of a picture 
of a K ew England town and 
pasted on to a background of 
misty blue California forest; 
with an old brick stable where 
the stage-coaches still change 
horses for Reno and the great 
unknown exactly as they have 
for a generation; with, aìso, a 
cool hotel whose bar, deco- 
rated with mounted grizzly I' 
bears' heads and the quaint 
faded photograi)hs of ac- 
tresses long since dead, sav- 
ored of the good old times_ 
On this main street also is 
the office of A, 'V. Keddie, 
engineer; and when I had 
discovered him among his 
drawing-tables and wall-maps 
he turned out to be a tall 
straight, old-fashioned Scotch- 
man ,vith iron-gray hair slant- 
ing defiantly upward, a keen 
dark eye-" Ah, but it was 
the nose that did it!" said I 
to myself as he reached out 
like a steam-shovel and 
grasped my hand. " Anyone 
following that long, straight 
vulpine nose would surely 
arrive at something worth 
while." And noting a char- 
acteristic abruptness a b 0 u t 
him, I came immediately to 
the main point and asked him 
to tell me ahout how he discovered the way 
to conquer the Sierras. It was in 1864 that 
Keddie dropped into Quincy and, having 
once seen it, concluded he'd stay_ In 1867 
a group of people in a neighboring valley, 
realizing that they could never compete 
with the world and pay the enormous ex- 
pense of freighting their goods in over the 
snow, engaged him to explore the Sierras 
for a wagon-road that should lie below the 
snow line. 
"Here is the North Fork basin," ex- 
plained Keddie, spreading his rugged hand 
over an entire country on the map of his 
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\Vhere the river was about (0 pour down through the middle of the 
earth.
Page 176. 


own making, "and here is the :\Iiddle 
Fork country. The 1\Iiddle Fork was well 
enough from here up, but from here down 
she's bad, very bad. That's ,,-here they 
lo
t poor Rogers and could not e,-en re- 
cover his body. But the Xorth Fork no- 
hody knew about. I asked uld guides. 
They didn't know. I hunted up old Ind- 
ians and thev didn't know. _-\n old friend 
of mine saicÍ, . You're daft, mon! _ \ crow 
couldna fly through there!' So I resolved 
to explore it myself." "'hen did a real 
disco,-erer ever take anybody's word for 
anything? 
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and, rising at dawn, he be- 
held the whole upper mass 
of the mountains a glistening 
wilderness of snow; but the 
lower edge of it, clearly traced 
along the canyon side, ran 
three or four hundred feet 
ahoye him, and where he 
stood not an unmelted flake 
had fallen, His delight can 
be better imagined than ex- 
pressed. It would have Leen 
one thing to discover gold as 
his contemporaries were do- 
ing-gold to be quickly dug 
up and unwisely spent; but 
here was an imperishable dis- 
cm"ery of b
nefit to a great 
region of beauty and fertility 
for all time to come. 
So, while the railway en- 
gineers were sadly abandon- 
ing Beckwourth Pass, the 
knowledge that would have 
made the pass a,'ailable was 
in the head and in the note- 
books of this keen Scotch- 
man, Lut he knew nothing of 
them, and they knew nothing 
of him; so for years after, the 
white Sierras laughed over it 
and enjoyed their solitude. 
But in 1892 another engi- 
neer strode into Quincy. He 
was engaged by a public- 
spirited body of San Francis- 
. I cans to hunt, not for a low 
wagon-road, but a low-grade 
railway over the Sierras, and 
he had looked into e'"ery 
nook and cranny of the m 
from San Jacinto up. His name was ,Yo H, 
Kennedy, of Oregon, and when he asked 
Keddie what he knew about the Feather 
River, Keddie replied in his characteristic 
manner that he knew all about it and would 
shmv him. So down the Korth Fork they 
crept once more, and by the time they had 
come out again Kennedy had hit upon the 
possibility of joining all these independent 
explorations together by the simple but 
costly expedient of driving a tunnel from 
the upper -:\Iiddle Fork to the lower North 
Fork and locating a 1.3 per cent grade from 
the desert to the sea. Such was the Spring 
Garden Tunnel I had traversed an hour 
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Old Ironside on account of its armored and warlike appearance.-Page 176. 


A_nd to explore it he hegan, starting with 
an Indian packer, a barometer, a compass, 
a note-book, and a large trust in Providence; 
and after travelling for weeks at the dis- 
couraging rate of four miles a day he came 
out again to civilization and reported that, 
contrary to everyone's supposition, the 
l\Iiddle Fork followed a very easy grade 
and could he used. But that was not aU: 
phenomenally good fortune attended him, 
for, journeying as he did during the month 
of February, a great storm arose while he 
was on the wav and for three davs and 
nights he lay in 
amp waiting. At the end 
of that time came a clear quiet morning, 
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hefore. and such was the 
hreaching of the Chinese 
"-all, the conquering of the 
Sierras. 
I shall long remember my 
afternoon's ride. As we pro- 
ceeded down the canyon the 

ierras showed little sign of 
hadng been conquered, but 
rose in ever-increasing height 
and magnificence about us. 
All along the way lay up- 
turned cars, splint
red tim- 
bers, huge bits of steel for- 
merly part of Herculean 
steam-shovels but now 
twisted and abandoned junk. 
Blunted steel teeth a yard 
long and thick as an arm lay 
cast about, and their long 
marks where they had bitten 
into the granite cliffs re- 
mained to indicate the Cyclo- 
pean warfare carried on by 
the big construction com- 
panies of Ogden, who, well 
seasoned to desert and the 
wilderness, dragged their 
great shm"els and compress- 
ors after them over hill and 
down dale on a trail of their 
own making, to attack the 
mountains at many points at 
once. 
I could well imagine by 
the quantity of powder cans, 
the wrecked compressors, the 
broken drill steel, how for 
these five years past the 
thunder of dynamite had 
reverberated con tin uously 
through the canyon, how the tons of gran- 
ite had splintered and roared down to the 
foaming river beneath, how men and mules 
had sweated in summer, frozen in ,,,,inter, 
and had been isolated almost to the point 
of starvation by the slides, only to keep res- 
olutely on storming the heights, 
Having accustomed myself to being 
hurled in air, I was now to grow used to 
racing with a swollen green river roaring 
with white plumes over granite; to charg- 
ing down tangents laid on a narrow ledge, 
onto a cun"e, the outside rail of which 
was the only visible guard between me 
and the abyss; to plunging into tunnels 
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Our bob-tail gasoline motor on the approach to Oroville.-Page 176. 


-not such conventionally timbered tun- 
nels as one usually meets, but ragged black 
holes blasted out of the living rock. As we 
entered one of these-red torch flaring, rain 
pelting from the roof, echoes from the motor 
exhaust drubbing at our ears, siren whistle 
screaming like a banshee-we met a band 
of turbanned Hindoos with black skins and 
shining teeth, and ear-rings in their ears. 
They jumped panic-stricken from their 
hand-car, yelling wildly, and crouched in 
the rock cre,-ices with gleaming eyes, I 
was well aware that they were only lahor- 
ers on the road; but, if e'"er I am called 
upon to furnish stage setting for an am- 
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Approaching Oroville. 


ateur performance of Ali Baba and the 
Forty Thieves, I know how to do it. Good 
brakes on the bob-tail motor pre\"ented a 
collision, but I never fully regained my com- 
posure that day, for the pace grew s\vifter 
and swifter, the river whiter and whiter, the 
cliffs straighter and straighter. The Sier- 
ras, far from surrendering, rose thousands 
upon thousands of feet ahove me, a troop 
of menacing giants-gilded battlements on 
their heads where the afternoon sun still 
shone, mile-long shadows of inconceivable 
mistiness and depth flanking them, and 
at their feet caverns and darkness. Trav- 
ellers who have beheld the grandeur of 
Rome, the beauty of Florence, yet hold that 
Edinburgh is the most romantic city in 
the world. So I, with the magnificence of 
the Yosemite all un forgotten , and in my 
mind's eye the picture of the Graml Canyon 
so far beyond all human comprehension, 
still felt that this was the most romantic 
land I had ever traversed. \Vhat an op- 
portunity had the Crusaders missed! \\'hy, 
the imagination of a mollusk sufficed to 
people it with armored knights filing down 
the declivities with banners waving. The 
spindling pine-tops were a thicket of storm- 
ing lances. And there were dragons in it 
too-huge green roaring dragons with 
foaming white manes. 

lany times I stopped the chugging 
motor, jumped, camera in hand, from the 
car, and, having flung out my arms as a 
17 6 


signal to a pursuing locomotive kindly not 
to run m"er us, attempted to get one of 
these black-and-gold fortresses in the Ünd- 
er, but it was no use; that landscape had 
grown beyond the possibilities of amateur 
photography. At last, when we reached the 
place where I knew the river was about to 
pour down through a hole to the middle of 
the earth, leaving us balked and surrounded 
by the Sierras, we whipped around the base 
of a steep, smooth promontory and began to 
see possibility of escape. This was the last 
portal, and learning that it was nameless. 
and in imminent danger of being called 
either the Devil's Slide or Lm"ers' Leap, I 
took the liberty of christening it Old Iron- 
sides, on account of its armored and war- 
like appearance. 
It was night when \ve chugged into the 
busy to\\n of Oroville-Oroville of the roar- 
ing mining days that Bret Harte knew. But 
now how different! Instead of the throng 
of mining men with pick and pan, organ- 
ized capital, with a troop of sixty dredgers, 
each in its own little duck-pond, digs up the 
landscape, vI,"ashes the gold out of it, and 
piles it in barren heaps to be sold for crushed 
stone or railway ballast or levelled off for 
town lots; and instead of striding in, 
booted and pistolled, to merrily shoot up 
the tmvn, we now arrive on swift interur- 
ban trolleys; and with well-groomed whisk- 
ers or fluffy dimity, as the case may be, we 
seck the nickel picture-shows and enjoy 
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grand opera from a tin horn. The only 
member of the communitv who has not 
changed is the conservativ
, gold-digging, 
frugal-li,"ing heathen Chinee, who for ways 
that are dark and tricks that are queer ap- 
pears to he as peculiar as in thc days ,,"hen 
he was sung hy California's youthful bard. 
Sunrise on the third day founrl us speed- 
ing southward along a strangely straight 
and lcvel track, with the mountains lying 
low and misty under the pale sky. They 
lookcd as solid and impenetrahle as evcr; 
but I smiled almost exultantly at the thought 
that they were no longer so. Attacked in 
the early day by an old negro guide upon 
the east, stalked by a long-legged advent- 
ure-secking Scotch Don Quixote with an 
Indian Sancho Panza on the west, and 
pierced in the middle hy the man of science, 
it remained only for the present-day build- 
ers to change old locations here and therc, 
to throw in a loop or two and lengthen the 
tunnels, to tame them down to one per cent; 
so that in the year 1910 an idle passenger 
with a puny six-horse motor and no effort 
at all might run the wholc gamut from 
desert to sea-coast, from snowy crag to 
broad plain. This broad plain continued 
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the entire day, smiling a fertile yellow smilc 
of cultivated fields or checkerboarded with 
orchards, presided over by a tall State capi- 
tol dome showing blue and faint in the dis- 
tance like Pisa from afar, and divided in 
the middlc hy thc muddy Sacramento. 
Toward evening, wrapping blankets 
about our heads to escapc the flying gravel 
and clinging to our 
eah, we climbed over 
the low Coast Rangc hills against a tear- 
ing gale from the sea, and ran down to 
the wide salt marshes on the other side. 
Kight on
rtook us as we clattered past a 
lot of switches and came to the last of our 
wonderful and ,"arious journey at the cnd 
of a long pier. :\cross a broad stretch of 
turbulent black water a fine glistening dew 
of electric lights lay upon the opposite shore, 
marking the site of a happy-go-lucky city 
named after a jolly old saint, erstwhile par- 
adise of muckrakers, but now, risil1g tall 
and phænix-like from the ashes of her for- 
mer self, looking ,vith courage toward a 
hrighter future, with a world-famous harbor 
at her feet, and behind her-if she but rises 
to the oCcasion-all that alluring wealth- 
laden old continent that Columbus set out 
for but never found. 


IN A L,IBH.AH.Y 


By Arthur Davison Ficke 


DBl bindings, gray with shadows which the vear-- 
Ha,'e slowly drawn across your pcnciled gold=-- 
Dear pages, now a little worn and old 
\Yith dust and sunlight, and perhaps with tear:-. 
That may ha,'e fallen as the joys and fears 
Of Ih-ing hearts bcheld your hearts unfold,- 
o magic hearts whose fire is ne'.cr cold, 
Immortal with the passion of your seers
- 


.\ little ".istfulh- I come to where, 
Amid thc shad
\\'s of vour treasured place, 
You stand removed, i
 solemn quiet row. " 
Almost [ :,eem a shadow, ,vhom the air 
Drifts to vou.-whom some twilight will efface 
Looking Lack sadly on you as I go. 
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\CIIIr\G OF AH.T 


By John La Farge 


O HE usual habit of mind of 
the artist leads him into 
manners of consideration 
which are less direct than 
those of some other profes- 
sions. It is a yery true in- 
stinct which has made 11r, 'Yhistler, the 
.American painter in England, use the but- 
terfly as his signature. It is not that the 
butterfly's flight is really wayward and 
capricious, but that his mode of search is 
not conducted on the same lines as ours. I 
am not apologizing, but merely stating this 
tendency of the a'"erage artistic thinking. 
Katurally, also, the man who has done 
things in which his personality largely en- 
ters, and who knows how inadequate is 
all effort that is guided by an ideal, that 
man will be timid in deciding to express 
himself otherwise than through his accus- 
tomed forms. He will ha'"e belieyed and 
followed out certain principles, and the 
more he respects these principles and ideas, 
the more unwilling he must be to ha,-e his 
per:-;onal equation, his own shortcomings, 
become confused with the principles which 
ha'"e guided him. That is the only objec- 
tion which I can see to the artists' talking 
much about art, and it is often the reason 
for their wise silence upon the subject. 
If this scruple is well understood by those 
to whom he speaks-if his attempt to dis- 
engage ideas from the contradictions of 
practice is felt by those addressed, the 
artist, I hope, can safely trust to his hearers. 
'Yhile detained by such considerations, 
1 happened to read some statements of 

Ir. Henry Rutgers )larshall in a number 
of SCRIBNER'S l\L\CAZINE, which treated of 
the teaching of art in uni,"ersities. On 
that theme, I ha'"e woven the expression 
of certain contemplations affected more or 
less by former ideas which had at fir
t pre- 
sented themselves, I asked myself, if, after 
all, such a storehuuse of intelle
tual thought 
as a university must be, would not be the 
best sounding-board, if I may so say, for 
the assertion and diffu
ion of reasonable 
appeals to higher thought and higher prac- 
tice in art. 
17 8 


,,, e are impressed to-day hy the enor- 
muus puwer uf cummerce, 'Ye see un- 
folded on a larger scale the necessities of 
trade and the principles that govern it. 
For the first time since the date of the 
Roman Empire, we see all knO\vn nation
 
affected by these exigencies, and that, tu 
their knowledge. For, of cuurse, these 
laws must always have existed, and hm-e 
been the basis uf much of the histon' of the 
world, but at no tim
 has thi
 been ;0 clear, 
and at no time before could such questions 
have been openly cunsidered before an en- 
tire world. 
Kow, then, as far as is possible in human 
affairs, the opposite energies to those of 
trade are the pur:-.uits of truth by Science 
and by Art. These are both disinterested 
and n"ut momentary. The uniyersity is a 
stable :-;upport for these balancing desires 
of man. Here the contemplatiun of the 
past may be rea:-;onably and rightly of more 
importance than any management of the 
present. Here experiences ean be stored 
up, which will atTect the future only. Here 
the one can hold out against the many, and 
that without entanglement and without 
friction. So that what there may be of 
persistent law can be kept ali,-e m;d sen-e 
for outside guidance. The enthusiasm for 
what is apparently useless, ,vill feed the 
practical usefulness of the outside world. 
The yery fact that this tree of knowledge 
grows apart, and so grows that it cannot l)e 
directly made use of-cannot be cut down 
forco
mon purposes of trade-may allow it 
to grow in such liberty, in such health, as to 
afford shelter to those who need shade and 
protection from the outside world. Its ap- 
parent uselessness is its real ,-irtue. I use 
the words" usefulness" and ,. u
clessness" 
in a momentary manner, because there 
must come a time when they are inter- 
changeable, and what has bëen abstract 
study or contemplation or accumulatiun of 
forgotten fact, often accÖmpanied by an 
attitude of mind tou loft," for the moment, 
becomes the source of thë power for all u
c- 
fulness. The breadth of mind fostered by 
the study of opposites, when well directed, 
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allo,ys the use of partial truths for their 
proper place. which is the moment, and the 
occasion. So that the study of past art, the 
appreciation of what has heen hest, has 
helped the momentary cle,"elopment of the 
artist in what 
eemed new lines. 1'\ eyer, 
perhaps, has the admiration of the past 
been more inten
e than during that incli- 
yidual flowering, which we call the Renai:-;- 
sance. The fl()\\"ering of Greek art was 
attended by continual inquiries as to the 
limits of the True, the Beautiful, and the 
Good. 
Remember Socrates, remember Eurip- 
ides. \yith the latter, a preyious training 
in pictorial art might easily pass into the 
free and open handling of the great proh- 
lems of life: his" modernity," as it is called, 
is entangled with pictorial feeling, and that 
l
 ric quality so di:,tinct in the Greek poets 
is a manner of representing sentiment and 
feeling by image
, the nearest of all artis- 
tic ðpres:-:.ion, the e
pression of painting, 
which uses things for thoughts. 
I can imagine that I recognize the dis- 
tÏnctiye arti
tic habit and training in the 
platonic 
ocrates. In the use of images of 
daily life for semi-arguments, in the appeal 
to description as a method of enforcing or 
rather instigating reasoning, and. finally, in 
that man-eHous u:-;e of irony, ,,-hich is espe- 
ciallythe position natural to the artist-that 
is to say, a form of balance and of measure, 
and not carrying things Ü1to ðtremities, 
which is also a t) pe of the Greek mind, and 
its glory. That is to say, the con...;tant yiew 
of a possible other side 
o pre::-ented as to 
oblige one to choo
e by one's own decision. 
Sureh-, we can see that in such cases the 
ah
tract contemplation of art has not ap- 
parently limited its free play" There is, on 
the contrary. something in all Greek work, 
which e'"en in the poorer e\:amples testifies 
to a higher culture ahoye the maker. :\Iore 
probably intellectual struggle and philo- 
sophical contemplation sen"ed as a helping 
of the higher ideas of art against the '"cry 
commercial deyelopment of Greek cÌdliza- 
tion. And so, perhaps, \yith :\Ir. :\Iarshall, 
one might be tempted to place in learned 
institutions disconnected with the forms of 
trade, a certain power of keeping up tradi- 
tion, And. bv tradition. I do not mean the 
tradition of p
actice-that might or might 
not be-but the tradition of what is known 
and can he known. There is enough of 
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science, enough of history, necessary to the 
!"oerious teaching of art, necessary to ib 
practice-to supply certainly a form of edu- 
cation. And it is not only for the prac- 
titioner that such accumulation of knowl- 
_dge would be valuable; the public to he 
appealed to by the practitioner would, in 
its best examples, have been informed by 
such a training, The history of art might 
form as good a historical training as any 
other history, and could not be pursued 
without such an acquaintance with the de- 
velopments of human thought as would 
amount to a certain study of philosophy. 
Roughly, let us instance the fact that the 
developments of architecture in France, as 
we call the land to-day, are dependent upon 
the divisions of former times and their slow 
delivery from outside influences and grad- 
ual but not complete agglutination. 
I am thus thinking, apparently. as :\Ir. 
:Marshall has thought, of a university teach- 
ing as being quite different from the school 
teaching of such great institutions as the 
French Schools for Art. These are Gov- 
ernment concerns which train their pupils 
for usefulness, and especially usefulness for 
the Government; prizes, medals, etc., gi,-e 
even cÍ\-il exemptions, as the second-class 
medal shortens military service; hence, 
contradictory studies cannot coexist there, 
The student is not presented with dews 
that might make him choose some other 
path than the one ordained for him. The 
scientific studies in art, which might weaken 
his belief in certain rules, are more or les
 
neglected. Those studies which will hold 
him in the narrow and straight path, are 
strongly encouraged. Now this I take to 
he the opposite of the contradictory pur- 
suits which a uniyersity could encourage; 
and in so far, the university could give the 
highest teaching possible, apart from that 
great teaching, the influence of persons. 
Such a teaching as this latter might or 
mirrht not coexist with the contradicton' 
te;
hings of a unÍ\"ersity. Of course fór 
the arrival on the stage of certain indi,'id- 
uals who are to give their stamp to already 
known thought, no university can provide. 
1\0 one has ever sowed the seed of genius, 
But no teaching either, has ever broken the 
force of that power of the individual, which 
we know as genius. Though a great num- 
ber of the greater minds in art as well as in 
science and literature have not had the full 



ISO 


The Teaching of Art 


academic training of some of their inferiors, 
can we in any ,yay suppose that they woulù 
ha,'e refused it, since they ha,-e laboriously 
replaced whateyer want of training they 
felt in themseh'es? 
\Ye know the enormous influence oi- 
Leonardo throughout Italy, and how he 
might be said to be a uniyersity in himself. 
The anxiety to know, the la
t interest that 
remains of human intere<;ts, according to 
\ïrgil, so devoured Leonardo that his pro- 
duction as a painter exists more largely in 
the works of other men than in his own. 
The persistence of his mind through the 
Italian artists is like the persistence of his 
thought in the great painting of .. The Last 
Supper," which carries its meaning to us 
though most of it no longer exist
. Rut we 
ha,-e built it up out of tradition, out of 
copies and descriptions and analogy. The 
different minds affected bv Leonardo re- 
cei,-ed these impressions a;1d these teach- 
ings according to their natural bent, and 
perhaps ha,-e remained as original as they 
could have been without the greater mind 
inciting them, Surely we can see how full 
of life the study of art, in connection with 
the entire reach of science, has prm'ed to hf' 
with tnese men. 
Take another illustrious name, that of 
.:\Iichael Angelo, we can see how rich the 
supply of thought and of study must have 
been with which he fed what we know 
of him, the plastic representation of the 
human form diyine. Traditionally, we 
know of him, as of the other, that they were 
earnest and early workers in the study of 
that necessary anatomy which was to give 
them the power of expression. 
No, all that can be supplied is knowledge 
and a chance for using it. And with that 
knowledge, the noblest of all the gifts of the 
great institutions of learning is a c
rtain 
fostering of ele,'ation of mind. It is not 
so much by what he knows that the man 
brought under the trainings of the great 
academies is marked; it is by his acquaint- 
ance with the size of knowledge; with, if I 
may say so, the impossibility of completing 
its full circle; with the acquaintance of the 
manners of enlarging his qwn boundaries; 
with the re:-;pect of other knowledge than 
his own; with a certain relati,'e humility, as 
compared with the narrower pride of him 
who knows not the size of the spaces of the 
world of knowledge. And such an attitude 


of mind; such an exaltation above petty 
prides; such a belief in something larger 
than one's self; such an openness to the 
world, is the pri,-ilege of a full artistic de- 
velopment. The true artist is a man of 
culture insomuch as he is an artist; he is a 
personification of culture, e,'en if he be a 
peasant like Giotto and like 
lillet. 
Here, in fact, the peasant-that is, the 
peasant of certain lands-may be more ca- 
pable of great culture than the little bour- 
geois above him who is already the result 
of some narrow form of cidlization, and 
whose ideas are already secondary and not 
based on the simplest of human experiences. 
::\lorem-er, whether we wish it or not, we 
shall be obliged to know more of the ways 
of thinking of other nations, as the whole 
world becomes more and more a single 
nation, dh-ided by varying traditions ami 
habits. In art, it ,vill be impossible to 
m'oid the influence of the further East. 
China and Japan, for instance, will ha,'e a 
great deal to say to us. \\' e shall not be 
able to shut them out from the knowledge 
of our artists. As travel becomes more and 
more extended, more and more habitual 
to both rich and poor, as the photograph 
brings any fact from anywhere to us, we 
shall not be able to train our young minds 
in the only belief and faith of the Orders. 
\\,hate,-er we especially belie,-e in or think 
best, we shall haye to defend with a full 
knowledge of the other side. Therefore, 
we shall have to appeal to principles, to the 
de,'elopment of history. And this pre\"Íous 
",-accination" will prevent the students, 
will prevent the younger minds from the 
influence of fashion, which is another form 
of commerce. There will be nothing any 
more strange and queer and quaint which 
can be copied and imitated, as unknown, 
and made a transient fad. The copy will 
ha ve to be a copy of the qualities, not of the 
programme. All the more reason for has- 
tening that day, as an acquaintance with 
the real things places the cheap imitations 
where they belong, not as anything wicked, 
not as anything immoral-but as some- 
thing cheap, meaning something whose 
essence is mean. One of the great causes 
of much of modern mediocrity in art has 
been this sudden im-asion of n
velt\". To- 
day there is no time to perfect th
 theory 
of any new special mode of art by bring- 
ing it into high forms of practice before 
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another i
 presented, A di
tinguished Eng- 
li
h architect said to me: "After 1851, the 
year of the great Exposition, which brought 
samples of all kinds of architectural feat- 
ures from various parts of the world, it was 
impossible to get in London a decent 
classical moulding of the a'"erage kind," 
It ,yas easier to make ne,y designs, based 
on new patterns, whose incorrectne::;;-; would 
be co\"ered by their nm"elty, \\'hile, as 
long as only a few models ,,"ere before the 
workman arti::;t, his only chance of ex- 
cellence ,yas in the greater refinement of 
his work; that is to say, and it is worth 
noticing, in the more accurate pursuit of 
the ideal of tlzat pattern or form, \Yhen 
forms and modes of arrangement and types 
of beauty are well apprehended in prin- 
ciple, then 0111)' comes the triumph of exe- 
cution. So that it is the very fact of the 
apprehension of the ideal which allows the 
practical to triumph. 
For example, let us say that we shall take 
an ornamented Greek moulding of which a 
small fragment may remain; such a frag- 
men t as some detail of the Pandrosiom, 
The teaching that ,yould be giyen by the 
uniyersity, remm"ed from all desire of prac- 
tice, would be the nearest to that giyen in 
the actual Greek work-shop where the 
moulding was made. And I regret to say 
that it would necessarily be contradictory to 
the usual teaching in the schools and muse- 
urns; and to the usual practice of the archi- 
tect. To go on and e
plain this anomaly 
by insistence, I ha'"e actually seen, in a 
museum, such a fragment cast and repeated 
as if to show merely what the pattern was, 
from which the workman had worked, and 
produced something of his own; for, of 
course, the workman being a Greek, and 
anyhow an artist, his pattern was simply a 
pa ttern, not more scared than a round or a 

quare or a general direction, and it was in 
the make, in the actual feeling for the 
special cunes, for the special lights and 
darks produced by these cun'es, that the 
beauty of the Greek ornament, the superi- 
orit\" of the Greek workman ha \"e left be- 
hind e'"en the best, if there be any Lest, of 
similar modern work. HaTe I made this 
understood? Commercially, fashionably, 
it would be foolish to do this particular 
ornament all fresh and new created as if 
ne"er done b," man before, But intellec- 
tually and arti
tically, the only e
cuse for a 
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pattern of ornament is to give a chance to 
the person who makes it, or rather \Yorks 
from it, to e
press himself; that is to say, 
to express his appreciation of, and delight 
in, the ideal of that I->attern, As when the 
Japanese artist draws a twig, a branch- 
the pattern of that Lranch he knows, the 
pattern of that willow, the pattern of that 
oak-but, as he says, when you draw a 
branch, you 
__nust feel as though you were 
that branch yourself, That cannot be 
taught in the'" ordinary teaching. It can 
only be taught from the two extremes: from 
one hand to the other of the artisan teacher 
and the artÏ:-;an pupil, or from the thinking 
man who expounds it in the higher teach- 
ings regardless of usefulness, And what I 
say is so simple that minds accustomed to 
thought will hardly realize that in the prac- 
tise of modern art such a statement would 
appear as novel as once did the e
plana- 
tions of Copernicus. 
'ny "ideal," therefore, I do not mean a 
certain difference of pattern. I do not 
mean a particular pattern or what is called 
a "standard" carefully chosen out. Of 
course, in commerce, the handsome young 
man with the red hair, who speHs art with a 
big A, is sure to say, \I Oh, yes, madam, the 
ideal is this. Our No. 327," and he reaches 
it down from the shelf. 1\0, I don't mean 
that. The ideal of that pattern must \"ary 
according to the race who carried it out, 
and the place and end it was for. It is 
no longer on the Pandrosiom as on the 
Parthenon-nor is it the same in Sicily, 
nor again in .--\siatic Greece, nor again in 
Buddhistic India, nor in further Japan, 
According to each mode of thought and 
civilization must it be different. It must 
\"ary according to the light, and according 
to the height, and according to whether it is 
to cut in or hreak more or less, to stop or to 
correct, to soothe, to 
parkle, to distingui:-.h 
or to pass oyer. It will be made to incrèa
e 
the effect of horizontal, or of perpendicular. 
The pattern will be the same, the thillK "ill 
be different. So that the Greek could go 
on and copy that pattern oyer and oyer 
again, and make it perpetually new indef- 
initely for centuries, Yes, and though in 
white marble or in gray stone, it had more 
light and shade and more color than a 
whole French salon, and more arti
tic e'\.- 
pression than a mass of sentimental mod- 
ern English paintings put together. Try! 
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Look at it when you are tired of having 
been through a modern show. It has car- 
ried the soul of some individual to you as 
well as the taste of his race; it is as if you 
heard the voice of the singer with the music 
that he followed, 
But one may say, we ha,'e not got the 
men who are men enough to do this. Yes, 
we ha'"e; I can think ;)f a dozen of them. 
Could not 
Ir. Saint Gaudens, 
lr. Adams, 

Ir. French cut a good moulding? But re- 
member that we do not ask for the expres- 
sion of an ideal in our modern art. \\" e 
ask for the careflll copying of a pattern. So 
that millions of dollars are spent on orna- 
mentation upon which hundreds of thou- 
sands of men are employed; all of which 
together are not worth a square inch of the 
good old work which reproduced carelessly 
sometimes, loosely perhaps, but repro- 
duced an ideal. This goes so far that even 
the casting made by a Greek or a Japanese 
has more feeling than the original hana- 
work of many of us moderns. That is to 
say again, that they followed not the ac- 
curacy of the pattern, but the accuracy of the 
ideal. If this idea has more or less deserted 
the teaching of modern art, on account of 
commerce, why should it not find a place in 
the university? There are no objections to 
it there. There are no economic reasons 
why the ideal must not be sought for, there 
are no reasons in the university for being on 
time with the fashion or keeping up with 
the patterns that fashion places before us. 
In fact. the fashionable would be as ridicu
 
lous in the university as to be out of the 
fashion must be to the passing world that 
moves for the day only. Therefore, the 
art that stays would naturally belong to the 
teaching of the university; that is to say, as 
long as it confined itself to ideals and not to 
patterns. 
For patterns again, are just as much the 
disease of the more ambitious expressions 
of art, as they are injurious to such modest 
di,"isions of artistic work (as we have been 
thinking of) when they were imitated
 and 
not the ideal they, the patterns, were in- 
vented to express. Take, for instance, the 
choice of the types of human form neces- 
sary, apparently, in the history of religious 
art. As the type, that is to say, the pattern, 
becomes more distinct, we are warned in 
some way or other that the intention, that 
is to say, the ideal, has departed. The 


ends of the different great schools. tail each 
time into such e)"amples. You can recall 
the persistent simper of the last Gothic 
prettiness-the wooden classicality of the 
late Italians, the blowziness ot the great 
Flemish deities and saints. And to-day in 
the decorative work liked in commer
ial 
England, and hence fashionable with us, 
the feminine types looked at with the eye 
of experienced life, recall the ladies so 
much admired by the sensuous gentlemen 
who inaugurated what has been called the 
"fleshly school" of art and literature; the 
great eye and gross jaw and the heavy 
voluptuous lips dear to the painters who 
began with 
Ir. 
Iaddox-Brown and ended 
with Sir Edward Burne-Jones. The dear 
ladies of modern English church work 
keep to this general moral view, remaining 
when most innocent, nice golf adepb, 
sometimes healthy, and when attenuated, 
more at1ected by amorous passion than as- 
cetic life. So that the professional beauty 
and the ladies of the music halls are typi- 
fied, and used as the pattern for Blessed 
l\Iarv and Elizabeth. Do not misunder- 
stand me, it is not the using of these persons 
themseh"es in representations that I object 
to, even if they be nasty (which I am far 
from saying), because in them the divine 
soul can be followed, I t is the working 
out of their pattern and their type. In the 
old work, far back, the artists also used 
the people around them, But somehow 
or other, they seem to ha'"e been usually 
impressed with a notion that out of those 
persons they must draw the possibilities, 
the highest human graces which could be 
lifted and informed bv di\"Íne grace, Ac- 
cording to the perso"ns who
 they had 
about them and whose type or pattern they 
had to adopt, they sought out in these 
various human compounds what they could 
give that was beautiful spiritually. Ac- 
cording to the type or pattern, it might be 
more or less one kind of thing, It might 
be dignity, steadfastness, innocence, purit
, 
tenderness, kindness, mercy, de'"otion. But 
it was not the pattern. It was a thing the 
pattern could help one to. So, there are 
big eyes and little eyes, and long noses and 
short noses, and thin faces and full faces, 
red hair, black hair, and brown hair, and 
paleness or color, and strength or weak- 
ness; in each and all of these thing
, the 
artist looked underneath for what there 
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might be, and did not allow the contradic- supposed to gi,'e all possible chance for 
tion of the pattern tu crush uut these ideals religious sympathies and likings. Still, I 
within, You will see, therefore, that this ne\'er felt it n
cessary to abandon the thread 
is absoluteh T in contradiction to what is of general intention that guided us, the 
callcd "fashion," and it represents the pur- teacher and the admiring pupil, in those 
suit of the ideal through all the momentary early days of boyish enthusiasm. It is the 
changes ,yhich fashion may like or not like, time of life that delights in exaggeration, 
And so, not trusting to the ideal, our age and perhaps it should be supplied with 
has been afflicted with the belief in the occasional oycrstatements and with oppor- 
patterns that men call .. a style," It has tunities for letting the heart take a great 
sought for dignity, for monumental splen- share in the discussion of intellectual mat- 
dor, for what has been called" religious ex- ters. Youth is beautiful, and the longer it 
pression," now in pattern of the" Gothic," can last the better for the man himself, 
now in pattern of the" round arch," now in even if the older man growing up within 
the horizontals and perpendiculars of the him realizes that he has responsibilities 
"classics." Forgetful of the ideal which in thought which change the boundaries 
e
ists in all of them, forgetful of the special about which the youthful mind playeù 
ideals which exist in each one of them, \\e freely. E,.en my good friends in Japan, 
have again trusted to sets of patterns. In my Buddhists, who told me also what to 
the pre,'alence of these patterns was to be think about art as connectcd with religion, 
found the thing that would save one, \\ïth- never really disturbed these first likings, 
in no ,.ery distant memory most of us have though they helped me to change the form 
gone through this experience-and is it not of my judgment. The ordinary world dur- 
time that we should be taught thereby? ing this last half-century, came to see that 
Certainly, the proper teaching of a unÏ\'er- religious art had e
isted before the fio\\'- 
sity (necessarily contradictory to anyone ering of mediævalism. Again, I ha,.e been 
single de'Telopment, because the study of the witness of theories limiting the best 
history senes as a balance wheel)-cer- e
pression of religious art to moments pre- 
tainly the teaching of a university could free ceding the great Christian life of what used 
us in the future by preventing our being to be called the Dark Ages, In France, 
surprised at the excellency of new patterns. for instance, the architect, the decorator 
They could all be classified and their of churches, abandoning the" Gothic," 
motives explained, their technique separ- went back to the "Romanesque" pat- 
ated from their intention, and be admired terns. The" round arch" began to ha,.e 
for the good contained in them, I was a sanctity similar to that which my first 
saying that our own personal experience friend saw in the pattern of the pointed 
cm"ers these changes of the fashion pattern arch-a mystic meaning, a perfection of 
in art. Nearly fifty years ago I was intro- religious expression as complete and more 
duccd to the reading of Ruskin, and the easily apprehended than that of pointed 
merits of the pointed styles, :\Iy mcntor architecture. Perhaps to-day they may be 
was an English clergyman steeped in the going back as far as the forms of Byzantine 
Oxford movement, and he directed me to civilization, which precedes and properly 
the 
tudy of art from a point of dew of includes the beginnings of the Romanesque. 
admiration for mediæ,'al thought and a Then it will be considered that the patterns 
belief that therein was detained (I mean belonging to these tìrstestablished churches 
within certain patterns was detained) the of Christianity show that external policy 
li,"ing germ of religious art. You will see and too rapid crystallization of thought de- 
that I did not come from art to the church, teriorated the 
implicity of early Christian 
but from the church to art. 1 lived long art. And as early Christian art used th
 
enough in a few years to realize that how- pagan symbols, which it found ready to 
eyer necessary to understanding the history its hand, I should not be surprised if it 
of art in the \Vest such sympathies might were asserted that within these pa
an 
be, they still narrowed the field of theappli- symbols we might find enough to touch 
cation of man's yearning for expression as us with the association of the yery begin- 
connected with religion-I mean, if these ning of the preaching of the N'ew Light. 
patterns that we admired so much were You will see that we ha,'e gone back a far 
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way from the ecclesiasticism of the twelfth, 
thirteenth, fourteenth anrl fifteenth centu- 
ries, as we follow out the patterns that I 
sketch roughly. It might be interesting in 
connection with what I ha,'e just said of 
a vital principle and ideal filling with life 
a pattern apparently antagonistic, to see 
what has happened in the monuments of a 
great religion-a religion which has curious 
analogies to Christianity, however different 
its theological theory may be, I refer to 
the singular late discm-eries which show 
that Greek forms are the first under which 
are depicted the doctrine and the life of 
Buddha, Sakyamuni, A form was neces- 
sary, and the Greek patterns, antagonistic 
as their origin might be, were ready to 
hand. Hence, the Buddha, draped like a 
Greek god, ,\"ith ornaments and architect- 
ural details borrowed from a religion es- 
sentially different in its manifestations; so 
that the most joyous and clearest and nar- 
rowest of artistic expressions was used for 
the most abstruse, pessimistic, and least 
joyous of all manners of religion. From 
that origin, these patterns of representation 
and of form have persisted in the East and 
are continued vet in the Buddhistic art of 
Japan, the Ol{ly country, with China, in 
which Buddhism ha:;. flourished to this day 
in fref' intercourse with human life. In the 
e,-olution of art as " hand-maid of religion" 
under Buddhistic ecclesiasticism, as for ex- 
ample, in Thibetan art, we see the grad- 
ual formalizing which separates art from 
life. Little by little, formulas are estab- 
lished and patterns approved of by the 
clergy, which are less and less sympathetic 
to the layman and gradually not under- 
stood by him, hmve,-er full of meaning they 
really are. The images of the gods, so- 
called, or more correctly, of the attributes 
of the dh.inity as they come from the 
Thibetan "ork-shop or ha,'e been derÏ\'ed 
from )Iongol influence, seem to us horrible, 
disagreeable, monstrous, and heartless; :and 
they are so; that is to say, they are pure 
pattems apart from human life, they are 
records in plastic art of an attempt at rep- 
resenting pure thought. The Eastern holy 
man who makes them or worships them, as 
we call it, is fully satisfied with these queer 
and complicated assemblages of forms, each 
detail of which establishes some theological 
statement, He has attained further than 
we have-in the dissociation of art from its 


natural birthplace and home: the Heart of 
1'1an, and is obliged to continue without 
change or progress, because the human 
element of sympathy has been eliminated 
by the pure 7.corshi p oj the pattern.. 
\Ye might see, then, that the com,idera- 
tion of such a detail as an ornamental pat- 
tern would invoh-e so many issues as to 
touch all the special deposits of knowledge; 
in short, to be a little epitome of a uni- 
versity training. It might be hoped that 
just within the university such disinterested 
study could be carried out, because it would 
have no commercial end, and be merely 
valuable for the development of the mind. 
And I take it that the training of uninT- 
sities is not to prepare merely for some 
special function in the world, but to allow 
the mind to understand what these func- 
tions are. I could see no harm if the en- 
thusiastic youthful minds discovered that 
the practise of the plastic arts was not the 
pursuit that a great many of them were 
meant for. In every case, howe,.er, both 
for those who practised, and for those \\"ho 
did not, a larger human development would 
be possible-would be natural. The work 
of art which is final in itself and disinter- 
ested is not only a collection of signs which 
indicate the psychology of its maker; the 
work of art is a collection of signs which 
shall reveal the soul of its admirers, to 
themselves certainly-and later, in a mode 
of history, to us who can thus partake in 
the past without being entangled in all its 
notions. Our own notions, ,,-hich belong 
to our own time, can be purified and ex- 
alted by this contact. The teaching of the 
classics in all nations which have classics, 
has continued on that account. I ha,-e 
lightly touched upon the possible cle,-elop- 
ment of a study of architecture, and, con- 
sequently, of decoration, which should be 
freed from daily necessity, from obliga- 
tions of economy, from the yoke of admin- 
istrati,.e use that crushes, for instance, the 
so-called French School, which would pre- 
vent the narrower mind from its habit of 
dictation, and at the same time would 
strengthen the man born for greater things, 
by assuring him that the voice of the spirit 
which he hears within him is the same voice 
that has spoken to the Fathers. You will 
consicler all that I am saying as a mere 
meditation, not an attempt at the orderly 
proving of some proposition. It would be 
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for minds more competent to judge of sys- 
tems, to layout the possible geography 
which I dream of. But it is singular that 
in all the departments of art we still need 
larger teaching. Take, for instance, a 
form of art which has interested me per- 

ònally, and of which there are eminent 
representatiyes, already in uniyersities, en- 
gaged in the very work of preparing the 
young mind to understand the possible de- 
yelopment of painting. It was brought to 
me but a few months ago that we still had 
no codified history of painting. A J apan- 
ese gentleman wrote to me in the name of 
the head of an Imperial School of Art, ask- 
ing me in what work I would find an ex- 
planation of the European art of painting. 
And I had to tell him that there was no 
such work; that, perhaps, after all, it would 
have to be written by a Japanese, I ex- 
plained that we were entangled, practically 
as artists, in many conflicting traditions for 
which a general solution had not been 
formulated. 
That, in the first place, as he knew, 
European art had at a certain moment 
actually undertaken scientific study as 
necessary to its own development; that one 
of its great leaders had abandoned art for 
a scientific view of the world. I meant 
Leonardo. That many of the early stu- 
dents of anatomy were among the artists. 
That our art of painting had involved grad- 
ually the use of everything that the sight 
could employ-things which the Japanese 
had done without. That modern art, for 
instance, was now entangled with scientific 
studies of light and color, the laws which 
of course must have always been at the 
basis of all painting. \Ye had, I told him, 
no adequate account of these develop- 
ments. I to
d him that for each transi- 
tion in our art of painting there had been 
necessarily special technical developments, 
even down to the different uses of paints, of 
canvases or surfaces to paint on, or brushes 
IO paint with, and that from his own special 
Japanese knowledge he would know that an 
appreciation of these details was insepar- 
able from the results. \Ye had, it is true, 
certain historic accounts of the use of pig- 
ments and material:,;, but that they were es- 
pecially unknown to painters; and also, that 
these accounts were in the form of chroni- 
cles-if one might say so-and not based on 
any general theory of the necessities implied 
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in each ca
e. \Ye had, as they had in J a- 
pan, histories of certain painters, and that of 
late (as in Japan) attention was being paid 
to the methods of certain painters, so that 
the manner of their expression by the use 
of their hands and the use of their materials 
was being classified. But that only a very 
little had been done this way. Also, that 
we were only beginning now to connect 
the artist with his surroundings in the 
accounts of him; and also that we were 
very slowly recognizing the opposite side; 
that is, the intimate personality of each 
prominent artist, which had determined, 
after all, the particular appeal to uur soul 
made by each one. That some of the 
most illustrious were only beginning to be 
understood; that the most famous of all, 

Iichael Angelo, was only just beginning 
to be disentangled from the use made of 
him; that the next greatest one, Rem- 
brandt, was also merely beginning to be 
understood; that so little were the neces- 
sities of art understood,. that only a little 
while ago I had seen remarked in the cata- 
logue of the great Rembrandt show in 
London, that he, Rembrandt, had made 
special use in his pictures of the people who 
surrounded him, and e,"en, strange to say, 
had used his own portrait; and this as if 
it were some special personal trait and not 
the history of every artist in all countries 
and all times. That, therefore, there was 
no general history of the de,"elopment of 
painting as caused by the necessities of the 
time, the use of materials, and the mental 
and physical make-up of the artist. There- 
fore, I urged him to incite some Japanese 
to do such a thing: all the more that they 
were disin terested ani: had not to undertake 
the defence or the praise of anything, be- 
cause of outside reasons. I said to him, 
also, that the appreciation of l)zHllity, which 
was the great factor in the artistic criticism 
of Japan, had become less and less impor- 
tant to us, and that even we cared little for 
the lasting of our work, and more yet, that 
in decorative wcrk the commercial spirit 
had so taken hold of us, that we prepared 
it so that it might not last long. I told him 
how regardless architects were of the qual- 
ityof materials used, and that few, if any, 
would prefer a wall painted by Titian to a 
wall painted by any commercial firm, pro- 
vided it cost enough; and again, I urged 
him to send the Japanese to our rescue, 
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1\ow, the
e epigrams, these short-hand 
statements of facb, \yere built of the solid 
truth, Comprehensi,"e study of one of the 
arts of which we know the most, has yet 
to be made. 'Yhat more splendid object 
could there be for the great net of uni\"er- 
sity teaching! The mere scheming-out of 
such a sn.tem of stud," would encourage 
special 5t
dents to take" up each successi
'e 
detail in a logical connection. It might be, 
as it were, a psychological history, a scien- 
tific, a sociological one, and necessarily 
touch the most practical points of the most 
mechanical of all the arts. _\5 it has been 
in Japan, e\"en the ordinary house-painter 
and paper stainer could not escape the 
result of better general teaching. 
rerhaps I am but dreaming, but our 
dreams often come true when we are much 
interested, and certainly no one can be in- 
jured by dreams that tend to ele'"ate our 
intentions and make us sympathize with 
the life of a greater part of the world. The 
ordinary necessities dull us enough and 
force u
 to see more meanh-. Tl
at side 
has always taken care of ib
lf. Perhaps, 
abo, there may be some special excuses for 
indulging in the ideas of a greater synthesis, 
as I ha'"e hinted before. The world is to 
be more and more connected, and the great 
oceans will not diYide the minds of men as 
much as did formerl," an ordinan- stream or 
a mountain chain. "Indeed, th
y are the 
pathways of that yerr commerce whose bad 
sides the uni\"ersity as a type of disinter- 
estedness can abate, diminish, turn aside, 
That yery commerce is to be a help to 
larger ideas and better understandings. It 
is only necessary, I think, to culth"ate dis- 
tincth- the differences between choice and 
neces
ity-between the pursuit of an ideal 
and the pursuit of momentary ad,"antage 
which is based, of course, on momentary 
necessities" As I said before, commerce 
itself will help us against itself. I can look 
forward to a day when the ,-ery leyel of art 
will be raised through enormous ,-ulgariza- 
tion of the a '"erage and the pretty good, A 
day may come when, as in Japan, the ordi- 
nan- house-sen-ant would consider as 
habitual nut on1\- the art of the Far East in 
its bettcr forms," but something better than 
the 'Yest is yet ahle to produce. I think 
we see some promise of that to-day in 
the ordinary objects of hume u
e, If the 
mass of what is produced by ordinary trade 


can only be well lumped together, all the 
more rea-;on that the fmer qualities may 
sen"e their purpose, There must come a 
d
lY, too, when Fashion begins to stand 
still, as it has in the East, upon the leyels 
solidly depo
ited. That is an influence 
that may do us quite as much good as thc 
teaching of the East now backing upon us 
conquerors, in the recognition of force as 
the only real basis of right. _\ general con- 
sensus of culture may allow more play for 
special ,-arieties worth preserdng. 
A general consensus of culture would in- 
crease the reasonableness of the artist, anù 
thereby bring him more really into har- 
monious appreciation of the greater work. 
For that Î::; ah\"ays supremely reasonable. 
Let me quote something I was reading 
lately in the Jou1'1lal of a great painter whose 
fiery genius was not cramped, but helped, 
by the kind of culture which I am ad,"ocat- 
ing. and in which he bclie,-ed also; a man, 
too, as fully remoyed from the commercial 
side of art as this or any century has gi\"en, 
I mean Delacroix. It is wri tten in one of 
his note-books, along with the usual facts 
of a ,'ery prudent, economizing, and well- 
ordered life. He was a great admirer of 
many English painters, and with the great- 
est facility took in Reynolds, Gainsborough, 
and Turner (,,'hom he had known person- 
ally), and Holman Hunt and the modern 
pre-Raphaelites. Critici
ing certain imita- 
tions as injurious and unreasonable because 
they do not belong to the unity of the paint- 
ings he speaks of, he e
plains to himself 
how they are the cause of a certain unnat- 
uralness which attends the works of 50 
many English artists who are, in reality, 
naturalists. This is what he says: "True 
superiority does not admit of eccentricity. 
Rubens, ,\'110 might seem an exception, is 
in reality within his own genius, and has 
no exaggerations but those which are in the 
direction of his own ideas and always 
founded upon the obsen"ation of Natu;e. 
Tho
e who ha,-e thought that the bizarre 
is a mark of talent are but shadows of art- 
ist
, The greatest genius is always a being 
who is extremely reasonable, e\"en if his 
rea
onablene
s is not at the moment under- 
stood." To am"one who knows the im- 
pa
sioned work
 of this great painter, it 
will be a sort of proof of the truthfulness 
of m
 belief. lIe was a man of great gcn- 
eral training, and of a curiosity for e\"cry 
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,-ariety of thought and information which 
his good sense, also cultured, taught him 
to limit; because he had decided that of all 
his curiosities, art was the one be
t suited 
for himself, and for which he had to re
erye 
the greater part of his strength. 
or haye 
I known of any important arti
t who did 
not belie,-e in intellectual training. Eyen 
the accidental quotations which we ha,-e of 
the thoughts of famous arti
ts, make in 
themseh-es a kind of education, and that 
from the Chinese or the Greek to the ::;ay- 
ings of the men of to-day. I had almost 
hoped that some day a kind of dictionary, 
an authoritative series of definitions for al- 
most everything relating to the art of paint- 
ing, might be made out of these fragments 
scattered almost e,-ervwhere. The. mean- 
ing, at least, of such 
 dictionary, such an 
encyclopedia, could be carried out by the 
uniyersity, Instead of being a series of 
pages of paper contained within a certain 
number of volumes, it might be a series of 
studies cm-ering many years, but all of 
them made within the protection of the 
yarying forms of thought ,yhich belong to 
the great names that stand out among the 
schools of the past. 
Here, then, in such a place as the uni,-er- 
sity, which is not so much a physical as a 
spiritual existence, might my dream come 
true. Here could be planted for art that 
great useless tree of fixed knowledge. It 
could not be sa wed down for firewood or 
for planking or for elegant veneers. But 
its seeds could be planted ebewhere, to 
grow up and gi,-e rest and shade and fruit. 
The studies of the architectures of the past 
would not be the studies of patterns, but the 
studies of thoughts which necðsitated the 
patterns, and for which physical material 
had to be used, Therein the studies of 
other sciences would help the understand- 
ing and the development of these means to 
an end. In the same way, for such an art 
as my art of painting, the physical sciences 
wuuld explain the nature whose patterns 
we painters use. It would explain the 
choice of our materials, and the study of 
our history would show how they came to 
be used. 'Ye would see the J1ll11lan soul, 
which is the essential material of which art 
is made, developed in indidduals, some- 
times in harmony \vith the souls around 
them, sometimes in opposition to them. 
'Ye should see how" art is not the attempt 
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at reflecting others, at taking possession of 
others who
e :,uuls belong to themsehT:'; 
but that it is an attempt at keeping pos- 
session of one's self. It is often a protest 
at what is displeasing and mean about us- 
it is an appeal to what is better; it is an 
appeal to the permanent reality in pres- 
ence of the transient; it is an attempt to 
rest for a moment in the true wav." 
For however often the work of 
rt repre- 
sents the present, the moods of feeling of 
the future are as often reflected bv it as the 
habits of the moment. And the årti::;t must 
have had partners, since he has had admir- 
ers, even when he antagonizes his time, 
Howe,-er transient certaIn of his forms, 
hmye,-er much to us who come afterward 
they indicate the period, he has expressed 
not his time, hut the needs of others who 
ha,-e been looking in the same ways, and 
yet ha,-e had no ,-oice. And if they have 
not quite understood, yet this accumula- 
tion of tendency has become stronger and 
clearer in their descendants. To exPlain 
jully, then, the face of the work of art, one 
would ha,-e to melt into it in some way the 
gaze of those who had looked at it. Their 
negations or their sympathies ha,-e fallen 
on the work, and these affections of the 
soul are carried down to us on these sur- 
faces of material. The most spiritual 
teachings could coexist according to my 
dream, with the most careful training in 
the knowledge of the reason of physical 
processe:;. F or that, in other words, is 
another definition of the work of art. Al- 
ways the technique ha.s struggled to be 
equal to the spiritual intention and nothing 
could be more easy pruof of it than the work 
of Rembrandt. 
In that union of the different arts which 
we call decoration, we should be taught 
again the real place of the pattern. \Ye 
should know that the spirit of the )Iiddle 
Ages is not called up by the mere inter:,cc- 
tion of the cun-es which make the pointed 
arch. The per:,istence of perpendicular 
and hori/.ontal. which can be obtained by 
the T-:,quare and the foot-rule, would ne,-er 
seem to us to be das:,ical, and the knowl- 
edge of the orders would seem to us a neces- 
sity and not an object. \Ye should learn to 
follow out what might be the true intention, 
f.olemnity, or of grace, or fen-or, or peace, 
some kind of human emotion. 
\nd as we 
know that the::;e are not purchascable, we 
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should not look to obtain them in commer- 
cial warehouses of knowledge, There can 
be no 
IaC\"s for the intellectual and the 
moral. F
r all the transient outside, for 
all the commercial, there would then be no 
wasted effort at imprm"ement, no indigna- 
tion at its being what it is. All that enor- 
mous side of practical art which provides 
the tradesman with things to supply the 
momentary fashions, would drift entirely 
out of the student's vision. The touch- 
stone can always be applied which deter- 
mines whether the work or the object we 
look at is made for us-that is to say, for 
sale .to us in some manner of flattery-or 
whether it is made for itself, independent 
of us, which is the only way by which it can 
exist when we are no longer looking at it. 
In this country especially we must for a 
long time be ,'ictims of the necessity of 


trade; of its need to handle art as well as 
other things, and as in other matters that 
are for sale, e"en Yotes, what we need to 
know is the danger, and it is for us to be 
out of reach, E,'eu in questions of the 
most ordinary taste, apart from principle 
and tradition, the wise man knows this, for 
taste might partly be defined as a sort of 
experience of life, 
I must have been deficient in the treating 
of a subject whose edges are so indefinite, 
but I feel almost sure that what I ha"e said 
is an appeal to the poss:bilities, 1 ha,'c 
not tried to say anything ne"'. In the con- 
siderat:on of the teaching of what is per- 
manent, that is not necessary. And, for 
my part, I should be ashamed if I could not 
be approved and understood by my Egyp- 
tian colleagues and fellow-workmen of six 
thousand years ago. 


CIIILD'S 


PLAY 


By IVlilclred Howells 


A CHILD at play, I launched my mimic ships, 
Freighted with childish treasures, on the sea 
That pressed salt kisses on my finger-tips, 
But never brought my ships again to me. 


Vainly I wondered if they sank outright, 
Or if, at last, upon some distant shore 
Their cargoes brought another child delight. 
I only knew that they returned n) more. 


An olùer child, my treasures still I launch 
rpon hope's treacherous tide, and still in yam 
Patient I wait to see m) vessels staunch, 
Before a prosperous ,,'ind, sail back again. 


'Yhether some empty heart my losses fill, 
Or whether in a shipwrecked waste lies strown 
1\ly ventured wealth, I shall not know until 
This life's long childhood is at last outgruwn. 



T II E P R ICE 


By Donal Han1ilton Haines 


I LIJ r STRATIO:\ S BY J. N. :\IARCII.\XD 


I! ' - LONG the corduroy road be- 
;. 1\,.. tween the level ranks of the 

 
 forest Captain Hurlbut led 
the half dozen troopers of his 
, scouting party. The hoofs 
of the horses drummed 
pleasantly on the worn logs of the roadway, 
and the men took off their hats and held 
them against the horns of their saddles, 
letting the cool, balsam-scented air whip 
across their faces and through their hair. 
They were not a particularly martial- 
looking lot, the six troopers who followed 
Hurlbut. The briers and thorns of the 
north country, and its drenching morning 
dews that soaked through khaki and leath- 
er to the skin, had reduced their once trim 
uniforms to collections of dirty patches, 
held together in some fashion wholly in- 
scrutable to the casual observer. They 
carried their carbines with the trained care- 
lessness of hunters-their sabres were miss- 
ing. Also they had trimmed the wide, 
jaunty brims of the campaign hats to a 
scant inch. The result was not artistic, but 
the hats stayed on their heads, 
But the figure that rode two horse's 
lengths in front of the troopers was differ- 
ent, Although he had shared the hard 
work of his company, he had kept his uni- 
form shapely and reasonably clean. His 
leather puttees glistened with oil, and his 
hat ,vas set at the angle seen in the" men 
wanted for the army" posters. He carried 
his naked sahre in his hand. 
"Ain't he the dandy, though?" ex- 
claimed Parsons, nodding at the captain's 
straight back. Henderson, riding at his 
side, agreed with a gesture. 
"And he's proof," he went on, "that 
you can make as good a soldier in two 
months as you can in twenty years out of 
the right kind of stuff." 
"I don't know," replif'd Parsons with a 
deep frown which indicated a desire to be 
fair, "those regulars-- " 
., Regulars nothing," interrupted Hender- 
son quickly. "I tell you \Valter Hurlbut's 


the best captain in the army this minute 
-and he didn't know what war was six 
months ago. \Vhy shouldn't he be? Look 
what he was: head of a big publishing 
house, art critic, clubman, traveller, athlete t 
A big, broad-gauge man in eyery way, and 
he forgets all that he has been, and turns 
every ounce of his ability to being a soldier. 
He thinks, man! he doesn't learn all his war 
from books!" 
"Yes, but he's different," persisted Par- 
sons. 
"Different!" retorted Henderson, bend- 
ing to the sudden leap of his horse as the 
animal cleared an old stump in the road, 
"of course he's different. He's a human 
being instead of a carefully trained ma- 
chine." 
"He's married, too," Parsons said, as 
though adding an obstacle which argument 
could not surmount. 
"Right," agreed his c<)mpanion, "and 
that's the finishing touch. You don't catch 
him mooning over his wife's picture either! 
I've seen her, and she's a wife worth going 
back to, but he doesn't let that count. He 
takes bigger chances than the rest of liS. 
It'll work that way every time, too. You 
take a good business man and show him 
the ropes of the army, and he'll make a bet- 
ter soldier than your trained fighting ma- 
chine." 
Hurlbut suddenly threw up his gaunt- 
leted hand and pulled his horse up on his 
haunches. The six men came to an ab- 
rupt halt. 
"Dismount t ,. ordered the officer quietly. 
One trooper was left holding the bridles of 
the horses, and the five men follmved the 
straight figure into the woods. 
"\\"hat are we after?" whispered Par- 
sons. 
"I don't know," answered Henderson, 
"but he does!" 
The little party moved quietly through 
the pines, following an old trail, so old that 
the path on which they stepped was a full 
two inches lower than the needle-carpeted 
18 9 
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ground. As they walked they could hear 
the distant purring of a brook, and the 
swirl of water about old timbers of some 
sort. The tiny path bent to the left and 
came out upon the edge of a brook. A 
hundred yards ahead of them stood the 
ruins of an old saw-mill. Hurlbut stopped, 
wiped his face with a clean handkerchief, 
and looked about him. He consulted a 
note-book, then ffim'ed ahead without a 
word, the men following him in silence. 
For half an hour they followed the path, 
which climbed steadily up a long slope. 
AbO\"e the rising shel\'es of trees they could 
see the bald knob of a hill. For a ,,'eek 
they had been watching that hill in the dis- 
tance from their camp by the rh-er, and 
now they looked at it curiously. Hurlbut 
turned to his men suddenly. 
"I'ye brought you fi\-e men," he said 
curtly, "because you all know something 
about stalking deer. There's a man some- 
where on the flanks of this hill that \ye 
want. I don't want him shot, I want him 
taken, Henderson, you come ".ith me. 
The rest of you scatter; keep just far 
enough apart so you can see the men on 
both sides of you." 
Like shadO\vs the six figures shrank into 
the underbrush and commenced mo\'ing up 
the flank of the hill. Henderson and the 
captain went forward almost on their hands 
and knees, Hurlbut first taking the precau- 
tion to rub his shining puttees with black 
mud, and lay his clanking sword carefully 
behind a stump. They crawled forward a 
hundred yards and then paused, panting, 
to get their breath, 
"Somebody's been working a heliograph 
from this hill," explained Hurlbut. 
Again they \vent forward, dodging from 
tree to tree noiseless as Indians, and crawl- 
ing across the open spaces on all-fours, only 
their heads raised like snakes. Through 
the thinning trees they could catch clearer 
glimpses of the bald, rocky crown of the 
hill. Henderson suddenly reached o\"er 
and caught Hurlbut's sleeve, The latter 
followed the direction of the trooper's point- 
ing finger and saw the tripod of a heliograph 
instrument leaning against the trunk of one 
of the last trees. Hurlbut nodded and rose 
to his feet. As he did so they heard one 
of the troopers off to their left call sharply: 
"Don't move, there! I'\'e got you co\"- 
ereel ! " 


A strange \"oice answered cheerfully: 
"All right!" 
The fi\-e men hurried quickly toward the 
spot from which the voices had come, to 
find Parsons leaning easily against the bole 
of a tree, his carbine at his hip, its muzzle 
pointing at a brown-clad figure sitting on a 
stump twenty yards away, smoking a cig- 
arette and smiling at Parsons cheerfully 
through a carefully trimmed black beard. 
As Hurlbut came into view the man on the 
stump rose easily and saluted, paying not 
the least attention to the nervous jerk of 
Parsons's weapon, He was a tall, well- 
built man, deeply tanned; -his uniform was 
similar to those of his captors, save that it 
was much cleaner, Hurlbut walked tow- 
ard him without returning the salute, in 
spite of the fact that a torn shoulder-strap 
hung from the other's shoulder. 
"\\That's your regiment?" Hurlbut de- 
manded abruptly. 
" Forty -second New York," replied the 
stranger promptly. 
The troopers exchanged expressions of 
astonishment and covert winks, but the 
captain made no comment. 
"'\"hat are you doing out here beyond 
the outposts?" he continued. 'Vithout 
answering. the other pointed to the instru- 
ment against the tree. Hurlbut frowned 
and pulled at his blonde mustache. 
,. There's a scouting party six miles far- 
ther up the creek," exclaimed the man, 
"sent out day before yesterday. I'm re- 
laying their reports back to head-quarters." 
"\rhat troops are in that scouting par- 
ty?" asked Hurlbut after a pause. 
"Half of ' L' company of my own regi- 
ment," the other answered quickly. 
Hurlbut studied the ground in front of 
him, and poked his heavy CoJt back into 
its holster. The five troopers lounged 
about on the grass or leaned against trees, 
wiping the perspiration from their faces 
and eying the two officers curiously. Only 
Parsons had not moved, but stood against 
the same tree, the bolt of his carbine 
drawn back, the black muzzle ne\'er wav- 
ering from the strange officer's body, The 
black-bearded man seemed to have for- 
gotten the existence of Parsons and his 
carbine. 
Hurlbut raised his head, and the men 
who -cüuld see him noticed that it looked a 
year older and was rather white, 
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"The Forty-second Xew York," he said 
coldly, .. is something like a thousand miles 
south of us. There isn't any scouting party 
up the creek. How long have you been on 
th is hill?" 
The dark man shrugged his shoulders 
and threw a\vay the butt of his cigarette. 
"X ever mind the formalities," he said 
quietly, letting out the last of the smoke 
from his cigarette as he spoke. .. I've heen 
here long enough to find out what I want. 
Of course I shan't answer any of your ques- 
tions. " 
The attitude of the five lounging troopers 
changed as the man spoke, They ceased 
to look at him curiously, and their eyes 
hardened, Parsons jerked his carbine to 
a firmer position against his thigh, and 
his lean forefinger crawled a trifle nearer 
to the trigger. Hurlbut looked steadily 
over his captive's head and gave the nec- 
essary orders. The troopers went for- 
ward silently to bind the man's hands. 
Hurlbut noticed that they tied the cords 
dndictively, drawing them unnecessarily 
tigh t. 
"Never mind tying them quite so tight," 
he said. 
"Thank you," said the dark man quick- 
ly, "I shan't try to escape." 
The men seem
d not to hear his speech, 
I t was as though a sudden barrier had risen 
between them, and made of him a different 
sort of being, Hurlbut looked steadfastly 
away from the man as the little group 
moved slowly down the slope, the prisoner 
walking ahead with his hands tied behind 
him; the troopers close behind, their car- 
bines resting easily in the crooks of their 
arms; Hurlbut a little to one side, As 
they neared the foot of the hill, a cock-par- 
tridge burst suddenly out of a tangle of 
bushes with a startling thunder of wings, 
and bored, twisting, out of sight among the 
trees. One or two of the troopers jumped 
slightly and gave vent to startled exclama- 
tions. Hurlbut and the prisoner stiffened 
slightly like setters, and followed the flight 
of the bird with eyes that snapped with 
eagerness. Their glances met and the 
dark-haired man smiled brightly, his white 
teeth showing pleasantly through the cJo
e- 
ly-trimmed beard. Hurlbut had to stiffen 
the muscles of his face quickly and turn his 
glance off toward the brook to check the 
smile of common feeling. 
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.. -\ tine bird," he heard the prisoner say 
to the men behind him. The troopers 
looked at each other in uncertainty and did 
not answer. 
.\S they reached the path which passed 
the ruined mill the prisoner seemed intent 
in watching the waters swirl about the rot- 
ting piles and did not look at the path in 
front of him. His foot caught on an old 
stub and he feU headlong, heavily. The 
troopers, mistaking his action, half-rai
ed 
their weapons and then lowered them awk- 
wardly. The man had fallen in such a way 
that, with his hands pinioned behind his 
back, he could not rise. 
,. It's careless of me," he said, .. but 
you've trussed me up so well I can't get 
up," 
Hurlbut felt the blood tingling in his 
cheeks as the soldiers assisted their captive 
to rise. Parsons e\-en went so far as to 
dust off the man's clothes. 
.. Xever mind, thanks," said the man 
carelessly; "I won't need them long," and 
he grinned at Parsons. 
"Y ou can untie those cords," said Hurl- 
but, choosing his words carefully. He felt a 
strange hesitancy about referring to his pris- 
oner even so far as speaking of his hands, 
so he said" cords" deliberately. He was 
glad, too, when the man did not thank him, 
but merely bowed silently. 
As they \valked back over the deeply 
worn path, Hurlbut studied the other's 
figure and carriage, He had thought of 
spies often enough, but he had never con- 
nected them, somehow, with this sort of a 
man. He had not bothered to think much 
about their possible personalities; the mere 
word-spy-cm'ered their whole existence 
and made of them a thing not to be toler- 
ated. This was a mar.. of his own kind; 
he caught himself thinking exactly hmv the 
prisoner would look in enning clothes, and 
every time the picture t1ashed before his 
mind he saw the broad red ribbon of the 
Legion passing across the man's shirt-front. 
He smiled slightly to himself at the conceit, 
for it had always been a secret ambition of 
his own to be able some day to wear one of 
those red ribbons himself. He wondered if 
perhaps he and this stranger did not think 
alike about a good many things-if perhaps 
they had not left the same sort of things 
behind them. This other man could not 
go back to them, and his people would 
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not care to hear how he had met his 
death-a spy! 
One of the waiting horses down the road 
heard the sound of the approaching party 
and whinnied, The prisoner lifted his head 
sharply and peered down the aisles bet\veen 
the trees. The neigh of the horse \vent 
through Hurlbut strangely. He seemed 
to feel all the sensations that had passed 
through the other. The snorting of the 
horses must have told this man that he was 
one stage nearer the end of all things: the 
little plot of open ground, the white-faced 
officer, and the file of nervous, twitching 
men-one of whom had a weapon loaded 
with a blank cartridge! 
They came out into the road and saw the 
trooper and the waiting horses. Hurlbut 
brea thed easier for some reason. It \vas a 
relief to him to have even one more man- 
though merely a private who had really 
borne no part-to shoulder the responsibil- 
ity' of this thing which was growing more 
hateful e\Tery instant. The troopers \vaited 
for the captain to come up as they reached 
the horses, Suddenly the prisoner turned 
and came quickly to Hurlbut. 
"It's only a little while now," he said 
quickly in a low, pleading tone. _ "
ïll you 
let me walk beside you and talk with you on 
the way back?" 
For an instant Hurlbut hesitated, look- 
ing away, then he turned and met the 
other's eyes. They were looking at him, 
very straight and with a terrible earnest- 
ness. 
"\' ery well," he answered curtly, 
The little group arranged itself quick}y. 
T\vo of the troopers rode ahead; Hurlbut 
follmved with the prisoner walking at his 
side, and the remaining four men walked 
their horses a few paces farther to the rear, 
"Little chunks of time," said the prison- 
er suddenly, without looking up at the man 
beside him, "are queer things. I had my 
mvn uniform done up in a bundle under a 
stone a dozen paces from the stump where 
you found me. Had you been ten minutes 
later, I would have been a prisoner of war 
instead of a spy!" 
Hurlbut made no reply, and the man on 
foot laughed shortly, 
"I suppose," he went on, "I owe my life 
-or rather my death-to tobacco. I de- 
cided I'd smoke one cigarette before I 
changed my clothes. I wonder," he fin- 


ished whimsically, "what my status would 
have been if you'd come on me when I was 
half in one uniform and half in the other!" 
Hurlbut fought with a growing desire to 
ask this man all sorts of questions; to sym- 
pathize with him, to ask him what messages 
he might write, what explanations he should 
make-all this, and even a desire to see the 
man slip quickly into th
 bushes before the 
troopers could shoot. Instead of answer- 
ing, he set his lips in a firm line, drew the 
black, ugly Colt from its holster and laid it 
across his saddle-bow. The prisoner noted 
it and raised his eyebrows ever so slightly. 
Hurlbut flushed, pretended to examine the 
cylinder of the weapon, and shoved it back 
into the holster. 
"I wish you wouldn't put that away," 
protested the man quickly. "I feel better 
with it boring into my mind." 
"I'll run the risk," said Hurlbut shortly. 
They went forward monotonously over 
the squared logs of the old road, Hurlbut 
did not have to check his horse for the bene- 
fit of the man on foot, who walked with 
long, easy, tireless strides. The low-voiced 
talk of the troopers behind them sounded 
distinctly. 
"I've just been wondering," said the spy, 
"whether, if I'd had my choice, I'd have 
picked a day like this as my last. \Vould 
a man rather flicker out with the world at 
its best or its worst? On the whole, I be- 
lieve I'm rather glad it isn't raining," 
The captain was commencing to regret 
that he had promised to let the man talk. 
The spy was looking at things so exactly as 
he ,,'ould have had a doomed man look, and 
yet it made it that much the harder. It 
seemed to him that he could follow every 
step of the man's mind, and all that he said 
seemed exactly the thing that Hurlbut 
would have said. He wished fervently 
that the man \vould fall a prey to fear and 
keep silent, 
"It's a queer thing," the spy continued in 
the same idle fashion, "it's a queer thing 
this walking to death with your eyes wide 
open, and the best part of what ought to 
be life ahead of you, I don't see why it 
doesn't make me mad with the injustice of 
the thing." 
" You took the chance. You didn't have 
to play the spy," his captor reminded him. 
"Oh, yes I did," replied the other, look- 
ing up in a straightforward fashion which 
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made the other silent; "there ""asn't any- 
body else to do it. That isn't mock heroics, 
you know, but just plain facts. I can't 
make it seem quite real yet. 'Yhy, I've 
always been so disgustingly healthy I've 
ne\"er even thought of dying. They won't 
hang me, will they?" he finished in a sud- 
den burst of anxietv. 
.. Xo," answereò'Hurlbut in a dry, mat- 
tcr-of-fact tone, and adJed, to stiffen his 
wavcring sternness, ,. I'll see that you're 
shot. " 
A hundred yards farther along the road, 
Hurlbut cleared his throat nen'ously and 
began: 
" If there are any messages, or anything 
of th3.t kind, I will be very glad_" 
., Ho!" the other broke in on him sud- 
denly, "messages!" Then he went on 
more quietly: "That's good of you, but 
['m not going to bother any of my-friends 
with the details. _ \s for the real messages, 
well, they can't very well be sent." 
.. No," agreed Hurlbut, without in the 
least intending to spcak, ., that's true. A 
man has no time-" 
The spy looked at him quickly, eagerly. 
He waited an instant for Hurlbut to go on, 
his lips parted expectantly, then, as the 
officer did not continue, he \vent on hur- 
riedly: 
.'It secms queer, doesn't it, for men like 
you and me to be here talking this way? 
You know, I'm glad it was you and not 
some red-faced, strait-laced soldier that 
took me. I shouldn't have been able to 
talk to him-and it helps me, really. I 
knew one of-\vell, let's be plain-spoken 
and say · my own kind,' and it was a relief. 
And it seems as though we ought to be just 
walking home after a ridc with the hounds, 
talking about the way my mount fell and 
threw me, and here you are taking me to 
be shot!" 
" Talk about something else," Hurlbut 
suggested roughly. 
The spy looked steadily at Hurlbut's pro- 
file, his own face set seriously, as though he 
were trying to convince himself just what 
sort of a m<ln lay beneath the tanned skin 
and the yellow mustache, Finally he threw 
up his head with an air of decision and took 
the plunge. 
"Aren't you willing to forget you're a sol- 
dier, and remcmber you're a man long 
enough to keep me sane?" he demanded 


quickly. "Are you so tightly cased in your 
uniform that you begrudge the last few 
hours of life to a man with nothing ahead 
of him but certain death? Don't you sup- 
pose I'm lea\"Ïng anything behind me that 
I regret? Do you think I'm talking this 
way out of sheer bravado? 1\1an, don't 
you understand that it's only by thinking of 
the things so close behind me and keeping 
my mind off the grisly thing such a little 
way in front that I can keep my knees 
stiff? " 
Hurlbut swallowed chokingly and kept 
his cyes stcadfastly turned from the eager 
face at his side. The earnest, pleading sen- 
tences cut into the \"cry core of his being. 
It was all so unreal: the brilliant sunshinc, 
thc thousand familiar sounds of the wood- 
land, the pleasant, muffled sound of thE 
horses' hoofs and the jingle of harness, and 
the low, cheerful talk of the men behind 
them, broken now and then by a full, deep- 
chested laugh. And then, cutting sharply 
across this background of ordinary things) 
the tense, insistent voice of the man at hi
 
side, pleading only for a few moments 01 
unrestricted speech, speech of the thing
 
that thcy both might understand, and that 
others-the oftìcer who commanded the 
firing-squad, perhaps-might not. 
., 'Yell?" said Hurlbut encouragingly. 
He did not see the smile of relief on the 
other's face, but he knew it was there from 
the change in his tone, 
As the spy talked, the stiffness of Hurl- 
but's attitude began to relax. Now and 
then he broke in upon the steady flow oi 
the other's words, but always, when he 
spoke, he heard the dull voices of the men 
bchind him, and caught the easy attitude 
of the troopers in front, and fell silent 
again. 
\< I was going to write about this war, 
too," the other man was saying; "I've 
ne\'er writte
anything but plays before, but 
I think I could have done this." 
Hurlbut turned quickly in his saddle, 
"You're not Gustav \"ermuhlen, are 
you?" he demanded breathlessl
 
" Yes," answered the spy simpl} 
Hurlbut remembered, 11mv, had read 
the notice that the young dramatht had 
gone into the army. Then his mind went 
farther back, and he rf"membered sitting 
in his O\\-n office and talking with his assist- 
ant about the addsability of putting out an 
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.\merican edition of the young dramatist's 
la
t play. Like a picture on a screen this 
thing snapped out of Hurlhut's mind, and 
he saw \"ermuhlen's hody, limp, lying on its 
face in the wet grass of to-morrow morning. 
The ....teady now of the man's speech broke 
through <,nto Hurlbut's mind again. 
,. I suppose I couldn't e,'en talk of tl1ese 
things if they had been one whit less per- 
fed," Yermuhlen was saying, ,. but a man 
can't '"ery well complain-though tht' best. 
thing in his life i
 cut short ,,'hen he's had a 
few years e'"en ,vithout a Haw, can he?" 
.. 
o, " answered Hurlbut almost uncon- 
sciously. ., no, I svppose noL" 
"But she's so young-so ahsolutely with- 
out thought of facing anything alone, and 
yet so hrave. I know she'll come through 
all right--" 
.. \tho?" interrupted Hurlbut. 
.. \rhv mv wife" answered the otheï 
quickly: 'surÍ)rised.' ., I know she'll come 
through all right," he went on, "but I 
know how hard it will he-and 1 feel- 
well, I feel so much sorrier for her than 
I do for myself. )Iay I show you her 
picture? " 
Hurlbut looked down to see the other 
fumhling in the hreast of his brown tunic. 
"Don't!" pleaded Hurlbut thickly; 
"don't! " 
\"ermuhlen looked up in surprise, and 
saw that his captor's face was white and 
drawn. .. I'm not playing fair with you," 
he said quickly' "I\"e no ri<Tht to make 
your duty hard
;, I didn't me
n-" in the 
intensity' of his feeling he rested his hand on 
Hurlhut's saddle. 
"Look out, captain!" Parsons yelled 
suddenly. "He's reaching for your gun!" 
The little ca,'alcade halted suddenly. 
The two men, the prisoner and his captor, 
stared at the troopers, their carhines half- 
raised, and then at each other. Yermuhlen 
shook his head slightly and smiled faintly. 
"I can't do it," Hurlhut muttered under 
his hreath; "my (;od, man, I can't!" 
., You've got to," the other whispered; 
.. it's a hard price for hoth of us, hut we've 
got to pay it. Let me go with the men 
 .. 
H urlhut sat motionless in the saddle, his 
face a mask, hut I)ehind it his mind a riot 
of conflicting thoughts, his pulses now rac- 
ing-madly and now almost sluggish. 
., Parsons." he said suddenlv. "did vou 
ever read a hook called' The rather'?;' 


" Yes, sir," ans""ered the astonished 
trooper. Hurlhut looked the question at 
the others and two or three of them nodded 
their head:-. wonderingly, 
"\rpH," explained Hurlhut with a gest- 
ure toward his prisoner, I. this is the man 
that wrote it-it and a lot of other things 
just as good or hetter. And we're taking 
him to be shot! " 
The troopers shifted uneasily in their sad- 
dles. Hurlhut ruhhed his palm slowly O\"er 
the horn of his saddle and stared at the 
ground. The men were 01)\ iousIv at a loss 
what to do or say; this was not at all a part 
of the game of war they had been playing; 
these two men before them were not at all 
like Thuston or Crockett or some of the 
other officers. They waited for Hurlbut to 
speak. 
"This man's hooks," he went on with- 
out looking up, I. have been printed in 
three or four languages, and they\"e gone 
into hundreds of homes and made people 
happy. They've been put in the theatre- 
and people hm"e laughed and cried over 
them. I have. He's a young man, and 
he'll write more hooks and more plays 
and hetter ones-but he won't if we shoot 
him." 
The troopers nodded soherly, frowning. 
Vermuhlen started to speak, but Hurlbut's 
nðt words cut in ahead of him. 
"He's a spy, He has found out things 
ahout our army that it's our duty to pre\"ent 
his knowing. He's sent the information 
to his own forces-and we can't stop that. 
He's hut done his duty-but he put on our 
uniform to do it, and the penalty of that is 
death." 
.-\gain Hurlbut paused, and again the 
troopers nodded soherly. \'ermuhlen 
looked from one bearded fate to another, 
and read only perplexity in their eyes. 
"All six of us are soldiers," continued 
Hurlhut, ., and we ha\"e our duty plainly 
cut for us. Because I happen to be an offi- 
cer, the responsihility of my duty is hea,'ier 
than rours. I'm a soldier, and I've tried 
hard to be a good one-hut after all, I'm a 
man first and a soldier afterward. I can't 
take this man and shoot him-after what 
he's done for the other men and women in 
the world 
" he finished helplessly. He 
stared at the ground in silence for an in- 
stant. Henderson cleared his throat nois- 
ily, and Hurlbut looked up. 
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" I'm going to let him go," he announced. 
"It's a breach of duty-and you men will 
see it, You won't need to report it, hecause 
I shall confess." He turned suddenly to 
y ermuhlen-" You can go when you will. 
I won't stop you." 
Y ermuhlen shook his head and smiled. 
He spoke partly to Hurlbut and partly to 
the men. 
"K 0," he said deliberately, "I shan't 
take the chance you give, It's a fine last 
tribute you're paying to \vhatever I may 
have done-but I'll not see a good soldier 
broken that I may live. Your captain is 
going to let me walk between two of you 
the rest of the way to your camp," 
Hurlbut started to speak, but the other 
held uI-> his hand, 
"There's no use protesting," he insisted; 
"if I vmn't run, I won't, and you can't 
make me!" 
\Vithout a word, Hurlbut wheeled his 
horse and rode on, The troopers closed 
loosely about Vermuhlen, and the little 
group moved slowly on through the thin- 
ning trees. Hurlbut rode with his head 
bent, thinking of the picture in the breast 
of Vermuhlen's jacket, and of another in 
the breast of his own. He kept asking 
himself what Vermuhlen would have done 
if their positions had been reversed. His 
thoughts moved dully around a monotonous 
circle; he felt that he could not go back to 
his own wife and feel as he had, \vith the 
thought of that unknown wife across the 
sea, waiting hopelessly. And yet, if he or- 
dered the men aside, drove his prisoner 
into the woods, and then galloped away- 
he could not go back then, with a blot on 
his army record, The whole color of his 
life was spoiled, and all because Vermuhlen 
had wasted five precious minutes smoking 
a cigarette and had not changed his uni- 
form! A hot, rebellious anger at the un- 
reasoning power of little things surged 
through him. One tiny cigarette, cold 
now somewhere among the pine needles, 
had sent one man to his death and brought 
to him a lasting unhappiness that would 
not pass. 
A murmur of voices behind him made 
him turn, and he saw that Parsons had 
taken the prisoner up onto his horse he- 
hind him. He noticed, casually, that the 
men were laughing, eddently at something 
that Vermuhlen had said. "'hat a thor- 
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oughbred this man was! Hurlbut knew 
that he was clinging to life with all the 
fen'or of youth and a great love, and yet 
he could smile and talk to the men about 
him-and more than that, he could be so 
thoughtful as to take temptation of his own 
causing out of a stranger's way! And ever 
as Hurlbut thought of the other's hand- 
some, black-bearded face, he saw the lithe 
body lying on its face in the wet grass. 
There was a sudden wild clatter of hoofs 
behind him, and sharp, snapping cries from 
the men. Hurlbut's hand shot to the butt 
of the big revolver before he wheeled in 
his saddle to see Parsons lying on his back 
in the road, while the spy, flattening him- 
self onto the neck of Parsons's horse, had 
already swung the animal around in the 
narrow road. 
"Shoot him!" yelled Hurlbut, "shoot 
him! " 
He tried to raise his Colt, but his hand 
seemed nerveless. He sat almost inert, 
\vatching the other men raising their car- 
bines with unaccountable slowness. Al- 
ready the prisoner's horse had stopped his 
frantic plunging and fallen into his stride. 
"Fire!" shouted Hurlbut, seemingly for- 
getful of his own weapon, 
Then he saw the five men, all of whom 
could clip coins at fifty or even a hun- 
dred yards, send one after another of the 
steel-jacketed bullets whistling harmlessly 
through the air above the head of the flee- 
ing horseman-not yet a score of yards 
away from him. 
"Go after him! " . thundered Hurlbut, 
and he spurred his own horse as the troop- 
ers lumbered into awkward, half-hearted 
pursuit. They went out of sight around a 
turn in the road, and Hurlbut almost un- 
consciously pulled his horse to a walk and 
then stopped. He listened to the dimin- 
ishing sound of hoofs and the cries of the 
men. From time to time the sound of a 
shot came back to him. :Minute after min- 
ute he sat stolidly in the road, waiting for 
the return of his men, After what seemed 
an interminable time they came around 
the turn of the road, Parsons, on foot, in 
front of them. 
"\Vdl?" said Hurlbut as they came up. 
Henderson saluted solemnly. "\\'e 
couldn't catch him, Captain," he ex- 
plained. "Y ou know, sir, Parsons's horse 
'was the fastest in the company, And he 
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got off so quick I guess it t1ustered our 
shooting. I think we winged him, but we 
couldn't tell for sure." 
Hurlbut nodded slowly. "You and 
Tooley go back to that hill," he ordered, 
"and stay there until relieved, If any- 
thing happens, ride in at once and re- 
port. " 
The captain started to wheel his horse 
but Henderson, after an instant's awkward 
hesitation, spoke again. 
".\nd, Captain-" he began diffidently, 


and then more boldly as Hurlbut faced him, 
"I guess we ain't any better soldiers or 
worse men than you are, and-I guess we 
understand! " 
Impulsively Hurlbut's hand shot out, and 
Henderson gripped it hard. 
"Thank you," said Hurlbut shortly, and 
then Henderson and Tooley trotted back 
toward the hill behind them, and Hurlbut 
rode toward camp at the head of his de- 
pleted force with his chin up and his eyes 
looking straight before him, 


TIlE GOD OF TI-IE 
IEN 'VIIO DO TIIINGS 


By Gerardus Post Herrick 


TrlE cause is all, and the triumph naught 
To the God of the men who do things, 
He scorns the "Don't" and leaves the" Ought, " 
This God of the men who do things. 
He has one motive and only one, 
He 100"es things doing and loves things done, 
As all His battles are fought and won, 
The God of the men who do things. 


He knows high purpose, He works things out, 
The God of the men who do things, 
Though the lazy lie and the righteous scout, 
This God of the men who do things. 
He cares not a whit for the common mould, 
He burns the dross to refine the gold, 
He cannot be bought, He cannot be sold, 
The God of the men who do things. 


He hates things weak, He loves things strong, 
This God of the men who do things, 
In soul or body, in right or wrong, 
This God of the men who do things. 
He knows there is hope for the men who try, 
He sees them fail and He ::ees them die, 
For they will win to him, by and by, 
The God of the men \vho do things. 
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By J. Laurence Laughlin 


D HERE ha\'e been many ana- 
lysts of the American"wom- 
an as a type-a type which 
must be difficult to express, 
seeing that our country has 
within its wide boundaries 
many differing environments, and seeing 
that each woman differs in nature from 
every other. Fiction, however, will con- 
tinue to present feminine characteristics as 
character so long as human nature enjoys 
the portrayal of its own singular or dra-- 
matic performances. But the study of wom- 
ankind in our country, as influenced by 
the extraordinary changes in our economic 
conditions, and reflexively as herself int1u- 
eneing the economic situation, is a ma tter 
which lies outside the realm of fiction, no 
matter how realistic, and has a bearing of 
no mean importance on the facts of our 
f'very-day life. It is a task requiring great 
temerity to undertake, no doubt, and one 
in which the opportunities for going astray 
are labyrinthine. \Yhy speak of wOl1!en, 
for instance, as forming an economic fac- 
tor separate from men? This certainly is 
dangerous ground; and it is likely to call 
out the suggestion that the obsen"ations 
made of woman are equally true of man. 
Perhaps this is a caution which points to a 
truth; but n01tS 
'errOllS, lUore than this, 
an essay on .American women might be said 
to be as definite as an essay on trees. 
American women are no more alike than 
trees; they differ as much as the persim- 
mon differs from the peach tree. There- 
fore \\Te shall not nnture on the difficult 
task of generalization about American 
women as a whole; and we hope to file a 
ca'veat here and now that great and obvious 
exceptions must always exist e\Ten for e\'ery 
limited formulation that we may venture to 
make, However, if some general tenden- 
cies may be made out-which in the very 
nature of human beings cannot be all-in- 
clusive-we shall be satisfied. 
Large and serious changes affecting the 
whole community often go unnoticed by the 
most of us precisely because of their gen- 
eral and wide-reaching character, .\ change 


so large that it carries with it the surround- 
ing details of human intercourse does not 
provoke comparisons, ..\ gradual change 
of climate which leaves hills, streams, for- 
ests, fields, and homes in the same old rc- 
lationship is not easy to define, So a change 
in the relations of women to .\merican life, 
which brings a whole generation under the 
same new influences, leaves each member of 
the group under the same general impres- 
sions relatively to each other, and a new 
community existence mO\Tes on without 
much realization of its newness, Homo- 
genei ty in the new crystallization suggests 
no strangeness such as might be called forth 
by a comparison between a new and an old 
crystallization. That a new crystallization, 
howe\Ter, is going on in our life under the 
pressure of great economic forces seems to 
be beyond question; and the part in it 
played by the women of the Fnited States 
certainly offers in itself an iñteresting study. 
\\ïthout doubt, many women of America 
are at the present day being put to one of 
the greatest tests of fibre and character 
which they can e\"er undergo-and one un- 
der which they are not appearing to ad- 
vantage. A deterioration in influence and 
quality is coming to change the very ele- 
mental functions of a large class of women 
in our institutional life, Is this a tem- 
porary manifestation, arising from lightness 
of mind, out of which a sound inner strength 
will soon bring a better outlook; or is this 
deterioration only the beginning of a long 
and ine\Titable decline? Our men have 
always been distinguished by their good- 
natured, tolerant, indulgent appreciation 
of women, In addition, this great com- 
mon wealth has been creating new wealth 
in a way unknown in any other country on 
the globe. As a consequence, it will be 
worth while to focus attention on this trial 
which many American women are to-day 
undergoing. 


II 


THE economic characteristics of Ameri- 
can life in the past generation-perhaps 
before the eighties-was the general ab- 
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sence of great riches, and the existence 
throughout the country on the whole of a 
comparatively simple standard of liying. 
Even the rich of that time made no great 
show of superior resources; and the gap 
between them and the so-called working 
classes was far less than it is now, not only 
as concerns the actual expenditure, but also 
as concerns the standards thought neces- 
sary to respectable social standing. There 
was no general extravagance in houses, 
furniture, clothes, ornaments, equipages. 
There was no such general diffusion of 
\vealth as to create a leisure class of any 
noticeable extent, It was at once usual and 
expected that men should be busy in some 
occupation, no matter how old or reputable 
their families; and with the great body of 
the people necessity was the inevitable spur 
to work of all kinds, agricultural and in- 
dustrial. \York \vas general and there- 
fore respectable. There were few fictitious 
standards of comparison set by a supe- 
riority due to degrees of riches. Scanty 
incomes demanded a careful adjustment 
of means to ends, and forethough t as 
to expenditure was so much a matter of 
course as to be counted on as an element 
in fashioning character and social stand- 
ards, 
These economic conditions were reflected 
in the ideals and standards of the women 
of that day. In women, as in all human 
nature, there is the good and the bad; but 
the environment tends either to stimulate 
or to lessen the good and the bad, In that 
earlier day, the mass of women were free 
from the disadvantages of being rich. In- 
equalities of wealth had practically no in- 
fluence in causing any condescension to 
those who had to earn a living by \vork of 
any kind. \Vomen of the best social stand- 
ing took a share in the physical work of 
their households. To paint a little wood- 

vork, to fashion some article of furniture, 
to care for the garden, to harness a horse, 
to study the markets, to give thought to 
economies, or to personally share in the 
care of the house, were the common virtues 
even of women of some means, And among 
the generality of women a considerable 
part of the domestic labor in the home was 
performed by the wife or daughter, Among 
the poorest families there was much sodden 
drudgery; but in the main, work had a 
healthy effect on the mind and body of 


women-and from families of this sort the 
nation has been recruited in robust energy, 
in enterprise, and in intellectual vigor. 


III 


IT is needless to say that a change has 
come over the face of our economic life. 
There are, of course, vast numbers who are 
to-day poor, or in very moderate circum- 
stances, but it is known of all that with the 
enormous increase in wealth has come the 
creation of a very large 'leisure class com- 
posed of the rich and the very rich. This 
is the most significant fact of this genera- 
tion. The miles of comfortable, or eyen 
handsome, houses in every large city, the 
thousands of automobiles on the streets, 
are only a few of the obvious eyidences of 
the wide distribution of riches, The effect 
of this economic phenomenon upon .-\meri- 
can women is a matter of the highest im- 
port, a study of the first magnitude, It 
touches the very heart of our social life, 
and makes for good or for ill on a great 
scale in our immediate future. This is the 
test, as has been said, which a large body 
of American women are undergoing-the 
greatest test to which human nature can be 
subjected-the test of prosperity and riches. 
How are they coming out of it? It may, 
therefore, be the bounden duty of a student 
to examine this question with the same 
spirit with which he would approach the 
scientific study of the coddling moth on 
apple-trees. To be sure he may not ex- 
haust the subject, he may not even oe cor- 
rect in his analysis, but at least he may call 
attention to it, and challenge the critical 
intelligence of those who may differ from 
him. 
To what is about to be said it may be 
replied that the same thing can be affirmed 
of men; that they, also, have been put to 
the same test. The relation of men to this 
recent economic readjustment, however, is 
not the same as that of women; the patent 
disassociation of women from industry, in 
the main, is a sufficient basis in itself for 
a separate study of the economic effects 
of a great increase of wealth upon some 
women, 'Vomen have had more to do 
with the spending than with the producing 
of wealth. !\foreover, I am one of those 
who believe that women differ widely from 
men-without raising any foolish questions 
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about superiority or inferiority-and that 
women as women exercise in their own 
way a powerful influence on the economic 
and ethical ideals of society. For 
cien- 
tific purposes the classification of wom- 
en by themselves is based on sufficiently 
disparate situation and characteristics to 
warrant such an attempt as is suggested. 


IV 


\VE may now proceed to outline the char- 
acteristics of the prevailing types of well-to- 
do women of the present day, as contrasted 
'with those which were briefly set forth for 
the previous generation, But let me say 
again that there must be many exceptions 
to any general statements and that there is 
great danger in sweeping generalizations. 
Kevertheless, it is possible that there may 
be such repetition or pre\'alence of acts as 
to form groups of facts, capable of being 
classified and described-and from which 
important inferences may be drawn, 
(I) The first and most obvious phenom- 
enon is one which has appeared again and 
again in past history--one, too, which is 
founded deep in every human nature. It 
is only natural that it should appear now in 
a democracy just as we are emerging from a 
stage of relative poverty to that of relative 
affluence, In primitive society, as well as 
in the l\liddle Ages, as soon as persons got 
power and wealth they wished distinction; 
they wished to indicate by their chateaux 
and palaces, their dress, tables, manners, 
and retinue of servants a position superior 
to that of others. Indeed, it is a common- 
place of economics that a large range of 
human wants arise from the desire to make 
a display of superiority. Such things as 
napkins, table linen, now in common use, 
were originally devised as means of dis- 
tinguishing a superior from an inferior 
class. This general method is being em- 
ployed to-day in our country among those 
who have recently accumulated wealth. 
Our so-called "smart" society differenti- 
ates itself from others largely by forms, 
usages, and expenditures in which only a 
few can participate. \Vithout great wealth 
a certain sort of exclusiveness is impossible; 
hence, sooner or later, new wealth-even if 
the vulgarity of its first possessors debars 
them for a time-gi\'es to the second or 
third generation the satisfaction of exclu- 
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siveness based on the power to buy what 
others cannot afford. To be conspicuous, 
even to do audacious and unconventional 
things, in order to show distinction, is no 
uncommon trick of those who pose as su- 
periors, The affectation of superiority by 
those who have little intelligence but great 
eagerness for social position is often ac- 
cepted as real when it takes the form of 
critical condescension to those about them. 
It is this claim to a counterfeit superiority 
because of the possession of wealth which 
has come to be one of the commonest 
characteristics of a large class of American 
women of to-day. \Vithout titles and man- 
or-houses, the democratic society of to- 
day is weakly repeating the history of 
earlier ages, when privileged classes as- 
sumed the marks of distinction based on 
power. Then it was often based on the 
power of military force, the law that 
might makes right; but now it is based on 
the power of wealth, the law that riches 
makes superiority. 
(2) In other words, there has come 
about an unfortunate shifting of standards, 
a change in relative emphasis, together with 
a falling off in ethical ideals. The com- 
mon passion of the rich women-and it is 
probably equally true of too many of those 
who are not rich-is for what she thinks to 
be social position. I am not so simple- 
minded as to attempt to define that ignis 
fatuus, "social position." There is the 
height from which one level of servants 
looks down on another; there is the pos- 
sibly uncultured, select coterie of a country 
village; there is the equaIly uncultured and 
often uninteresting rich coterie of the larger 
city. No matter what its quality, no matter 
how its atoms chanced to collect, once that 
its characteristic of solidarity and exclu- 
siveness is realized, then the light-headed, 
and especially the merely rich, would sacri- 
fice health, ideals, and even ties of relation- 
ship and friendship for the bauble which to 
their minds admits them to the desired cir- 
cle, and sets them apart as socially superior 
to others. In this pitiful social climbing, 
in this devastating social rivalry, in which 
certain requirements have the force of ty- 
rannical despotism, and in which character 
dwindles to unconscious imitation of what 
is supposed to be "the thing," the quality 
of many well-to-do women is very plain- 
ly deteriorating. Among them conduct, 
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courses of action, personal estimaks are not 
based on conscious reflection. on tests of 
right and wrong, on a judicial balancing of 
pros and cons, but almost entirely on what 
"others will think," that is, on the tyranny 
of chance opinion in the social set which 
they \-alue more than their own souls" How 
many mothers of this class would allow 
young girls of the coming-out age to snuh 
an immoral young man who was a social 
lc
der, and thus cause her to he left out of 
the usual round of inyitations? 
(3) Kot infrequently a test of social C'X- 
dusi\"eness is the willingness of the mem- 
bers in a "set" to be wilfully blind to 
immoral performances. Indeed, the sup- 
posed unwillingness to accept the current 
code of morals in the set, or not to join 
in with it, is a reason for exclusion. To 
speak to outsidcrs of peccadilloes which are 
common property within the charmed cir- 
cle is high treason to the laws of social 
position, Thus new codes of ethics for 
women are e\'er being created, based not 
on the higher experience of the race, but on 
the chance and loose idcas of self-indulgent 
persons who happen to be for thc time rc- 
garded as leaders of society, The relati\"c 
emphasis has shifted. The principles of a 
hardy people, by which they ha\"e risen to 
power and influence, are thus exposed, 
through the weakness of some of its women, 
to inevitable deterioration. As are our 
women, so are our men. Tell me the ethi- 
cal standards of our mothers and daugh- 
ters and I will tell you in the main the 
ethical standards of our fathers and sons. 
(-I.) In passing from the old order to thc 
new, the well-to-do woman of to-day has 
comc to regard work as demeaning, She 
would be chagrined to be caught doing <::ny 
physical labor in her household, which her 
mother before her very likely did as a mat- 
tcr of course. Superiority is now supposed 
to be e\"ident in the ability to hire the largest 
retinue of servants, so that all physical ex- 
crtion is rendered unnecessary as well as 
demeaning-that is, if it is rendered be- 
cause of economy or necessity. Idleness 
ha-; come to bc a mark of social eminence, 
\Vhether a woman is properly to be in- 
cluded or not in good society is almost de- 
cided by the fact that she takes her Lreak- 
fast and spends her morning in bed. To 
say that work has Lecome demeaning, how- 
ever, is not to say that fashionable women 


are not busy or O\"er-occupied. It depends 
on whether the particular occupation is 
"the thing." She must not work because of 
necessity; she may walk in the country, but 
not in the city when shopping. Or, merely 
to be audacious, because she is a member 
of a pri\"ileged coterie, shc may conspic- 
uously do a task of the working class to 
prO\"e that her position is impregnable, 
She may fill her day with attendance on 
committee meetings or on hospital boards; 
but it often depends upon who el
e is on 
those boards or committees. She would 
not wish to have her name-that is, if her 
social position is not yet impregnable, and 
not infrequently when it is-appear on a 
hoard on which there were "nobodies." 

 0 matter what the merits of the institu- 
tion, much depends on whether it has been 
taken up by the set. 
(5) It has sometimes been said that 
American \\omen are Lecoming more in- 
dependent; that the opening of new occu- 
pations to women has given them more 
opportunities to earn income and has freed 
them from the necessity of marriage. There 
is no doubt much truth in this as regards 
the women who work for income as well as 
those who willingly take up tbe burdens of 
household tasks-and who may be said to 
form our large and ,. sound remnant" and 
the future hope of society. But the so- 
called independence of the richer women 
has its roots to all appearances in sel- 
fishness. She is independent of restraint, 
Lecau
e she is unwilling to do anything 
onerous or disagreeable. Freed from want, 
freed from exertion, freed from am..iety as 
to the future, she is in the perilous position 
of haYing to follow only her self-indulgen- 
cies. Her parcnts, who have known thc 
privations of an earlier time, foolishly wish 
their daughter to have everything which 
money can buy. Through a natural-but un- 
intelligent fondness there has been created 
an environment acting to wcaken positive 
tìbre and to de\'elop selfishness. Except in 
a strong inherited helpfulness, altruism has 
thus a poor soil in which to flourish. In 
her self-centred life, she is shut off from 
any real knowledge of the great world of 
pm"erty and suffering outside her ken. It 
is pathetic to think of how many women, 
whose wealth means potential usefulness, 
spend their time and all their thought in 
purely seltìsh absorption in the work of their 
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dress-maker and coifÍeur. They Lecome 
hen-minded and inane largely because their 
lives are engrossingly sel1ìsh. They are 
self-willed and seemingly independent, Le- 
cause they are too often regardless of the 
needs and happiness of others. 
(6) Idleness, or the escape from doing 
difficult or unpleasant things, fails to de- 
yelop fibre in a grown woman, as well as it 
does in a child. Freedom from disagree- 
able or enforced tasks-to be removed as 
soon as they are shown to be disliked-pro- 
duces spoiled children, as e,-cry one knows; 
but it ùoes not seem to be as well recog- 
nized that a continuation of this process in 
later years produces spoiled grown-up chil- 
dren. So far has the evil of new ,vealth 
influenced those who ha,-e not learned how 
to use it that self-indulgence has become 
a marked characteristic of the well-to-do, 
Remoyed from the necessi ty of self-control 
as a means of obtaining an income, and 
having the means of gratifying e,-ery whim, 
their self-control no longer 
ppears except 
so far as it is necessary to make social con- 
quests, or to get a satisfaction for personal 
vanity. Then self-indulgence leads to the 
ine,'itable satiety of usual satisfactions. 
Dress, houses, silver, and footmen can be 
bought by all who are rich-and cease to 
be marks of exclusiveness, as the rich in- 
crease in numbers. Then satietv in oLvious 
things begins to prompt a hunt for new sen- 
sations-a state of mind which explains the 
brief career of a social fa,"orite, the taking 
up of a winter sensation and its early and 
complete oblivion, the appeal to the social 
palate of things having the tang of tainted 
duck, 
(7) In many cases the new wealth has 
come without the necessary accompani- 
ment of a previous preparation for its use. 
There are, of course, many noble women of 
poor origin, but of high character, whom no 
new riches could injure or corrupt. But in 
examples so numerous as often to set the 
standard, women with raw, uncultivated 
minds, unable to discriminate between the 
real and the false, not able to know an im- 
postor because they have neYer known by 
contact the real man of culti,-ation, unable 
to control vanity by an} power of logic 
or analysis, yet swollen with the conceit 
born of wealth, have-even when not ob- 
viously vulgar-developed a lack of rerspec- 
tive which forms a. sa.d indictment of their 
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early education. Since education is not in- 
formation or learning, hut a point of view, 
the lack of education appears to be peril- 
ously general-if we judge from much of 
the social outcome, Certainly, if the point 
of view is common that meri t is to be meas- 
ureù by what one has rather than by what 
one is, much of women's education has been 
wofuny imperfect. But in this day of 
transition in all education it is too easy to 
score by hitting the insufficiencies of wom- 
en's education. If much of our educa- 
tion for men is bad, thcirs is worse. If we 
demand on the one hand that a man's edu- 
cation should tit him for the actual life he 
is to lead, \\hy should not the same demanù 
be made on the other hand for the education 
of women? So far, a great amount of no 
education-or bad education-has excited 
in certain classes of women a crowd of ex- 
pectations which have led them to regard as 
necessities things of insubstantial value; 
but if things are denied them which are 
wilfully demanded, they develop a hot 
discontent. The situation thus produced 
is one which conerns ideals. To be truly 
educated, to have a right point of view, is 
to have high ideals. Selfish, self-indulgent 
li,-es are directly traceable to low ideals. It 
is an economic truism that if \ye change the 
wants of a people we change the whole 
character of the production which supplies 
those wants. It is the point of view which 
makes the difference between the civiliza- 
tion and industries of the Apaches and 
those of the 
 ew Englanders. 
(8) \Yere the desire common to be an 
agreeable personality rather than to exult 
in what one has or in what one knows, the 
extravagance of the day would not be so 
general or so amazing. The extravagance 
of many American women is a fairly good 
test of their point of view, of their ideals. 
Cnfortunately, it too often represents, not 
merely the satisfaction of the beautiful, but 
vanity, emulation, self-indulgence, and love 
of display. In many cases, no doubt, it 
represents no thought at all, but only a 
mental flabbiness which accepts, as a mat- 
ter of course, what is done by the people 
around them. How great is this extrava- 
gance is, perhaps, scarcely realized in a 
community where extravagance is so near- 
ly universal, and where the cost of living 
is so generally high, as in this country, 
But undoubtedly much of the situation in- 
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cluded under the term high cost of living 
is due to the unrestrained desire to have 
e\Terything that any neighbor or acquaint- 
ance has. :l\1any women are often too shal- 
low to think out the sources from which 
their extravagances must be supplied, or 
how far they are responsible for the insane 
passion for riches which now corrupts the 
good morals of industry and the state. 
They are not companions to their hus- 
bands and fathers, they are kept in ac- 
cepted ignorance of family finances, and 
permit themselves to play the rôle of well- 
dressed dolls-for which they must share 
the responsibility with the men. 


v 


\YE may be too close to the events to per- 
ceive the true causes at work; and perhaps 
we may not sufficiently discriminate be- 
tween the evil and the good sides of the 
transitional mO\Tement now before our eyes. 
\Ye realize, howe\Ter, that American men 
are quite too good-natured, and leave Amer- 
ican women too much to themselves with 
an unlimited purse; otherwise we should 
not see the startling things done by auda- 
cious women, living in Paris, while their 
pro\'iders are absorbed in their business 
ventures at home. I\:1oreover, life has be- 
come much more complicated and dis- 
tracting; so many more things have to be 
known, considered, decided upon, that the 
unbalanced, untrained mind reels in con- 
fusion, and neurasthenia gathers in its 
legion of victims. 'Vith the confidence 
of uneducated minds almost any impor- 
tant problem is attacked, only to display 
amazing crudity, shallowness, and inanity. 
There is, to be sure, a greater rush for 
education, but it is a question whether it is 
accompanied by a gain of ideals. The new 
education is sought for by the rich woman, 
much as is modern marriage, as a means 
of self-satisfaction, and not as a means of 
benefiting others; by some as means of 
income in order to get larger personal satis- 
factions; from a desire to receive, not from 
a desire to give; considering not what one 
can bring to the world, but what one can 
get out of it. That is, there may be more 
education, but it is possible that it has come 
with lower ideals of duty to others. This 
matter of drooping ideals, however, may 
be only a consequence of another sweeping 


current of change moving alongside the 
swelling tide of riches-the diminishing 
strength of religion. There is no use shut- 
ting our eyes to it; it is here, Religious 
dogma no longer has the old influence upon 
our conduct-and many of us, looking to 
the future, are wondering what is coming 
to take its place. In many communities 
the churches are kept alive mainly by the 
women. If they are to find the sanctions 
of religion less than of old, what have 
we with which to replace the influence 
they exercised in the past? 


YI 


\YHETHER we like them or not we must 
face the facts about us. The characteris- 
tics of the modern type of rich women have 
changed from those of an earlier genera- 
tion; and the consequences which are al- 
ready noticeable can not be blinked. 
The so-called independence of 'women- 
kind-the greater individuality it may be- 
shows its undesirable side in a wide-spread 
self-indulgence and selfishness. Among the 
richer classes, the general unwillingness to 
do, or even to hear of, anything unpleas- 
ant is so marked as to be a common char- 
acteristic. This phenomenon of to-day, 
howe\yer, is only the explanation of a well- 
known economic generalization in regard 
to the family. It has long been observed 
that the birth-rate diminishes as the scale of 
riches rises. \Yith the growth of wealth, 
we must be prepared to expect-what is 
now evident about us-fewer children and 
a weakening of family ties. As much as 
possible, nothing will be allowed to inter- 
fere with the pursuit of personal gratifica- 
tions, 
The growth of selfishness, under the 
name of greater freedom, the avoidance of 
tasks and hardships, the desire for new and 
frequent excitements, the personal delight 
in notoriety, have in undue measure drawn 
the attention of such women away from the 
care of their children. But whatever the 
cause, the conscientious supervision of the 
morals and training of their children is not 
to-day what it used to be. The case is too 
common to be rare of the woman who 
makes serious sacrifices if she may but strut 
her brief hour in those houses where society 
gluts her passion for recognition. The sac- 
rifices in order to have sufficiently expen- 
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sive dresses, the worries and extravagance 
to keep up with those who are richer, the 
conscienceless living beyond their means to 
satisfy the craving for social excitement, 
are seen and known by the children; and 
the children early become snobs and un- 
consciously imitate the standards and ideals 
of their elders, Th us is the poison trans- 
mitted into the blood of the next generation. 
It is safe to say that the spread of di\Torce 
is due more than anything else to the per- 
sonal selfishness, the personal extravagance, 
and the personal a\"ersion to anything un- 
pleasant of the modern woman of the 
world. _\nd her example is of int1uence on 
the less well-to-do woman whose unhappy 
married life is unrelie\"ed bv the distrac- 
tions open to the rich. In the main, the 
unrestrained selfishness and the exagger- 
ated extravagance leads many a rich wom- 
an to ask: "\\"hat am I getting out of 
it? "-not, ""'hat am I bringing to it?" 
The v.illingness to control self from a sense 
of duty, a steady performance of tasks for 
the sake of a given object, the ability to sac- 
rifice some satisfactions for the common 
good, content with a limited income, are 
rarer than they once were. At the bottom 
it is the domination of the rising'selfishness. 
The forms taken by this selfishness are 
protean; but the one which has a large eco- 
nomic significance is that of national ex- 
travagance. Not having had to do with 
the winning, but only with the spending of 
wealth, the rich woman is more or less re- 
sponsible for the criminal lust for riches 
which is now cursing the nation. :More 
than she can possibly realize, her discon- 
tent at not having an expenditure equal to 
that of others richer than herself is the 
cause of the passion to get rich quickly. 

Iore than she knO\vs, she is at the bottom 
of speculation and of the schemes for get- 
tmg wealth other than by saving in order 
that men may be able to gratify her de- 
mar'ds, It has been said that in Europe 
the man preys on the woman; that in this 
country the woman preys on the man. 
J\lore than she knows, she is responsible 
for the wide-spread disposition to live be- 
yond one's means; for the mortgages on 
the homes, the showy automobiles, and 
the extravagant dresses and entertainments 
which aim to express social superiority. It 
has not passed unnoticed that diamonds to 
the value of $48,000,0:::>0 were imported into 
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the United States last Year. Traced to its 
ultimate analysis, the 
ncontrolled passion 
for pleasure and expensi\"e forms of gratifi- 
cation has caused the living beyond our 
means in recent years and influenced the 
extraordinary reversal of late in the re- 
lation of the imports to the exports of mer- 
chandise. For this our rich and our would- 
be-rich women are in a degree responsible. 
\\ïth low ideals, additional income does 
not mean more of higher satisfactions; it 
means only more foolish, emulative, showy 
expenditures; and in this competition-as 
in the building of battle-ships-there is no 
place to stop. An increase of salaries to 
academic men, for instance, does not nec- 
essarily mean more thinking, more scholar- 
ship, more books, and more aids to learn- 
ing; it may possibly mean only longer 
ostrich feathers and wider hats for women 
who think they must compete with the idle 
rich. 


VII 


IT is obvious that any person-man or 
woman-who has had little experience of 
the sacrifices by which wealth is accumu- 
lated is open to the temptation"of careless or 
wanton expenditure. Due to the very fact 
that women as a whole have had little to do 
with the work of production and exchange 
of wealth, and have received their means 
largely from those who have been seasoned 
in that work, it is but natural that riches 
should have been the cause of more or less 
deterioration in the fibre of many women. 
Idle sons who have inherited great wealth 
often show the same weaknesses. Hence 
the indictment runs correctly against a large 
class of American women to whom it has 
been given to spend swollen incomes. 
On the other hand, we recognize in- 
stinctively the existence of a numerous class 
of women-the" sound remnant"-against 
whom this indictment does not lie. Pos- 
sibly, it may be answered that those who 
are not rich have remained uncorrupted, 
lTnfortunately such a statement cannot be 
made safely. The danger is not confined 
to those who have the means to spend. The 
passion for social position is almost unÍ\-er- 
sal; and the example of the rich who ha\"e 
low ideals is hungrily followed by those who 
have low incomes. It is the deteriorating 
example of those who guide the expendi- 
ture of the rich women that is spreading 
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widely and thoughtlessly O\'er the great 
class outside the well-to-do. The danger 
lies in the increasing adoption of habits, 
social customs, and expendi ture based on 
low ideals-which attracts the weaker and 
poorer members of the sex who are most 
influened by cmulation. 'Yhat is going 
on amongst us is not new; it is an outcome 
of rapidly growing wealth, like that in later 
Rome, or in England when Thackeray 
wrote. It is no reason why we should 
despair of the republic; but it is a gra,'c 
rcason for sounding the alarm and calling 
for higher social ideals. 
The remedy is not in any external form 
of government, not in legislation, not in 
woman suffragc. There will be no change 
for the better except in a change of ideals 
-higher ideals, and a more general diffu- 
sion of them, There are women-many of 
them-who feel the sobering responsibility 
of the power gÏ\Ten by riches, and who 
think carefully of the effect of their exam- 
ple on others; but they do not now scem 
to be in the majority, \Yc all know the 
familiar type: the woman of some beauty 
and personal charm who sold herself in 
marriage to (t rich man, in ordcr that dur- 
ing his life, and above all after his death, 
she may ha,'e the spending of untold sums 
-not to bettcr the world, but to gratify 
her pride and her social ambition. If all 
that wealth were taken away from her- 
the sleek, petted favorite of society-the 
chief damage ,,,"ould be hurt vanity; there 
would be no loss to the world, no diminu- 
tion of any h
lpful force in the community, 
On the other hand, we also know the type 


-a rarer one-of the woman to whom a 
husband had left large wealth, whose pleas- 
ure is not in self-indulgence, but whose wis- 
dom and sympathy in giving is such that the 
power of her richcs is multiplied an hun- 
dred-fold and whose unselfish life is a bene- 
diction to e'"ery one who is privileged to 
know her. But such as she are relatively 
few in number. The regeneration of the 
ideals of society is unfortunately not likely 
to come from the well-to-do; it is rather 
necessary to plan and to build in spite of the 
low ideals of many of the undisciplined, 
pleasure-lm"ing rich. Doubtless our only 
hope is from the greater number of those 
women who have had the privilege and 
blessing of limited incomes, and who have 
known the discipline due to a life of self-sac- 
rifice and self-control. As yet the human 
race seems to be unablc to keep its virility 
whcn gi,'en unlimited satisfactions. Fort- 
unately riches are not unh"ersal, and the 
mass of mankind are under the spur of nc- 
cessity to high thin
ing because it is essen- 
tial to their material existence. Fortunate- 
ly, also, it lies in the power of each woman 
to decide for herself whethcr she will be 
weakly swept along by the prevailing cur- 
rent of self-indulgence or whethcr she -will 
risc to the responsibility of setting higher the 
ethical standards of our social life. Those 
who make a poor use of the great power of 
,,'ealth are rclati,'ely few, but their influence 
is relatÏ\Tely great; yet the right-mindcd 
women, who constitute the great majority of 
their sex, have it in their power to minimize 
the abuses of wealth-vower by the counter- 
acting force of a scornful public opinion. 
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CYNIC 


By Elsa Barker 


HE dreamed one dream, and e'"er after none; 
He spoke one word, and silence followcd it; 
He wrought one fabric, then no more he spun, 
But from his corner mocked the Infinite. 
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[t] 
 August 20 we reached 
II Sandhill Bay, the farthest 
arm of Lake Aylmer, our 
north most point by canoe. 
Next morning, after break- 
fast, we set off on foot, still 
northward, to seek for musk-ox, keeping to 
the eastward of Great Fish River. The 
country is rolling, with occasional rocky 
ridges and long, level meadows in the low- 
lands; practically all of it \
;ould be consid- 
ered horse country, and nearly every mead- 
ow had two or three grazing caribou. 
About noon, when six or seven miles 
north of Aylmer, we halted for rest and 
lunched on the top of the long ridge of gla- 
cial dump that lies to the east of Great Fish 
River. And now we had a most complete 
and spectacular view of the immense open 
country that we had come so far to see. It 
was spread before us like a huge, minute 
and wonderful chart, and plainly marked 
with the processes of its shaping-time. 
Imagine a region of low Archæan hills, 
extending one thousand miles each way, 
subjected for thousands of years to a con- 
tinual succession of glaciers, crushing, grind- 
ing, planing, smoothing, ripping up, and 
smoothening again, carrying off whole 
ranges of broken-up hills, in fragments, to 
dump them at some other point, grind them 
again while there, then push and hustle 
them out of that region into some other a few 
hundred miles farther, there again to tum- 
ble and grind them together, pack them in- 
to the hollows, and dump them into pyram- 
idal piles on plains and uplands. Imagine 
this going on for thousands of years, and we 
shall have the hills lowered and polished, 
the valleys more or less filled with broken 
rocks. 
Now the glacial action is succeeded by a 
time of flood. For another age all is below 
water, dammed by the northern ice, and ice- 


bergs breaking from the parent sheet carry 
bedded in them countless boulders with 
which they go travelling south on the open 
water. As they melt, the boulders are 
dropped; hill and hollow share equally in 
this age-long shower of erratics. Nor does 
it cease till the progress of the warmer day 
removes the northern ice-dam, sets free the 
flood, and the region of Archæan rocks 
stands bare and dry. 
It must have been a dreary spectacle at 
that time, low bare hills of gneiss, granite, 
etc., low valleys half filled with broken rock, 
and Ü\Ter everything a sprinkling of erratic 
boulders; no living thing in sight, nothing 
green, nothing growing, nothing but evi- 
dence of mighty power used only to destroy. 
A waste of shattered granite spotted with 
hundreds of lakes, thousands of lakelets, 
millions of ponds that are marvellously blue, 
clear and lifeless, 
But a new force is born on the scene, it 
attacks not this hill or rock, or that loose 
stone, hut on every point of every stone and 
rock, in the vast domain, it appears-the 
lowest form of lichen, a mere stain of grey. 
This spreads and, by its own corrosive pow- 
er, eats foothold on the granite; it fructifies 
in little black velvet spots; then one of lilac 
flecks the pink tones of the granite to help 
the effect; soon another kind follows-a pale 
olive green lichen that fruits in bumps of 
rich brown "eket; then another, branching 
like a tiny tree; there is a ghostly kind like 
white chalk rubbed lightly over, and yet an- 
other of small green blots, and one is like a 
sprinkling of scarlet snow-each in turn of a 
higher andl:trger type, which, in due time, 
prepared the way for mosses higher still. 
In the less exposed places these come 
forth; seeking the shade, searching for moist- 
ure, they form like small sponges on a coral 
reef; but, growing, spread and change to 
meet the changing contours of the land they 
win, and with every victory or upward move 
adopt some new refined intensive tint that is 
2 0 7 
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The falls of the Casba Rh-er. 


the outward and visible sign of their diwrse 
inner excellences and their triumph. Ever 
evoking, they spread until there are great 
living rugs of strange textures and oriental 
tones, broad carpets there are of gray and 
green; long, luxurious lanes, with lilac 
mufflers under foot, great beds of a moss 
so yellow chrome, so spangled with in- 
tense red streaks, that it might in clumsy 
hands look ra",.; and knee-deep breadths 
of polytrichum which blends in the shady 
places a moss of delicate crimson plush that 
baffles description. Down between the 
broader masses are bronze-green growths 
that run over each slight dip and follow 
down the rocky crannies like streams of 
molten brass. Thus the whole land is 
owrlaid with a lidng corrosi\-e mantle, of 
acti\-ities as varied as its hues. For ages, 
these toil on, improving themselves and 
improving the country by filing clown the 
granite and strewing the dust around each 
rock. 
The frost, too, is at work, breaking up the 
granite lumps; on e\-ery ridge there is evi- 
dence of that-low, rounded piles of stone 
which plainly are the remnants of a Loulder 
shattered by the cold. Thus, lichens, moss 
VOL. XLIX.-2
 


and frost are toiling to grind the granite sur- 
faces to dust. 
:l\f uch of this powdered rock is washed hy 
rain into the lakes and ponds; in time the
e 
cut their exits down, and drain, leaving a 
broad mud-flat. The climate mild ens and 
the south winds cease not, so that windborne 
grasses soon make green meadows of the 
broad lake-bottom tlats. 
The process climbs the hill-slopes; e\"ery 
little earthy foothold for a plant is claimed 
by some new settler, until each low hill is 
covered to the top by vegetation graded to 
its soil, and where the tlowering kinds can- 
not estahlish themselws, the lichen pio- 
neers still maintain their hold. Rarely in 
the landscape, now, is any of the primiti\"e 
color of the rocks; even the tall, straight 
cliffs of Aylmer are painted and frescoed 
with lichens that name and glitter with pur- 
ple and orange, silwr and gold. How pre- 
cious and fertile the ground is made to 
seem, when every square foot of it is an ex- 
quisite eltin garden made by the little peo- 
ple at infinite cost, filled with dainty flow- 
ers and still further embellished with la\"ish 
je\wlry" ::\ot a cranny in a rock but is 
seized on at once by the eager little gar- 
20 9 
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deners and made a bed of bloom, as 
though eyery inch of room \\-ere price- 
less. And yet X ature here exemplifies 
the law that our human gardeners are 
only learning, "1lass your bloom to 
gain effect." 
As I stood on that hill. the fore- 
ground was a broad stretch, the shin- 
ing sandy yellow of drying grass, but 
it was patched with large scarlet mats 
of arcturia that would put red maple 
to its reddest blush. There is no High- 
land heather here, hut there are whole 
hill-sides of purple red vaccinium 
,,-hose lea,'es are but a shade less red 
than its luscious grape-hued fruit. 
Here were white ledums in roods 
and acre beds; purple maranias by the 
hundred acres; and framed in lilac 
rocks were rich, rank meadows of 
golden grass by the mile. 
There were leagues and leagues of 
caribou moss, pale green or lilac, and 
a hundred others in clumps, that see- 
ing here the glory of the painted mosses 
were simulating their ways, though 
they themseh-es were not truly mosses 
at all. 
I neyer before saw such a realm of 
exquisite 1l0wers so exquisitely dis- 
played, and the effect at e\"ery turn 
throughout the land was color, color, 
color, to as far outdo the finest autumn 
tints of 
ew England as the Colorado 
Canyon outdoes the Hoosac Gorge. 
''"hat 
 ature can do only in October 
elsewhere, she does here all season 
through, as though when she set out 
to paint the world, she began on the 
" Barrens" with a full palette and 
when she reached the tropics she had 
nothing left but green. 


Thus, at every step, one is wading 
through lush grass or crushing prairie 
blossoms and fruits. It is so, on and 
on: in eyery part of the scene there 
are but few square feet that do not 
bloom with flowers and throL with 
life; yet this is the region called the 
Barren Lands of tile 
Y ortll. 
.\nd the color is a reflex of the higher 
life. for this is the chosen home of the 
swans and the \vild geese; many of the 
ducks, the ptärmigan, the lap long- 
spur, and snow-buntings-the blue 
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laI..es echo with the wailing of the gulls and 
the eerie magic calling of the loons, Col- 
oniesof lemming, yoles, anù ground squirrels 
are found on e,-ery sunny slope: the wolver- 
ine and the white wolf 1ìnd this a land of 
plenty, for on every side, as I stood on that 
high hill, were to be seen small groups of 
caribou, This was the land, and these the 
creatures I had come to see. This was my 
farthest north and this was the culmination 
0f years and years of dreaming, How yery 
good it seemed at the time, but how dif- 
ferent and how infinitely more delicate and 
satisfying was the realization than anyone 
of the day-dreams founded on my ,"ision 
through eyes of other men. 


XXII.-THF \1CSK-OX 


THIS was the homeof the:: musk-ox as well, 
or, rather, the sou them edge, for these north- 
ern buffalo should now be farther north, 
but our luck was with us. As we paddled 
along the north shore of .-\ ylmer we noticed a 
large brown speck that moyed rather quick- 
ly along. It was undoubtedly some brown 
animal with short legs, whether a wolverine 
a mile away, or a musk-ox two miles away, 
was doubtful. X ow did that canoe put on 
its six-mile gait and we soon knew for cer- 
tain that the brown thing was a musk-ox. 
\Ve were not yet in their country, but here 
was one of them to meet us. Quickly we 
landed. Guns and cameras were loaded. 
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"Don't fire till I get some pictures, un- 
less he charges," were the orders. .-\nd 
then we raced after the great hrown crea- 
ture grazing away from us. \Ye had no 
idea ,,-hether he would run away or charrTe 
. b , 
but knew that our plan was to remain un- 
seen as long as possible. So hiding be- 
hind rocks, when he looked around, and 
dashing forward when he grazed, we came 
unseen within two hundred yards, and had 
a good look at the huge woonyox. He 
looked '''ery much like an ordinary buffalo, 
the same in color, size, and action. I ne'''er 
was more astray in my preconcept of any 
animal, for I had expected to see something 
like a large brown sheep. 

l y first film was fired. Then, for some 
unknown reason, that musk-ox took it into 
his head to tra'''el fast away from us, not 
eyen stopping to graze: he would soon be 
oyer a rocky ridge. I nodded to Prehle, 
His ritle rang and the bull wheeled sharp 
about with an angry snort, and came tow- 
ard us. His head was up, his eye blazing, 
he looked like a South .\frican buffalo and 
a prairie bison combined, and seemed to 
get higger at eyery moment. ""e were safely 
hidden behind rocks, some fifty yards from 
him now, when I got my second snap. 
Realizing the occasion, and knowing my 
men, I said, "X ow, Preble, I am going to 
walk up to that bull and get a dose picture. 
He will certainly charge me, as I shall be 
nearest and in full yiew. There is only one 
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The trophy that \\ eìghed nine hundred pounds. 
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combination that can save my life; that is, 
you and that rifle." 
Then with characteristic loquacity did 
Preble reply: 
"Go ahead," 
I fixed my camera for twenty yards and 
quit the sheltering rork. The bull snorted, 


the summer haunt of the caribou on the 
Arctic coast, therefore the caribou came to 
us in their winter haunt on the Artillery 
Lake. "'e did not expect to reach the real 
musk-ox country on the lower Back Ri\Oer, 
so the musk-ox sought us out on Aylmer 
Lake. And yet one more piece of luck is 
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An Arctic fox in his summer coat. 


shook his head, took aim, and-just before 
the precious moment was to arrive-a heavy 
shot behind me rang out, the bull staggered 
and fell, shot through the heart, and Weeso 
cackled aloud in triumph. 
How I cursed the meddling old fool. He 
had not understood. He saw as he sup- 
posed, the I okimow' in peril of his Ii fe, and 
acted according to the dictates of his ac- 
cursedly poor discretion. Never again shall 
he carry -a rifle with me, 
So the last scene caî1e not, but we had the 
trophy of a musk-ox that weighed nine hun- 
dred pounds in life, was five feet high at the 
shoulders, and is a world's record in point 
of size, 
Ko\V we must camp, perforce, to save the 
specimen. _Measurements, photos, sketches, 
and weights were needed, then the skinning 
and preparing would be a heavy task for alL 
In the many portages afterward, the skull 
was part of my burden; its weight was act- 
ually forty pounds, its heaviness was far 
over a hundred. 
"'hat extraordinary luck we were having. 
It was impossible in our time limit to reach 


to be recorded. That night something came 
in our tent and stole some meat. The 
next night Billy set a trap and secured the 
thief-an Arctic fox in summer coat. We 
could not expect to go to him in his summer 
home, so he came to us. 
\"hile the boys were finishing the dress- 
ing of the bull's hide, I, remembering the 
current from the last hay, set out on foot 
over the land to learn the reason. A couple 
of miles brought me to a ridge from which 
I made the most important geographical 
discovery of the journey. Stretching away 
before me to the far dim north-west was 
a great splendid river; broad-two hun- 
dred yards wide in places, but averaging 
sC\Tenty or eighty yards across, broken 
by white rapids and ,vater-falls, but blue 
deep in the smoother stretches and empty- 
ing into the bay we had noticed. So far 
as the record showed, I surely was the 
first white man to behold it. I went to the 
margin, it was stocked with large trout. 
I followed it a couple of miles and was 
filled with the delight of discovery. Earl 
Grey River I have been privileged to name 
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it, after the distinguished statesman, now 
GO\Trnor-(;eneral of Canada, 
Then and there I built a cairn, with a 
record of my visit, and sitting on a hill with 
the new river he- 
low me, I felt that 
this surely was the 
climax of the ex- 
pedi tion. The 
entire programme 
was completely 
carried out. I had 
proved the exist- 
ence of the abun- 
dance of caribou 
-had explored 
Aylmer Lake, had 
discovered two 
great rivers- 
and finally had 
reached the land 
of the musk-ux 
and secured a 
record-breaker to 
bring away. This 
I felt was the su- 
preme moment of 
the journey. 
Realizing the 
farness of my 
camp from home 
abode-it could 
not have been 
farther on the 
can tinen t-my 
thoughts flew back to the dear ones at home 
and my comrades, the men of the Camp- 
Fire Club. I wondered if their thoughts 
were with me at the time, How they 
must envy me the chance of launching 
into the truly unknown wilderness, a land 
still marked on the maps as "unexplored," 
How I enjoyed the thoughts of their sym- 
pathy over our probable verils and hard- 
ships, and imagined them crowding around 
me with hearty greetings on my safe re- 
turn. .Alas! I found out later that these 
my companions did not even know that I 
had been away from 
ew York, 
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How shall I set forth the feelinus it 
stirred? None but the shipwrecked s
ilor 
long drifting on the open sea, hut come 
at last to land, can fully know the thrill it 
gave us. \Ye were 
like starving Ind- 
ians suddenly 
surrounded by 
caribou. \rood- 
timher-fuel- 
g a lor e . I twas 
hard to realize- 
but there it was 
all a bout us, and 
in the morning we 
were awakened 
by the sweet, 
sweet, home-like 

ong of the robins 
in the trees, sing- 
ing their "cheer- 
up, cheerily," just 
as they do it in 
Ontario and Con- 
necticut. Our 
cache was all 
right. Our stock 
of luxuries was 
replenished. v. T e 
now had unlim- 
ited food as well 
as unlimited fire- 
wood, what more 
could anyone 
ask, yet there was 
more. The weather was lovely; perfect 
summer days, and the mosquitoes 'were gone, 
yes, actually, now, and fly-bars were dis- 
carded for good. On every side was ani- 
mal life in abundance; the shimmering lake 
with its loons and islands would fit exactly 
the Indian's dream of the heavenly hunt- 
ing grounds. These were the happy hal- 
cyon days of the trip, and we stayed a week 
to rest and revel in the joys about us. 
Billy went "to market" at once, killing 
a nice, fat, little caribou. Kext morning, 
on returning to bring in the rest of the meat, 
we found that a wolverine had been there 
and lugged the most of it away. The 
tracks show that it was an old one accom- 
panied hy one or maybe two young ones. 
"'e tracked them some distance, but lost all 
trace in a long range of rocks. 
The wolverine is one of the typical ani- 
mals of the far Korth. It has an un en vi- 
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The cairn at the Earl Grey River. 


XXnI.-THE FIRST WOODS 


Ox .August 24 we left our north most 
camp un Sandhill Bay and faced about for 
the return journey, and on September I ar- 
rived at the first dark line of timber. 
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Hearl of bull musk-ox-a study. 


able reputation for being the greatest 
plague that the hunter knows, Its habit 
of following to destroy all traps for the sake 
of the bait is the prime cause of man's 
hatred, and its cle"erness in eluding his 
efforts at retaliation gh'e it still more im- 
portance, 
1 t is, above all, dreaded as the enemy of a 
cache, and, as already seen, we took the 
extra precaution 
of putting our 
caches up trees 
th a t were pro- 
tected bv a neck- 
lace of fishhooks, 
:\lost 
 orthern 
tra,-ellers have re- 
galed us with tales 
of this animal's 
diabolical clever 
ness and wicked- 
ness. It is fair to 
sa\" that the mal- 
ic
, at least, is not 
pro,-en, and there 
is a good side to 
woh-erine charac- 
ter that should be 
emphasized; that 
is, its nearly ideal 
family life, coup- 
led with the heroic 
bravery of the 
mother. I say 
"nearly" ideal, 
for so far as I can learn, the father does 
not assist in rearing the family. But all 
obsen-ers agree that the mother is abso- 
lutely fearless and de,-oted, :\Iore than 
one of the hunters has assured me that it 
is safer to molest a mother hear than a 
mother woh'erine when she is accompanied 
by the cubs. 
Bclalise, a half-breed of Chipewyan, told 
me that twice he had found wolverine 
dens, and been seriously endangered by 
the mother. The first was in mid-:\lay, 
1904-, near Fond du Lac, north side of 
Lake Athabaska, He went out with an 
Indian to bring in a skiff left some miles 
off the shore. He had no gun, and was 
surprÏ:-;ed by coming on an old wolverine 
in a slight hollow under the boughs of a 
green spruce, She rushed at him, showing 
all her teeth, her eyes shining blue, and 
uttering a sound like a bear. The Indian 
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boy hit her once with a stick, then swung 
himself out of danger up a tree. Bdalise 
ran off after getting sight of the young ones; 
they were four in number, about the size 
of ã muskrat and pure white, Their eyes 
were open, The nest was just such as a dog 
might make, only six inches deep and lined 
with a little dry grass. Scattered around 
were bones and fur, chietly of rabbit. 
The second oc- 
casion was in 1905, 
within three miles 
of Chipewyan, 
and, as before, 
about the middle 
of l\Ia y. The nest 
was much like the 
first one; the 
mother saw him 
coming and 
charged furiously, 
uttering a sort of 
coughing. He shot 
her dead, then 
capturing the 
young, examined 
the nest; there 
were three young 
this time-they 
were white like the 
others. 
The last case 
brought the mat- 
ter m u c h nearer 
home, for the 
scene was close to one of our camps. The 
story was related by :Murdo :l\IcKay, who 
went to the Barren Grounds with "'arbur- 
ton Pike. 
One day early in July, 1893, while they 
were encamped on Great Fish Ri ,-er below 
:\Iusk-ox Lake, :\IcKay and three others in 
camp saw Pike on a distant hill-side, jump- 
ing about in a curious \vay, then fire his gun 
a couple of times. At length he came into 
camp carrying three wolverines, the mother 
and two nearly-grown young ones. It seems 
that he came on them unexpectedly, and 
without provocation the mother attacked 
him. He had a lively time with her and 
had much ado to protect his legs; until we 
managed to kill her with a lucky shot. 
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Thus we had fine opportunities for study- 
ing wild life. There was only one unful- 
filled desire in all we had done; I had not 
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A wuh-erine and her cubs stealing our caribou meat. 


seen the great herd of caribou returning to 
the woods that are their winter range, 
This herd is said to rival in numbers the 
buffalo herds of story, to reach farther than 
the eye can see and to be days in passing a 
gi\"en point; but it is utterly erratic. It 
might arri\"e in early Septe
bero It was 
not sure to arri\Oe until late October, when 
the winter had begun, This year all the 
indications were that it would he late. If 
we were to wait for it, it would mean going 
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out in winter on the ice. For this we were 
wholly unprepared. There were no means 
of getting the necessary dogs, sleds, and fur 
garments; my business was calling me 
back to the East. It was useless to discuss 
the matter, decision was forced on me. 
Therefore, without ha\Oing seen that great 
sight, one of the world's tremendous zoo- 
logical spectacles-the march in one body 
of millions of caribou-I reluctantly gave 
the order to start. On Septemher 8 we 
21 5 
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launched the .11111 Sctoll on her homeward 
voyage of nearly 1,000 up-stream miles. 
Ligh t in cargo and in heart s we made long 
journeys in those shortening days. Crossing 
the lake in one-third the time it took in 
coming, we reached Stony Island at the 
noon of the 25th. 
Thence southward through e'"er calmer 
water our gallant boat went spinning, reel- 
ing off the level miles up the ri,"er channel 
and down again on its south-west branch, 
in a glorious red sunset, cm"ering in one 
day the journeys of four in our outgoing, 
faster and faster. ,re seemed to fly, for 
we had the grand incenti,"e that we must 
catch the steamer at any price that night. 
,reeso now, for the tìrst time, showed up 
strong; knowing every yard of the way, 
he took advantage of eyery swirl of 
the ri,"er, and in and out among the 
larger islands we darted, and when we 
should have stopped for the night, no 
man said "stop," 1mt harder we paddled. 
"'e could smell the steamer smoke, we 
thought, it was most inspiring, and the 
.11111 Seton jumped up to six miles an 
hour for a time. So we went, the night 
came down, hut far away were glittering 
lights, Fort Resolution and the steamer that 
should end our toiL How cheering. The 
skilly pilot and the lusty paddler slacked 
not-forty miles \.."e had come that day- 
and when at last some forty-nine. nearly 
tifty, paddled miles brought us stiff and 
weary to the landing it was only to learn 
that the steamer, notwithstanding bargain 
set and agreed on. had gone south tu'o 
da ys before. 


XXn".-FORT S
IITII .\XD THF TL'G 


TH.\T night I slept indoors perforce to 
a'"oid the host of land-polluting, sleep- 
destroying dogs-or, rather, lay down, but 
did not sleep, but tossed all night with a 
sense of smother, and next day gladly 
launched the canoe for Fort Smith. Xow 
we hegan the slow, laborious work called 
.. tracking"; that is hauling the canoe up 
stream at the end of a line, and in seven 
days reached Fort Smith. 
Here again we had the unpleasant ex- 
perience of sleeping indoors, a miserable, 
sleepless, stilling night. 
Xext day we rode with our things over 
the portage to Smith Landing, I had se- 


cured the tug .1riel to gin' us a lift. and 
at ï P.:'.!., Octoher 5, we pulled out for the 
next stretch of the river. 
That night we were obliged to slcep 
at the sawmill, and, having had enough of 
indoors, I spread my blankets outside. 
with the result, as J was warned, of con- 
stant yisits from the numerous dogs. 
Xext night we selected an island to camp 
on; the men didn't want to stav on the 
mainland for "The woods are fuÚ of mice 
now and their feet are so cold when they 
run over your face as you sleep." 
"e did not set up our tents that time, 
but lay on the ground; next morning at 
dawn, when I looked around, the camp 
was like a, country grayeyard, for we were 
all cm"ered with lea\"es and each man was 
simply a long mound" The dawn came 
up an ominous rose-refl. I love not a rosy 
dawn; a golden dawn or a chill-hlue dawn 
is happy, hut I fear the dawn of rose as 
the red-head light of a storm. It came, 
by 8.30 the rain had set in and steadily fell 
all day. 


XX\-.-FORT 
ICKAY AXD ]IAROBIA 


AT midday, 15th Octoher, we reached 
Fort 
lcKay, this was the last point at 
which we saw the Chipewyan style of tepee, 
and the tìrst where the Cree appeared. 
But its chief interest to us lay in the fact 
that it was the home of Jiarohia, a capahle 
riyer-man who wished to go to Athabaska 
Landing. The tìrst thing that struck us 
about Jiarohia-whose dictionary name, 
by the way, is Elzear Rohillard, was that 
his house had a good roof and a large' pile 
of wood ready cut. These were e
tremcly 
important indications in a land of improvi- 
dence. Robillard was a thin, actiye, half- 
hreed of very clark skin. He was willing 
to go for two dollars a day the round trip, 
(eighteen days) plus food and a boat to re- 
turn with. But a difficulty now appeared. 
::\Iadame Rohillard, a tall, dark half-breed 
woman, ohjected: Elzear had been away 
all summer, he should stay home now. "If 
you go, I \vill run off into the backwoods 
with the first wild Indian that wants a 
squaw," she threatened, ":\ow," said 
Rob, in excellent English, " I am up against 
it." She didn't understand English, hut 
she could read looks ar.d had some French. 
so I took a hane 1. 
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"If madame will consent, I will ad\'ance 
her fifteen dollar" of her hushand's pay 
and will let her select the finest hand- 
kerchief in the Hudson Bay's store for a 
pre:-,en t. " 
In about three minutes her Cree elo- 
quence dies a natural death. 5he put a 
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a good deal of Chipewyan, 
[any of his 
personal ad,'entures would have fitted ad- 
mirably into the Decameron, but arc scarce- 
ly suited for this narrative. One even- 
in
 h: began to sing. I listened intently, 
thmkmg maybe I should pick up some 
ancient chanson of the voyageurs or at 
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shawl on her head and stepped toward the 
door without looking at me, Rob nodded 
to me, and signed to go to the Hud:-;on's 
Bay store, by which I inferred that the case 
was won; we were going now to select the 
present. To my amazement she turned 
from all the bright-colored goods and se- 
lected a large black silk handkerchief. The 
men tell me it is always so now; fifty years 
ago. every woman wanted red things. Ko\V, 
all want black, and the traders who made 
the mistake of importing red ha\'e to import 
dyes and dip them all. 
Jiarobia, or as we mostly called him, Rob, 
proYed a most amusing character as well as 
a "good man" and the reader will please 
note that nearly all of my single help were 
"good men," His store of anecdote was 
unbounded and his sense of humor ever 
present. if broad and simple. He talked 
in English, French, and Cree, and knew 


least a woodman's "Come-all-ye," but it 
proved to be nothing but the "'Vhistling 
Coon." 


XX\"I.-THE RI\'ER 


x ow we resumed our daily life of track- 
ing, eating. tracking, camping, tracking, 
sleeping. The weather had continued fine 
with little change ever since \\e left Reso- 
lution, and we were so hardened to the life 
that it was pleasantly monotonous. 
How different now were my thoughts 
compared with those of last spring-when 
first I looked on this great river. 
"'hen we had embarked on the leaping, 
boiling, muddy Athabaska, in this frail 
canoe, it seemed a foolhardy enterprise. 
How could such a craft ride such a stream 
for two thousand miles? It was like a 
mouse mounting a monstrous, untamed, 
habitually rolling horse. Ko\\" we set out 
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each morning, familiar with stream and 
our boat, having no thought of danger, 
and viewing the water, the same turbid 
flood, as our servant. Even as a skilful 
tamer will turn the wildest horse into his 
willing slave, so have we conquered this 
ri,-er and made it the bearer of our bur- 
dens. 
Xext night we somehow left our tent 
behind. It was old and of little value, so 


the broad, calm Slave, with its majestic 
stretches of level floods, are now as happy 
halcyon memories of a bright and long 
gone past." 



Iy men were skilful and indefatiga- 
ble. One by one we met the hard rapids 
in various ways, mostly by portaging. but 
on the morning of the 20th we came to 
one so small and short that all agreed the 
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I'r..m \Ir. SctOIl'S sketch.book. 


we did not go back. and the fact that we 
ne,-er really needed it speaks much for 
the sort of weather we had to the end of 
the trip. 
\Ve were now in the Canvon of the Atha- 
baska, and from this on oti'r juurney was a 
fight with the rapids. One by one, my 
skilful boatmen negotiated them; ei ther 
we tracked up or half unloaded or landed 
and portaged, but it was hard and weary 
work, 
Iy journal entry for the night of 
the 18th runs thus: 
"I am tired of troubled waters. .\11 day 
to-day and for fi,'e days back we have been 
fighting the rapids of this fierce ri\Tr. 
Iy 
place is to sit in the canue-bow with a lung 
pole, glancing here and there, right, left 
and ahead, watching over the face uf this 
snarling river, and when its curling green 
lips, apart, betray a yellow brown gleam 
of deadly teeth too near, it is my part to 
ply with might and main that pole, and 
push the frail canoe aside to where the 
river is in milder, kindlier mood. Oh, I 
love not a brawling ri,"er any more than 
a brawling woman, and the memories of 


canoe could be forced by with poles and 
track line, It looked an insignificant rip- 
ple, no more than a fish might make with 
his tail, and what happened in going up 
is recorded thus. 


XX\"II.-THE RI\"ER SHOWS ITS TEETH 


"Oct. 20, 1907. Athabaska Rh-er. In 
the Canyon. This has been a day of hor- 
rors and" mercies. \Ve left last Ca
p early, 
6.5S-long before sunrise, and portaged the 
lìrst rapid, About 9 we came to the mid- 
dle rapid; this Billy thought we could 
track up, so with two ropes he and Rob 
were hauling us, I in bow, Preble in stern, 
but the strong waters of the middle part 
whirled the canoe around suddenly and 
dashed her on a rock. There was a crash of 
breaking timber, a roar of the flood. and in 
a moment l)reble and I and all the stuff 
were in the water. 
.., 
Iy journals,' ] shouted, as I went 
down. and all the time the flood was hoil- 
ing in my ears my thought was on . my 
journals,' 'my journals.' 
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The camp was like a cuuntrj gra\'eyard_ 


"The moment my mouth was up again 
above the water, I bubbled out, 'my jour- 
nals, save my journals,' then struck out 
for the shore. Kow I saw Preble hanging 
on to the canoe and trying to right it. His 
face was calm and unchanged as when set- 
ting a mouse trap. 'X ever mind that, save 
yourself,' I called out; he made no re- 
sponse, and, after all, it was safest to hang 
on to the canoe. I was swept into a shal- 
low place at once, and got on my feet, and 
then gained the shore. 
'" 
Iy journals, sa,'c them tìrst,' I 
hout- 
ed to the two boys, and now remembcred 


with horror how, this "cry morning, on ac- 
count of portaging, I had for the first time 
put all three journals in the hand-hag that 
had disappeared, whereas the telescope 
that used to hold two of them was floating 
high. It is the emergency that pro"es 
your man, and I learned that day I had 
three of the best men that e"cr hoardcd a 
boat. A glance showed Preble in shallow 
water, coolly hauling in the canoe. 
" Rob and Billy bounded along the rugged 
shorcs from one ice-cm'ered rock to an- 
othcr, like two mountain goats: the rlood 
was spotted with floating thing
. hut no 
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Looking down the Athabaska River frum the island in the Grand Ravids, 


sign of the precious journal bag, .-\way 
out was the grub-box, square and high 
afloat, it struck a reef. · Y Olt sa\'e the 
grub,' yelled Billy, above the roaring, piti- 
less flood, and dashed on, I knew Billy's 
head was cool and clear. I plunged into 
the water, ice-cold and waist-deep, and be- 
fore the mcrciless one could snatch it along, 
J had the grub-box safe, }\Ieanwhile Rob 
and Billy had danced away out of sight 
along that wild canyon bank. I set out 
after them. In some eddies, various arti- 
cles were afloat, a cocoa tin, a milk pot, a 
bag of rare orchids, a half sack of flour, 
and many little things I saved at cost of a 
fresh wetting each time, and on the bank, 
thrown hastily up hy the hays, wcre bundles 
they had been able to rescue. 
" I struggled on, but the pace was killing. 
They were young men and dog-runncrs. I 
was left behind and was getting so tired 
now I could not keep warm; thcre was a 
keen frost and I was wet to the skin. The 
chance to rescue other things came again 
and again. Twel\'c times did I plunge into 
that deadly cold riycr, and so gathered a lot 
of small truck. Then knowing I could do 
little more, and realizing that everything 
man could do would be done without me, 
turned back reluctantly. Preble passed 
me at a run. He had left the canoc in a 
good place and had saved some bedding. 
220 


" 'Ha,'e you seen my journal bag?' He 
made a quick gesture down the riwr, then 
dashed away. Alas! I knew now, the one 
irreplaceable part of our cargo was deep 
in the treacherous flood, ne,'er to be seen 
again," 
At the canoe, I set about making a fire; 
there was no axe to cut kindling-wood, but 
a birch tree was near and a pile of shredded 
birch-bark with a lot of dry willows on it 
made a perfect fire-lay; theOn I opened my 

vater-proofmatchbox. Oh horrors! the fif- 
teen matches in it were damp and soggy. I 
tried to dry them by blowing on them, my 
frozen fingers could scarcely hold them. 
.-\fter a time I struck one; it was soft and 
useless, another and another, at intervals, 
till thirteen, then despairing I laid the last 
two on a stone in the wcak sunlight, and 
tricd to warm myself by gathering firewood 
and moving quickly, but it seemed useless, 
a very death-chill was on me. I ha,'e often 
lighted a fire with rubbing-sticks, but I 
needed an axe, and a buckskin thong for 
this, and I had neither. I looked through 
the baggage tha t was saved, no matches 
and all things dri pping wet. I migh t go 
three miles down that frightful canyon to 
our last camp and maybe get some living 
coals. But no, mindful of the forestry 
la ws, we had as usual most carefully ex- 
tinguished the fire with buckets of water, 
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:\ly teeth were chattering now, the clothes 
freezing on my back, and I was tired out. 
Then came the thought, why despair while 
two matches remain. I struck the tirst now, 
the thirteenth, and in spite of dead fingers 
and the sizzly, douhtful match, it crackled, 
blazed, and then, oh blessed, blessed birch- 
bark, with any other tinder my numbed 
hands had surely failed, it blazed like a 
torch and warmth at last was mine, and 
outward comfort for a house of gloom. 
The boys, I knew, would work like heroes 
and do their part as well as man could do 
it; my work was right here. I gathered all 
the things along the beach, made great racks 
for drying and a mighty blaze. I had no 
pots or pans, but an aluminum bottle would 
serve as kettle, and prepared a meal of such 
things as were saved. A scrap of pork, some 
tea, and a soggy mass that once was pilot 
bread. Then sat down by the fire to spend 
five hours of growing horror, one hundred 
and seventy-five miles from a settlement, 
canoe sma
hed, guns gone, pots and pans 
gone, specimens all gone, half our bedding 
gone, our food gone, but all these things 
were nothing, compared with the loss of my 
three precious journals; six hundred pages 
of observation and discovery, geographical, 
botanical and zoological, five hundred draw- 
ings, valuable records made under all sorts 
of trying circumstances, discovery and com- 
pass survey of the beautiful Nyarling River, 
compass survey of the two great northern 
lakes, discovery of two great northern ri vers, 
many lakes, a thousand things of interest to 
others and priceless to me, my summer's 
work gone; yes, I could bear that, but the 
three chapters of life and thought irrevoc- 
ably gone; the magnitude of this calamity 
was crushing. Oh, God! this is the most 
awful blow that could have fallen at the end 
of the six months' trip. 
The hours went by and the gloom grew 
deeper, for there was no sign of the boys. 
Never till now did the thought of danger 
enter my mind. Had they been too fool- 
hardy in their struggle with the terrible 
ri,"er? Had they, too, been made to feel 
its power? :\ly guess was near the truth! 
and yet there was that awful ri,"er un- 
changed, glittering, surging, beautiful, ex- 
actly as on so many days before, when life 
on it had seemed so bright. 
. At three in the afternoon, I saw a t1y 
cra,y} down the rocks a mile away. I fed 
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the fire and heated up the food and tea. In 
twenty minutes I could see that it was Rob, 
but both his hands were empty. "If thev 
found it," I said to myself, "they woul;1 
send it back first thing, and if he had it, he 
would swing it aloft." Yet no, nothing 
but a shiny tin was in his hands, and the 
blow had fallen. The suspense was over, 
anyway. I bowed my head, "\Ve have 
done what we could." 
Rob came slowly up, worn out. In his 
hand a tin of baking-powder. Across his 
breast was a canvas band. He stepped to- 
ward me and turned; there on his back was 
the canvas bag that held the labor of all 
those long, toilsome months. "I got 'em 
all right," he smiled in a weak way. 
"And the bovs?" 
"All right n
w." 
"Thank God." I broke down and 
wrung his hand. "I won't fo
get," was all 
I could say. Hot tea revi,.ed him, loosened 
his tongue, and I heard the story. 
"I knew," he said, "what was first to 
save when I had seen you got ashore. :\le 
and Billy, we run like crazy, we see dat bag 
away out indedeep, strong water. De odder 
tings came in de eddies, but dat bag, it keep 
'way out, but we run along de rocks, after a 
mile it came pretty near a point, and Billy 
he jump on a rock and reach out, but he fall 
in deep water and was carried far, so he had 
to swim for his life. I run on anoder mile 
to anoder point; I got ahead of de bag, den 
I got two logs and hold dem between my 
legs for raft, and push out; but dat damn 
ri,"er he take dem logs very slow and dat bag 
very fast, so it pass by. But Billy he swim 
ashore, and run some more and he make a 
raft, but de raft he stick on a rock, and de 
bag he never stick but go like hell. 
"Den I say, 'Here, Billy, you give me 
yo' sash,' and I run tree mile more, so far, 
I loss sight of dat bag and make good raft. 
Bymeby Billy he come shouting and point, 
I push out in river, and paddle, and watch 
and sure dere come dat bag. 11y, how he 
travel! far out now, but I paddle and push 
hard, and bump he came at raft, and I grab 
him. Oh, maybe I warn't glad! Ice on 
ri,"er, frost in air, fourteen mile run on 
snowy rocks, but I no care, I bet I make dat 
boss glad when he see me. " 
Glad! I never felt more thankful in my 
life. Guns, cameras, food, tents, hedding. 
dishes were tritling losses, and the horror of 
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that day was turning to joy by the crowning 
mercy of its close. 
.. I won't forget you when we reach the 
landing, Rob," was all I could say. I 
didn't, or the other; and Robillard said af- 
terward, "By Gad dat de best day's work 
I ever done, by Gar, de time I run down dat 
hell river after dem damn books." 


XXYIII.-BRIGHT AGAI
 


I
 an hour the other men came back. 
The rest of the day we put in drying the 
things, especially our bedding. 'Ye used 
the aluminum bottle and an old meat tin 
for kettle; some bacon, happily saved, was 
fried on sticks, and when we turned in that 
night it was with light and thankful hearts, 
in spite of our manifold minor losses, 
:l\Iorning dawned bright and beautiful 
and keen. How glorious that surging 
ri,"er looked in its noble canyon, but we 
were learning thoroughly that noble sce- 
nery means dangerous travel; and there 
was much noble scenery ahead, and I, at 
least felt much older than before this upset. 
The boys put in a couple of hours re- 
pairing the canoe; then studied the river in 
hopes of recm"ering the guns, How well 
they seemed to know it! Its every ripple 
and curl told a story of the bottom and the 
flood to these ri,-er-men. 
"There must be a ledge there," said 
Billy, "just where ,ve upset. If the guns 
went down at once, they are there; if they 
were carried at all, the bottom is smooth to 
the second ledge and they are there." He 
pointed one hundred yards away. 
So they armed themseh"es with grappling 
poles that had nails for claws. Then we 
lowered Rob in the canoe into the rapid and 
held on while he fished above the ledge. 
"I tink I fed 'em," said Rob, again and 
again, but could not bring them up. Then 
Billy tried. 
" Yes, they are there," but the current 
was too fierce and the hook too poor; he 
could not hold them. 
"Then," said I, "there is only one thing 
to do. A man must go in at the end of the 
rope; maybe he can reach down, I'll 
never send any man into such a place, but 
I'll go myself." 
So I stripped, padded the track line with 
a towel, and put it around my waist, then 
plunged in. Ouch! it was cold and going 
seven miles an hour. The boys lowered me 


to the spot where I was supposed to dive or 
reach down. It was only five feet deep 
but struggle as I might, I could not get 
even my arm down. I ducked and dived, 
but I was held in the surface like a pennant 
on an air-blast. In a few minutes the icy 
flood had robbed me of all sensation in my 
limbs, and showed how impossible was the 
plan, so I gave the signal to haul me in, 
which they did, nearly cutting my body in 
two wi th the rope. And if ever there was 
a grovelling fire-worshipper, it was my 
frozen self when I landed. 
X ow we tried a new scheme, A tall 
spruce on the shore was leaning over the 
place; thirty feet out, barely showing, was 
the rock that wrecked us. 'Ye cut the 
spruce so it fell with its butt on the shore 
and lodged against the rock. On this now 
Rob and Billy walked out and took turns 
grappling. Luck was with Rob. In a few 
minutes, he triumphantly hauled up the 
rifle, and a little later the shotgun, none the 
worse, Now we had saved e,-erything e:\.- 
cept the surplus provisions and my little 
camera, trifling matters, indeed; so it was 
with feelings of triumph that we went on 
south that day, 
In the afternoon, as we were tracking up 
the last part of the Boiler Rapid, Billy at 
the bow, Rob on the shore, the line broke, 
and we were only saved from another dread- 
ful disaster by Billy's nerve and quickness, 
for he fearlessly leaped overboard, had the 
luck to find bottom, and held the canoe's 
head with all his strength. The rope was 
mended and a safe way was found. At 
that time I realized the force of an Indian's 
reply to a trader who sought to sell him a 
cheap line, "In the middle of the rapid, one 
does not count the cost of the line," 
At night we camped in a glorious red 
sunset, just above the Boiler Rapid. On 
the shore was a pile of flour in sacks, in- 
scribed in Cree, which Billy read off, 
"Gordon; his Hour." 
Here it was, the most prized foreign prod- 
uct in the country, lying unprotected by 
the highway, and no man seemed to think 
the owner foolish. \Yhatever else these 
Indians are, they are absolutely honest. 
The heavenly weather of the Indian sum- 
mer was now upon us. 'Ve h
d left all 
storms and frost behind, and the next day, 
our final trouble, the lack of food, was 
ended. :\ great steamer hove in sight-at 
least, it looked like a steamer-but, steadily 
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coming in, it proved a scow with an awning 
and a stove on it. The boys soon recog- 
nized the man at the bow as \Villiam Gor- 
don, trader at Fort :\Ic
Iurray, \Ve hailed 
him to stop, when he was a quarter of a 
mile ahead, and he responded with his six 
sturdy oarsmen, but such was the force of 
the stream that he did not reach the shore 
till a quarter of a mile below us. 
"Hello! boys, what's up?" he shouted, 
in the brotherly way that seems natural to 
all white men when meeting another of 
their race in a sa,' age land. 
"Had an upset and lost all our food." 
"Ho! that's easy fixed." Then did that 
generous man break open boxes, bales, and 
packages and freely gave without stint all 
the things we needed. Kettles, pans, sug- 
ar, oatmeal, beans, jams, etc. 
"How are you fixed for whiskey?" he 
asked, opening his own private not-for-sale 
supply. 
"\Ye have none, and never use it," was 
the reply. Then I fear I fell very low in 
the eyes of my crew. 
"Never use it! Don't want it! You 
must be pretty damn lonesome in this 
country," and seemed quite unable to grasp 
the idea of travellers who wouldn't drink. 
Thus the last of our troubles was ended. 
Thenceforth, to the end of October, the- voy- 
age was one of warm sunny weather and 
pleasant travel. Each night the sun went 
down in red and purple fire, Each morn- 
ing rose in gold on a steel-blue sky. Tb.ere 
was only one bad side to this, that was the 
constant danger of forest fire, On leaving 
each camp-we made four each day-I put 
the fire out with plenty of water, many 
buckets. Rob thought it unnecessary to 
take so much trouble. But great clouds of 
smoke were seen at several reaches of the 
river, to tell how dire it was that other 
campers had not done the same, 


XXLX.-THE END 


ALL the night of Hallowe'en a partridge 
drummed near my untenanted couch on the 
balsam boughs. \Yhat a glorious sound of 
woods and life triumphant it seemed, and 
why did he drum at night? Simply because 
he had more joy than the short full day gave 
him time to express. He seemed to be beat- 
ing our march of victory, for were we not in 
triumph coming home? The gray first-light 


223 


came through the trees and showed us, lying 
each in his blanket covered with leaves, like 
the babes in the woods. The gray jays came 
wailing through the gloom, a far-off cock- 
of-the-pines was trumpeting in the lovely, 
unplagued autumn woods. It seemed as 
though all the very best things in the land 
were assembled, and the bad things all left 
out, so that our final memories should have 
no evil shade. 
The scene comes brightly back again, the 
sheltering fir-clad shore, the stanch canoe 
skimming the river's tranquil reach, the 
water smiling round her bow, as we pushed 
from this the last of full five hundred camps. 
The dawn fog lifts, the river sparkles in 
the sun, we round the last of a thousand 
headlands. The little frontier town of the 
landing swings into view once more-what 
a metropolis it seems to us now! The Ann 
Seton lands at the spot where, six months 
agone, she had entered the water. Now 
in quick succession come the thrills of a 
larger life-the letters from home, the tele- 
graph office, the hearty good-by to the 
brave river-boys, and my long canoe-ride 
was over. 


I had held in my heart the wanderlust till 
it swept me away, and sent me afar on the 
back trail of the north wind. I had lived in 
the mighty boreal forest, with its redmen, 
its buffalo, its moose, and its wokes; I had 
seen the great Lone Land, with its endless 
plains and prairies that do not know the 
face of man or the crack of a rine; I had 
been with its countless lakes that re-echo 
nothing but the wail and yodel of the loons, 
or the mournful music of the .Arctic wolf. 
I had wandered on the plains of the musk- 
ox, the home of the snowbird and the cari- 
bou, These were the things, I had burned 
to do. Jras I content? Content! Is a man 
ever content with a single sip of joy long 
dreamed of? 
Two years have gone since then. The 
wanderlust ,,,as not stifled any more than 
a fire is stitled by giving it air. I have 
taken into my heart a longing, giving shape 
to an ancient instinct. Haye I not found 
for myself a kingdom, and become a part of 
it? )ly reason and my heart say, "Go 
back to see it alL" Grant only this-that 
I gather again the same bra,.e men t
at 
manned my frail canoe, and as sure as life 
and strength continue, I shall go. 
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11 " LL the way back to his 
J 
 house St. George's wrath 

 

 kept him silent. He had 
rarely been so stirred. He 
I \ was not a bra wIer-his 
whole life had been one of 
peace; his whole ambition to be the healer 
of differences, and yet there were some 
things he could not stand. One of them 
was cruelty to a human being, and Rutter's 
public disowning of Harry was cruelty of 
the most contemptible kind. But one ex- 
planation of such an outrage was possible 
-the man's intolerable egoism, added to 
his insufferable conceit. Only once did 
Temple address Harry, walking silently by 
his side under the magnolias, and then only 
to remark more to himself than to his com- 
panion-" It's his damned, dirty pride, 
Harry-that's what it is!" 
Harry also held his peace. He had no 
theories regarding his father's conduct: 
only facts confronted him, one being that 
he had purposely humiliated him before 
the men who had known him from a boy, 
and with whom his future life must be cast. 
The end had come now. He was adrift 
without a home. Even Kate was lost, if 
what he had overheard by chance at the 
club was true-that \Yillits had already 
begun to supplant him in her affections. 
This last attack of his father's would 
strengthen the hond between them, for she 
would never O\"erlook this last stigma 
which his father had cast upon him when 
she heard of it, as she certainly must. No- 
body would then be left on his side, except 
his dear mother, the old house servants, 
and St. George, and of these St. George 
alone could be of any service to him, 
It had all been so horrible too, and so 
undeserved-worse than anything he had 
ever dreamed of; infinitely worse than the 
Bight he had been driven from 
loorlands. 
Ne'"er in all his life had he shown his father 
anything but obedience and respect; fur- 
thermore, he had loved and admired him; 
224 


Im"ed his dash and vigor; his superb phy- 
sique for a man of his years-some fifty 
odd-loved too his sportsmanlike qualities 
-not a man in the county was his equal 
in the saddle, and not a man in his own or 
any other county could handle the ribbons 
so well. If his father had not agreed with 
him as to when and where he should teach 
a vulgarian manners, that had been a ques- 
tion about which gentlemen might differ, 
but to have treated him with contempt, to 
insult him in public, leaving him no chance 
to defend himself-force him, really, into a 
position which made it impossible for him 
to strike back-was altogether a different 
thing and for that he would never, nc'"cr 
forgive him, 
Then a strange thing happened in the 
boy's mind, It may ha'"e been the shifting 
of a grain of gray matter never called into 
use before; or it may ha'"e been due to 
some stranded red corpuscle which, dis- 
lodged by the pressure he had lately been 
called upon to endure had rushed headlong 
through his veins scouring out everything 
in its way until it reached his thinking ap- 
paratus. \Yhatever the cause, certain it 
was that the change in the boy's view of 
life was as instantaneous as it was radical. 
And this was quite possible when his 
blood is considered. There had been, it is 
true, dominating tyrants way back in his 
ancestry, as well as spendthrifts, drunk- 
ards, roisterers, and gamesters, but so far 
as the records showed there had never been 
a coward. That old fellow De Ruyter, 
whose portrait hung at 
Ioorlands and who 
might have been his father so great was the 
resemblance, had, so to speak, held a shovel 
in one hand and a sword in the other in the 
days when he helped drown out his own 
and his neighbors' estates to keep the 
haughty don from gohbling up his coun- 
try. One had but to look into Harry's 
face to be convinced that he too would 
have followed in his footsteps had he li,"ed 
in that ancestor's time. 
It was when the boy, smarting under his 
father's insult, was passing under the blos- 
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soms of a wide-spreading magnolia, trying 
to get a glimpse of Kate's face, if by any 
chance she should be at her window, that 
this grain of gray matter, or li,'ely red cor- 
puscle-or whatever it might have been- 
forced itself through. The breaking away 
was slow-little by little-as an under- 
ground tunnel seeks an opening-but the 
light increased with every thought-stroke, 
its blinding intensity becoming so fierce at 
last, that he came to a halt, his eyes on the 
ground, his whole body tense, his mind in a 
whirl. 
Suddenly his brain acted: 
To sit down and snivel would do no 
good; to curse his father would be useless 
and wicked; to force himself on Kate sheer 
madness. But-but-yes-he was twenty- 
two!-in perfect health and not ashamed 
to look any man in the face. S1. George 
loved him-so did his precious mother, and 
Alec, and a host of others. Should he con- 
tinue to sit in ashes, swaddled in sack- 
cloth-or should he meet the situation like 
a man? Then as his mental vision became 
accustomed to the glare, two things stood 
out clear in his mimI-to win Kate back, 
no matter at what cost-and to compel his 
father's respect. 


His mother was the first to hear the 
music of this new note of resolve, and she 
had not long to wait, She had come to 
town with the colonel-indeed it was at 
her request that he had ordered the coach 
instead of coming in on horseLack as was 
his custom, and was at the moment quietly 
resting on St. George's big sofa. 
"'It is all over, mother," Harry cried in 
a voice so firm and determined that his 
mother knew at once something unusual 
had happened-" and you might as well 
make up your mind to it-I have. Fa- 
ther walked into the club five minutes ago, 
looked me square in the face, and cut me 
dead; and he insulted rncle George too, 
who gave him thë greatest dressing down 
you ever heard in your life," He had 
learned another side of his uncle's char- 
acter-one he should never cease to be 
grateful for-his outspoken defence of him 
before his equals. 

Irs. Rutter half rose from her seat in 
blank astonishment. She was a frail little 
woman with pale hlue eyes and a tìgure 
like a curl of smoke. 
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"Y our-father-did not-speak-to- 
you!- You say-your father- But 
how dare he!" she exclaimed excitedly. 
"But he did 
" replied Harry in a voice 
that showed the incident still rankled in his 
mind-" and right in the club, before 
everybody." 
" And the other gentlemen saw it?" She 
stood erect, her delicate body taut with 
emotion. There was a strain of sorne 
old-time warrior in her hlood that would 
brook no insult to her son. 
'"Yes, half a dozen gentlemen saw it. 
He did it purposely-so they could see. 
I'll never forgive him for it as long as 
I live, He had no business to treat me so!" 
His voice choked as he spoke, but there was 
no note of surrender or of fear. 
She looked at him in a helpless sort of 
way: "But you didn't answer back, did 
you my son?" This came in a tone as if 
she feared to hear the details, knowing the 
boy's temperament, and his father's. 
"I didn't say a word; L"ncle Ueorge 
wouldn't let me. I'm glad now he stopped 
me, for I was pretty mad and I might have 
said something I would ha'"e been sorry 
for." The mother gave a sigh of relief, 
but she did not interrupt, nor did she re- 
lax the tautness of her body. " You ought 
to have heard L"ncle George, though!" 
Harry rushed on, "He told him there was 
not a dog at _Moorlands who would not have 
treated his puppy better than he had me- 
and another thing he told him-and that 
was that after to-day I was his son forever!" 
St. George had been standing at the 
front window with his back to them looking 
out upon the blossoms. At this last out- 
burst he turned, and said over his shoulder: 
" Yes-that's true, ,-\nnie-that's what 
I said and what I meant. There is no use 
wasting any more time over Talbot, and I 
don't intend to." 
"But 
Ir. Rutter will get over his tem- 
per." (She never called him by any other 
name,) 
., Then he will have to come here and say 
so. I shall never step foot in his house 
until he does, nor will Harry. .\s to his 
forgiYing Harry-the boot is on the other 
leg; it is Talbot, not the boy he outraged, 
who must straighten out to-day's work. 
There was not a man who heard him who 
was not ashamed of him. Oh !-I ha'"e no 
patience with this sort of thing! The only 
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son he's got-his only child! Abominable 
-unforgivable! And it will haunt him to 
his dying day! Poor as I am, alone in. the 
world and without a member of my family 
above ground, I \yould not change places 
with him. Xo-Annie-I know how you 
feel, and God knows I have felt for you all 
these years, but I tell you the end has come! 
It's finished-O\"er-I told him so to his 
face, and I mean it!" 
The slight body sank back into her chair 
and her eyes filled \yith tears. Harry knelt 
beside her and put his arms about her. 
This mother, frail as she was, had always 
heen his refuge and comfort: now he must 
do the comforting! (Keep modng, old red 
corpuscle, there is a lot of work ahead of 
you!) 
"Don't worry, you dear little mother," 
he said tenderly. "I don't know how it's 
coming out, but it will come out somehow. 
Let fat
ler go: Kate is the only thing that 
counts now. I don't blame her for any- 
thing she has done, and I don't blame my- 
self either, All I know is that eyerything 
has gone wrong. But wrong or right I'm 
going to stay here just as long as CncIe 
George will let me. He's been more of 
a father to me than my own, It's you I 
can't get along without, you precious little 
mother," and he patted her pale cheeks. 
"'Yon't you come in eyery day-and bring 
Alec too?" then, as if he had not yet asked 
her consent-" You don't mind my being 
here, do you?" 
She bent his head closer and kissed his 
cheek. "No, my son, I don't mind-I'm 
glad. Eyery night of my life I thank the 
good Lord that you are here." She raised 
her eyes to St. George, who stood looking 
down upon them both, and in a yoice barely 
audible, an unbidden sob choking her utter- 
ance, faltered-" It's only one more proof 
of your goodness, St. George." 
He raised his hand in protest and a faint 
smile crossed his face, "Don't talk that 
way, Annie." 
"I will-it's true. It is a proof of your 
goodness. I have neyer deserved it. I 
don't now-but you never fail me." Her 
voice was clearer now-her cheeks too had 
regained some of their color, Harry lis- 
tened wonderingly his arm still around her. 
"I couldn't do anything else, Annie- 
nobody could under the circumstances." 
His voice had dropped almost to a whisper. 


"But it was for me you did it, St. George. 
I \\ould rather think of it that way; it 
makes it easier. Say you did it for me." 
St. George stooped down, raised her thin 
white hand to his lips, kissed it reverently, 
and without a word of any kind walked 
to the door of his bed-room and shut it 
behind him, 
l\Irs. Rutter's hand dropped to her lap 
and a smile of intense relief passed over her 
face. She neither looked after St. George 
nor did she offer any explanation to Harry; 
she merely bent forward and continued her 
caresses, stroking the boy's glossy hair, 
patting the white temples with her delicate 
fingers, smoothing the small, well-set ears 
and the full brown throat, kissing his fore- 
head, her eyes reading his face, wondering 
if she had spoken too freely and yet re- 
gretting nothing: what she had said had 
come straight from her heart and she was 
not ashamed of it. 
The boy lay still, his head against her 
breast. That his mother had been greatly 
stirred was e\"Ìdent in the trembling mO\'e- 
ment of the soft hands caressing his hair 
and in the way her breath came and went. 
Cnder her soothing touch his thoughts went 
back to the e\Tents of the morning:-his 
uncle's defiant tones as he denounced his 
father; his soft answer to his mother; her 
pleading words in reply, and then the re\"- 
erent kiss, 
Suddenly, dear as the tones of a far-off 
conyent bell sifting down from some cloud- 
swept crag, there stole into his mind a mem- 
ory of his childhood-a legend of long ago, 
vague and intangible-one he could not put 
into words-one Alec had once hinted at. 
He held his breath trying to gather up the 
loose ends-to make a connected whole; to 
fit the parts together. Then, as one blows 
out a candle, leaving total darkness, he 
banished it all from his mind. 
"
Iother dear I-mother dear!" he cried 
tenderly, and wound his arms the closer 
about her neck. 
She gathered him up as she had done in 
the old days 'when he was a child at her 
breast; all the intervening years seemed 
blotted out. lIe was her baby boy once 
more-her constant companion and unend- 
ing comfort: the one and only thing in her 
whole life which understood her. 
Soon the warmth and strength of the full 
man began to reach her heart, She drew 
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him still closer, this strong son who loved 
her, and in the embrace there grew a new 
and strange tenderness-one born of con- 
tidence. It was this arm which must de- 
fend her now; this head and heart which 
must guide her. She was no longer adrift, 
The two had not moved when St. George 
re-entered the room some moments later. 
Harry's head still lay on her breast; the 
thin transparent hands tight about his neck. 


x 


THE colonel's treatment of Harry at the 
club had cleared the air of any doubt that 
either the boy or St. George might have had 
concerning Rutter's frame of mind. Hence- 
forth the boy and the man would conduct 
their lives as if the Lord of l\loorlands did 
not exist. 
So the boy unpacked the things which 
Alec had brought in, and with his mother's 
assistance-who came in once a week-hung 
up his hunting clothes in the closet; racked 
up his guns and fishing rods over the man- 
tel and suspended his favorite saddle by a 
stirrup on a hook in the hall, Then the 
two had set out his books and miniatures; 
one of his mother which he kissed tenderly 
with the remark that it wasn't half as pretty 
as the original and then propped up in the 
place of honor in the middle of his desk, 
and another of his father which he placed 
on an adjoining table-as well as his few 
belongings and knick-knacks, And so the 
boy settled down determined not only to 
adapt himself to the comforts-or want of 
them-to be found under St. George's roof, 
but to do it cheerfully, gratefully, and like 
a man and a gentleman. 
To none of all this did his father offer a 

ingle objection: "
Iake a clean sweep of 

lr. Harry Rutter's things," he had said to 
Alec, "so that I may be relieved from the 
annoyance of a second delivery." 
.\lec had repeated the order to Harry 
word for word, adding: "Don't ye sass 
back, l\1arse Harry-let him blow hisself 
out-he don't mean nothin'. He's dat 
mad he's crazy-gits dat way sometimes- 
den purty soon he's fit to hust hisself wide 
open a-cryin'! I see him do dat once when 
you warn't mo'n so high, and de doctor 
said you was daid fo' sho'." 
Harry made no reply, but it did not ruffle 
his temper. Hi::; duty was no longer to be 
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found at :Moorlands; his L ncle Georue 
claimed him. All his hours would now be 
devoted to showing him how grateful he 
was for his protection and guidance. Time 
enough for his father, and time enough for 
Kate, for that matter, should the clouùs 
ever lift-as lift they would-but his C ncle 
George first, last, and all the time. 
And St. George appreciated it to the fulL 
Xe,'er had he been so happy. Even the 
men at the club saw the change, and de- 
clared he looked ten years younger-fifteen 
really, when Harry was with him, which 
was almost always the case-for out of con- 
sideration for St. George and the peculiar 
circumstances surrounding the boy's con- 
dition, his birth and station, and the pride 
they took in his pluck-the committee had 
at last stretched the rule and had sent :Mr. 
Henry Gilmor Rutter of 
loorlands-with 
special reference to ":Moorlands," a peren- 
nial invitation entitling him to the club's 
privileges-a card which never expired be- 
cause it was systematically renewed. 

-\nd it was not only at the dub that the 
two men were inseparable. In their morn- 
ing walks, the four dogs in full cry; at the 
races; in the hunts, when some one loaned 
both Harry and his uncle a mount-at 
night, when Todd passed silently out leav- 
ing all the bottled comforts behind him- 
followed by-" 
-\h, Harry!-and you won't 
join me? That's right, my son-and I 
won't ask you," the two passed almost 
every hour of the day and night together. 
It was host one minute and father the next. 
And this life, if the trutb be told, did not 
greatly vary from the one the boy had al- 
,vays led, except that there was more of 
town and less of country in it than he had 
heretofore been accustomed to. The free- 
dom from all care-for the colonel had 
trained Harry to neither husiness nor pro- 
fession-was the same, and so was the right 
to employ his time as he pleased. At 
l\loorlands he was busy over his horses and 
dogs, his sporting outfits, riding to hounds, 
cock-fIghts-common in those days-and, 
of course, assisting his father and mother 
in dispensing the hospitality of the house. 
In Kennedy Square St. George was his 
chief occupation, and of the 1\\'0 he liked 
the last the best. '''hat he had hungered 
for all his life was sympathy and compan- 
ionship, and this his father had ne'.er gi,.en 
him; nor had he known what it was since 
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his college days, Advice, money, horses, 
clothes, guns-anything and everything 
which might, could, or would re-dound to 
the glory of the Rutters had been his for the 
asking, but the touch of a ,,,arm hand, 
the thrill in the voice when he had done 
something to please and had waited for an 
acknowledgment-that had ne'"er come 
his way, Xothing of this kind was neeùed 
between men, his father would say to 
Harry's mother-and his son was a man 
now. Had their child been a daughter, it 
would have been quite another thing, but a 
"on was to be handled differently-espe- 
cially an only son who was sole heir to 
one's entire estate. 
And yet it must not be thought that the 
outcast spent his time in sheer idleness. 
St. George would often find him tucked 
away in one of his big chairs devouring 
some book he had culled from the old 
general's library in the basement-a room 
adjoining the one occupied by a firm of 
young la wyers- Pa wson & Pa wson-( only 
one brother was alive) with an entrance on 
the side street, it being of "no use to me" 
St. George had said-" and the rent will 
come in handy." Tales of the sea espe- 
cially delighted the young fellow-the old 
admiral's blood being again in evidence- 
and so might have been the mother's fine 
imagination. It was Defoe and 1\lungo 
Park and Cooke who enchained the boy's 
attention, as well as many of the chronicles 
of the later navigators. But of the current 
literature of the day, including Longfellow, 

largaret Fuller, Hawthorne, and Emerson, 
no one appealed to him as did the man Poe. 
He and St. George had passed many an 
hour discussing him. Somehow the bond 
of sympathy between himself and the poet 
had become the stronger. Both had wept 
bitter tears over the calamities that had 
followed an unrequited love, 
It was during one of these talks-and the 
poet was often under di"cussion-that St. 
George had suddenly risen from his chair, 
lighted a candle, and had betaken himself 
to the basement-a place he seldom ,"isited 
-from which he brought back a thin, 
crudely bound, and badly printed, dust- 
covered volume bearing the title" Tamer- 
lane:-by a Bostonian," This, with a smile 
he handed to Harry" Some friend had 
gÏ\'en him the little book when it was first 
published and he had forgotten it was in 


the house until he noted Harry's interest 
in the author. Then again, he wanted to 
see whether it was the boy's literary taste, 
never much in evidence, or his romantic 
conception of the much-talked-of poet, 
which had prompted his intense interest in 
the man. 
"Read these poems, Harry, and tell me 
who wrote them," said St. George dusting 
the book with a thrash of his handkerchief 
and tossing it to the young fellow. 
The boy caught it, skimmed through the 
thin volume, lingered over one or two 
pages, absorbing each line, and replied in a 
decided and delighted voice: "The same 
man who wrote 'The Ra,-en,' of course- 
there can't be any doubt of it. I can hear 

1r. Horn's voice in every line, \Yhy 
ùidn't you let me hm'e it before?" 
"Are you sure?" asked St. George, 
watching him closely. 
" Am 1 sure ?-of course 1 am! Listen to 
this: 


'\,"e grew in age-and-IO\"e-together, 
Roaming the fore,;t and the wild-' 


That's Kate and me, Cnde George," and 
he smiled ;;adly. "And then this line: 


, I saw no hea\"en but in her eyes.' 


And then this line in 'The Raven '-wait 
-1 will read them." He had the sheet of 
paper Richard Horn had read from at the 
dub, in his pocket and knew the poem 
now by heart: 


" 'Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within 
the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainterl maiden whom the 
angels call Lenore-' 


That's me again. I wish I could read it 
like 1\lr. Horn, \Yhat a voice-so deep- 
so musical-like a great organ, or, rather 
like one of the big strings on his violin." 
"And what a mind, too, Harry," re- 
joined St. George. "Richard is a long 
way ahead of his time. His head is full of 
things that few around here understand. 
They hear him play the violin or read, and 
some go away calling him a genius, but 
when he talks to them ahout the way the 
railroads are opening up, and the new tcIe- 
graph this man :Morse is at work on, and 
what is going to come of it-or hear him 
discuss the development of the country 
along scientific lines, they shrug their 
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shoulders and tap their foreheads, You 
want to talk to him every chance you get. 
That is one reason I am glad they let you 
into the cluh, for he is too husy in his work- 
shop at home to speak to anybody. Ko- 
body will do you so much good-and he 
likes you, Harry. He said to me only the 
other night when I was dining with him- 
the night you were at )1rs. Cheston's- 
that he felt sorry for you; that it was not 
your fault, or the fault of your father- 
but that you both had been caught in the 
ebb-tide of a period." 
Harry laughed: ""'hat did he mean by 
that? " 
"I'll be hanged if I know. You made so 
good a guess on the Tamerlane, so it just 
occurred to me I'd try you on this," and 
St. George laughed heartily. (St. George 
was adrift on the Ebb-tide himself did he 
but know it.) 
Harry thought earnestly for a moment, 
pondering upon what the inventor could 
ha'"e had in his mind, It couldn't have 
heen politics that ::\1r. Horn meant, nor 
failure of the crops; nor the way the slaves 
were treated, None of these things affected 
him. Indeed none of them did he know 
anything about. 1\or was he an expert on 
duelling, It must have been Kate. Y e
- 
of course-it was Kate and her treatment 
of him. The" tide" was what had swept 
them a part. 
"Oh, I know," he cried in an animated 
tone. "He meant Kate. Tell me-what 
did he say about her?" He had searched 
his books for some parallel from which to 
draw a conclu<;ion, but none of them had 
gh"cn him any relief. )laybe )lr. Horn 
could soh"e the problem. 
"He said she was the first of the flood, 
though he was mighty sorry for you both; 
and he said, too, that, a
 she was the 
first to strike out for the shore, Kennedy 
Square ought to build a triumphal arch 
for her," and St. George looked quizzically 
at Harry. 
"" ell, do you think there is any com- 
mon sense in that?" blurted out the boy, 
twisting himself in his chair so he could get 
a better look at his uncle's face. 
"Ko-it doesn't sound like it, but it may 
he profound wisdom all the same, if you 
can only see it from Richard's point of 
view, Try it. There's a heap of brains 
under his dear old cranium." 
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Harry fell to tapping the arm of his 
chair. Queer reasoning this of :\Ir. Horn's 
he said to himself. He hacl always thought 
that he and his father were on the tip-top 
of any kind of tide, flood or ebb-and as 
for Kate, she was the white gull that 
skimmed its crest. 
Again Harry dropped into deep thought, 
shifting his legs now and then in his rest- 
less, impatient way. If there was any 
comfort to be gotten out of this new doc- 
trine he wanted to probe to the bottom 
of it. 
"And what does he say of )1r. Poet 
Does he think he's a drunken lunatic, like 
some of the men at the club?" 
"K 0, he thinks he is one of the greatest 
literary geniuses the country has yet pro- 
duced. He has said so for years-ever 
since he began to write. "Tillis fÌrst became 
acquainted with )1r. Poe through a letter 
Richard gave him, and now that the paper
 
are full of him, and everybody is talking 
about him, these backbiters like Bowdoin 
want to get into line and say they always 
thought so. But Richard has never wa- 
vered. Of course Poe loses his balance and 
topples over once in a while-but he's get- 
ting over it. That is his mistake and it is 
unfortunate, but it isn't a crime. I can for- 
give him anything he does so he keeps to 
his ideals. If he had had a better bring- 
ing up and knew the difference between 
good rain-water, :\Iadeira and bad rain- 
water and worse whiskey he would keep as 
straight as a church deacon. Too bad he 
doesn't." . 
"'Yell," Harry answered at last, rising 
from his chair and brushing the ashes of his 
pipe from his clothes-" I don't know any- 
thing auout )1r. Horn's tide
, but he's right 
about ..\Ir. Poe-that is, I hope he is. 
'Ye\ e both got a 'Lost Lenore'" and his 
voice quivered. All Harry's roads ended 
at Kate's door, 
And 
o with these and other talks, heart- 
burnin,rs, outings, sports, and long tramps 
in the 
ountry the dogs scampering ahead, 
the summer days slipped by. 


XI 


SeCR were the soft, halmy conditions in 
and around the Temple 
Iansi()n-con- 
dition
 hringing only peace and comfort- 
(heart-aches were kept in check)-\\ hen 



2:m 


Kennedy Square 


there came one _-\ugust morning a decided 
change of weather-so decided that e'"ery- 
body began at once to get in out of the wet. 
The storm had been brewing for some days 
up :Moorlands way, where all Harry's 
storms started, but up to the present mo- 
ment there had been no indications about 
Kennedy Square of its near approach, or 
c'"en of its existence. 
It was quite early in the day when the big 
drops began to patter ùown on Todd's 
highly polished knocker. Breakfast had 
heen seryed and the mail but half opened- 
containing among other missiyes a letter 
from Poe acknowledging one from St. 
George, in which he wrote that he might 
soon be in Kennedy Square on his way to 
Richmond-a piece of news which greatly 
delighted Harry-and another from Tom 
Coston inyiting them both to 'Vesley for 
the fall shooting, with a postscript to the 
effect that "ïllits was "still at the Red 
Sulphur with the Seymours "-(a piece of 
news which greatly depressed him)-when 
Todd answered a thunderous rat-a-tat and 
immediately thereafter opened the dining- 
room door just wide enough to thrust in 
his scared face-then his head; shoulder; 
arm-and last his hand on the palm of 
which lay a small, greasy card bearing 
the inscription: 


JOH
 GADGE
I, .\GE
T. 


The darky, eyidently, was not in a nor- 
mal condition, for after a moment's 
nen"ous hesitation, his eyes oyer his left 
shoulder as if fearing he was being followed, 
he squeezed in the rest of his body, closed 
the door softly behind him, and said in a 
hoar
e whisper to the room at large: 
"Dat's de same man been here three 
times yisterday. He asked fust fer :Marse 
Harry, an' when I done tol' him he warn't 
home-you was 'sleep upstairs, 
Iarse 
Harry, but I warn't gwinter 'sturh ye-he 
say he come back dis morning." 
,. 'Yell, but what does he want?" asked 
Harry, dropping a lump of sugar in his cup. 
He had been accustomed to be annoyed by 
agents of all kinds who wanted to sell him 
something-one thing or another-and so 
he ne'"er allowed anyone to get at him un- 
less his busines's was stated beforehand. 
He had learned this from his father. 
"I don't know, sah." 


""-hat docs he look like, 'fodd?" cried 
St. George, breaking the seal of another 
letter. 
""'all, he ain't no gemman-he's jus' a 
pusson 1 reckon. I done tol' him ,'ou 
warn't out 0' bed yit, but he said he'd \\
ait. 
I got him shet outside but I can't fool him 
no mo'. "'hat'll I do now?" 
"'Vell, what do you think he wants 
then?" Harry burst out impatiently. 
" '''ell,'' said Todd-" ef I was to tell ye 
God's truf' I reckon he wants money. He 
says he's been to de big house-way out to 
de colonel's, and dey th'owed him out- 
and now he's gwineter sit down yere till 
somebody listens to him. It won't do to 
fool wid him, 
Iarse Harry-I see dat de 
fus' time he come. He's a he-one-and 
he's got horns on him for sho'. 'Vhat'll I 
do next?" 
Both Harry and St. George roared. 
"',"hy bring him in, of course-a' pusson . 
with horns on him will be worth seeing." 
.\ shabby, wizened-faced man; bent-in- 
the-back, gimlet-eyed, wearing a musty 
brown coat, soiled black stock, unspeak- 
able linen, "and skin-tight trousers held to 
his rusty shoes by wide straps-showing 
not only the knuckles of his knees but the 
streaked thinness of his upper shanks- 
(Cruikshank could haye drawn him to the 
life)-sidled into the room, mopping his 
head with a red cotton handkerchief which 
he took from his hat. 
"l\Iy name is Gadgem, gentlemen-
Ir. 
John Gadgem of Gadgem & Combes. 
"I am looking for Xlr. Harry Rutter, 
whom I am informed- I would not say 
positiyely-but I am informcd is stopping 
with you, 
Ir. Temple. You forget me, 

Ir. Temple, but I do not forget you, sir. 
That little foreclosure matter of Bucks 'os. 
Temple-you remember when-" 
"Sit down," said St. George curtly, lay- 
ing down his knife and fork. "Todd, hand 

Ir. Gadgem a chair." 
The gimlet-eyed man-and it was yery 
actiye-wa,"ed his hand deprecatingly. 
., 
o, I don't think that is necessary I 
can stand. I prefer to stand. I am ac- 
rllstomed to stand-I ha'"e been standing 
outside this gentleman's father's door now, 
off and on for some weeks, and-" 
""Till you tell me what you want?" in- 
terrupted Harry, curtly. References to 

Ioorlands inyariably roused his ire. 
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"I am coming to that, sir, slowly, but 
surely. Now that I have found somebody 
that will listen to me-that is, if you are 
[r. 
Harry Rutter-" The deferential air with 
which he said this was admirable. 
"Oh, yes-I'm the man," answered 
Harry in a resigned voice. 
"Yes, sir-so I supposed. And now I 
look at you, sir," here the gimlet was in full 
play-It I would make an affidavit to that 
effect before any notary." He began 
loosening his coat with his skinny fingers, 
fumbling in his inside pocket, thrusting 
deep his hand, as if searching for an elusive 
insect in the Yicinity of his arm-pit, his talk 
continuing: "Yes, sir, before any notary, 
you are so exactly like your father. Not 
that I'\-e seen your father, sir, ver)! many 
times"-the elusive had evidently escaped 
for his hand went deeper. "I've only seen 
him once-ollce-and it was enough. It 
was not a pleasant visit, sir-in fact, it 
was a most unpleasant visit, I came very 
near having cause for action-for assault" 
really. A very polite colored man was all 
that prevented it, and - Ah - here it 
is!" He had the minute pest now. 
"Permit me to separate the list from 
the exhibits," 

--\t this Gadgem's hand, clutching a 
bundle of papers, came out with a jerk- 
so much of a jerk that St. George who was 
about to end the comedy by ordering the 
man from the room, stopped short in his 
protest, his curiosity getting the better of 
him to know what the fellow had found. 
"There, sir." Here he drew a long slip 
from the package, held it between his 
thumb and forefinger, and was about to 
continue, when St. George burst out with: 
"See here, Gadgem-if you have any 
business with 
Ir. Rutter you will please 
state it at once, \re have hardly finished 
breakfast." 
"I beg, sir, that you will nat lose your 
temper. It is un businesslike to lose one's 
temper. Gadgem & Combes, sir, never 
lose their temper. They are men of peace, 
sir-always men of peace. :Mr. Combes 
sometimes resorts to extreme measures, but 
lle'ver _Mr. Gadgem, I am 1\[r. Gadgem, 
sir," and he tapped his soiled shirt front 
with his soiled fmgernail. "Peace is my 
watchword, that is why this matter has 
been placed in my hands. l'ermit me, sir, 
to ash. you to cast your eye m"er this," 
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Harry, who was gettin u interested 
scanned the long slip and handed it t
 
St. George, who studied it carefully. 
" You will note, I beg of you, sir, the tirst 
item." There was a tone of triumph now 
in Gadgem's ,'oke. "One saddle horse 
SL\.teen hands high, hought of Hampson & 
Co. on the"-then he craned his neck so 
as to see the list over Harry's shoulder- 
"yes-on the second of last September. 
Rather overdue, is it not, sir, if I may be 
permitted to remark?" This came with a 
lift of the eyebrows, as if Harry's oversight 
had been too naughty for words. 
"But what the devil ha,-e I got to do with 
this?" The boy was thoroughly angry 
now, The lift of Gadgem's eyebrows did it. 
" You rode the horse, sir." This came 
with a certain air of" Oh! I have you now," 
" Yes, and he broke his leg and had to 
be shot," burst out Harry in a tone that 
showed how worthless had oeen the bar- 
gain. 
"Exactly, sir. So your father told me, 
sir. You don't remember haYing paid 
Ir. 
Hampson for him oefore he broke his leg, 
do you, sir?" He had him pinned fast now 
-all he had to do was to watch his ,-ictim's 
- struggles. 
" .ì\Ie ? No, of course not!" Harry e'\:- 
ploded. 
" Exactly so, sir-so your father told me. 
Forcibly, sir-and as if he was quite sure 
of it." 
Again he looked over Harry's shoulder, 
following the list with his skinny finger. 
.At the same time he lowered his voice-be- 
came even humble. "Ah, there it is-the 
English racing saddle and the pair of 
blankets, and the-might I ask you, sir, 
whether you have among your papers, any 
receipt for-?" 
"But I don't pay these bills-I never pay 
any hills," Harry's tone had now reached 
a higher pitch. 
"Exactly so, sir-just what your father 
said, sir, and with such vehemence that I 
moved toward the door." Out went the 
finger again, but the insinuating voice kept 
up. "And then the five hundred dollars 
from 
Ir. Slater-you see, sir, we had all 
these accounts placed in our hands with the 
expectation that yourfatherwould liquidate 
at one fell swoop--these were 
Ir. Comhes's 
very words, sir: 'One fell S'i.,-'OO p.''' This 
came with an inward rake of his hand, 
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his fingers grasping an imaginary sirkle, 
Harry's accumulated debts being so many 
wecds in his way. 
"And didn't he? He always has," de- 
manded the culprit. 
"Exactly so, sir-exactJy what your 
fa ther said," 
., Exactly what?" 
"That he had heretofore always paid 
them," 
"\Yell, then, take them to him!" roared 
Harry, hreaking loose again. "I ha,'cn't 
got anything to do ,vith them, and won't." 
" Your father's precise words, sir," 
purred Gadgem, "And by the time he 
had uttered them, sir, I was out of the room, 
It was here, sir, that the very polite colored 
man, Alec by name, so I am informed, and 
of whom I made mention a few momcnts 
ago, became of invaluable assistance-of 
,'ery great assistance, sir." 
"Y ou mean to tell me that you have seen 
my father-handed him these bills, and 
that he has refused to pay them?" Harry 
roared on. 
"I do, sir." Gadgem had straightened 
his withered body now and was boring into 
Harry's eyes with all his might. 
"'Vill you tell me just what he said?" 
The boy was still roaring, but the indignant 
tone was missing. 
"He said-you will not be offended, sir 
-you mean, of course, sir, that you would 
like me to state exactly what your fathcr 
said, proceeding as if I was under oath." 
It is indescribable how soft and melliflu- 
ous his ,'oice had now become. 
Harry nodded. 
"He said, sir, that he'd be damned if 
he'd pay anothcr cent for a hot-headed 
fool who had disgraced his family, He 
said, sir, that you were of age-and were 
of age when you contracted these bills. He 
said, sir, that he had already sent you these 
accounts two days after he had ordered 
yuu from his house, And finally, sir- I 
say, finally, sir, because it appeared to me 
at the time to be conclusive, he said, sir- 
that he would set the dogs on me if I 
e\'er crussed his lot again. II ence, sir, my 
appearing three times at your door yester- 
day. Hence, sir, my breaking in upon you 
at this unscemly hour in the morning, I 
am particular myself, sir, about having 
my morning meal disturbed: cold coffee is 
never agreeable, gentlemen-but in this 


case you must admit that my intrusion is 
pardona ble." 
The boy understood now. 
"Come to think of it I havc a bundle 
of papers upstairs tied with a red string 
which came with my boxes from :Moor- 
lands. I threw them in the drawer with- 
out opening them." This last rcmark was 
addressed to St. Gcorge who had listened 
at first with a broad smile on his face, 
which had deepened to one of intense 
seriousness, as the interview continued, 
and which had now changed tu onc of ill- 
concealed rage. 
".:\Ir. Gadgem," gritted St. George he- 
tween his teeth-he had risen from the 
table during the colloquy and was standing 
,,'ith his hack to the mantel, the blood up 
to the roots of his hair. 
" Yes, sir. " 
" Lay the packages of bills with the mem- 
oranda on my desk and I will look them 
O\"er during the day." 
"But .:\lr. Temple," and his lip cuded 
contemptuously-he had had hundreds of 
men play that same trick on him: 
"Not another word, .:\Ir, Gadgem. I 
said I-would-look-them-over-dur- 
ing-the-day. You've had some çlealings 
with me and know exactly what kind of a 
man I am. 'Yhen I want you I will send 
for you. If I don't send for you, come 
here to-morrow morning and l\Ir. Rutter 
will give you his answer, Todd-show 
1fr. Gadgem out." 
"But, 1Ir. Temple-you forget that my 
duty is to-" 
"I forget nothing, Todd, show 1fr, 
Gadgem out." 


\\ïth the closing of the door behind the 
agent, St. George turned to Harry. His 
eyes were snapping and his big frame was 
tense with anger. This phase of the affair 
had not occurred to him-nothing in which 
moncy formed an important part ever did 
occur to him. 
"A cowardly piece of business, Harry, 
and on a par \vith everything he has done 
since you left his house. Talbot must oe 
crazy to act as he does, He can't break you 
down in any other way, so he insults you 
beforc his friends and now throws these in 
your face "-and he pointed to the package 
of bills where Gadgem had laid it-" a most 
extraordinary proceeding. Plcase hand me 
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that list, Thank you, . . . K ow this third 
item _ _ _ this flYe hundred dollars- 
did you get that money?" 
" Yes-and another hundred the next 
day, which isn't down," rejoined the young 
man running his eye over the list. 
" Borrowed it?" 
" Yes, of course-for Gilbert. He got 
into a card scrape at the ta,-ern and I helped 
him out. I told my father all about it and 
he said I had done just right; that I must 
always help a friend out in a case like that, 
and that he'd pay it. .\ll he objected to 
was my borrowing it of a tradesman instead 
of my coming to him." It was an age of 
borro\\ ing and a boot maker was often bet- 
ter than a banker. 
"\Vell-but why didn't you go to him?" 
He wanted to get at all the facts. 
"There wasn't time. Gilbert had to 
ha \-e the money in an hour, and it was the 
only place whe
e I could get it." 
"Of course there wasn't time-never is 
when the stakes are running like that." 
St. George folded up the memorandum. 
He knew something of Talbot's iron will, 
but he ne,-er supposed that he would lose 
his sense of what was right and wrong in 
exercising it. Again he opened the list- 
rather hurriedly this time, as if some new 
phase had struck him-studied it for a 
moment, and then asked with an increased 
interest in his tones: 
"Did Gilbert give you back the money 
you loaned him?" 
" Yes-certainly; about a month after- 
ward," Here, at least was an asset. 
St. George's face lighted up: " . \nd 
what did vou do with it?" 
"Took" it to my father and he told me 
to use it; that he would settle with )11'. 
Slater when he paid his account ;-when, 
too, he would thank him for helping me 
out." 
".-\nd when he didn't pay it back, these 
buzzards learned you had quit your father's 
house, they employed Gadgem to pick your 
bones. " 
"Yes-it seems so, but Cncle George, 
it's due them!" exclaimed Harry-" they 
ought to have their money. I would never 
ha\-e taken a dollar-or bought a thing if 
I had not supposed my father would pay 
for them." There was no question as to 
the boy's sense of justice-every intonation 
showed it. 
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"Of course it's due-due by you, too- 
not your father; that's the worst of it. 
,,\nd if he refuses to assume it-and he has 
-it is still to be paid-every cent of it. 
The question is how the de\"il is it to be 
done-and done quickly. I can't have you 
pointed out as a spendthrift and a dodger. 
No, this has got to be settled at once." 
He threw himself into a chair, his mind 
absorbed in the effort to find some way out 
of the difficulty. The state of his own 
hank account precluded all relief in that 
direction. To borrow a dollar from his 
bank on any note of hand he could offer 
was out of the question, the money strin- 
gency having become still more acute. Yet 
help must be had, and at once. Again he 
unfolded the slip and ran his eyes m-er the 
items, his mind in deep though t, then he 
added in an anxious tone: 
"Are you a ware, Harry, that this list 
amounts to se\-eral thousand dollars?" 
,. Yes-I saw it did. I had no idea it 
was so much. I never thought anything 
about it, in fact. 
Iy father always paid- 
paid for anything I wanted." Neither did 
the young fellow ever concern him<;elf 
about the supply of water in the old well at 

loorlands. His experience had been alto- 
gether with the bucket and - the gourd: 
all he had had to do ","as to dip in, 
" And have you any money left, Harry?" 
Again St. George ruminated. It had been 
many years since he had been so disturbed 
about any matter im-oldng money, 
"
ot much. \Yhat I have is in mv 
dra wer upstairs." . 
"Then I'll lend you the money." This 
came with a certain spontaneity-quite as 
if he had said to a companion who had lust 
his umbrella-" Take mine! " 
,. But have you got it, Cnde George?" 
asked Harry in an anxious tone. 
"Ko-not that I know of," he replied 
simply, but with no weakening of his de- 
termination to see the boy through, no 
matter at what cost. 
"'Yell-then-how will you lend it?" 
laughed Harry. :\loney crises had not 
formed part of his troubles. 
"Egad, my boy, I don't know!-but 
somehow," 
He rang the bell and Todd put in his 
head, "Go around outside, Todd-see if 
young :\1r. Pawson is in his office below, 
present my compliments and say that it will 
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give me great pleasure to call upon him 
regarding a matter of business. " 
.. Yes sah-" 
"-
-\nd, Todd-say also that if agree- 
able to him, I will be there in ten minutes." 


Punctually at ten o'clock on the follow- 
ing morning the shrh"elled body and anx- 
ious face of the agent was ushered by Todd 
into St. George's presence, Dandy sniffing 
at his knees, convinced that he was a 
suspicious person. The hour had been 
1ìxed by Temple in case he was not sent for 
earlier, and as no messenger had so far 
reached him the bill collector was greatly 
in doubt as to the nature of his reception, 
He had the same hat in his hand and the 
same handkerchief-a weekly, or probably 
a monthly comfort-its dingy red color 
defrauding the laundry. 
"I have waited, sir," Gadgem began in 
an unctuous tone, his eyes on the dog who 
had now regained his place on the hearth 
rug-" waited impatiently, relying upon 
the word and honor of-" 
"There-that will do, Gadgem," laughed 
St. George good-naturedly. Somehow he 
seemed more than usually happy this 
morning-bubbling over, indeed, ever 
since. Todd had brought him a message 
from the young lawyer in the basement 
but half an hour before. "Keep that sort of 
talk for those who like it, 
Ir. Gadgem:- 
No, Todd, you needn't bring l\Ir. Gadgem 
a chair for he won't be here long enough 
to enjoy it. 1\ow listen," and he took the 
memorandum from his pocket. "These 
bills are correct. 
Ir. Rutter has had the 
money and the goods. Take this list 
which I have signed to my attorney in the 
office underneath and be prepared to give a 
receipt in full for each account at twelve 
o'clock to-morrow. I have arranged to 
have them paid in full. Good-morning." 
Gadgem stared. He did not believe a 
word about fmding the money downstairs. 
He was accustomed to being put off that 
way and had already formulated his next 
tactical move. In fact he was about to 
name it with some positiveness, recounting 
the sort of papers which would follow and 
the celerity of their serving, when he sud- 
denly becàme aware that St. Ceorge's eye 
,vas fixed upon him and instantly stopped 
breathing. 
,. I said good-morning, 
Ir. Gadgem," 


repeated St. George sententiously, There 
""as no mistaking his meaning. 
"I heard you, sir," hesitated the col- 
lector-" I heard you di
tillctly, but in 
cases of this kind there is-" 
St. George swung back the door and 
stood \vaiting. No man living or dead had 
ever doubted the word of St. George \\ïl- 
mot Temple, not even by a tone of the 
voice, and Gadgem's was certainly sug- 
gestive of a well-defined and most offensive 
doubt. Todd moved up closer; Dandy 
rose to his feet, thinking he might be of use. 
The little man looked from one to the 
other. He might add an action for assault 
and battery to the claim, but that would 
delay its collection. 
"Then at twelve o'clock, to-morrow, 
Ir. 
Temple," he purred blandly. 
" At twelve 0' clock!" repeated St. George 
coldly, wondering which end of the intruder 
he would grapple when he threw him 
through the front door and down the front 
steps. 
"I will be here on the stroke of the clock, 
sir-on the stroke," and Gadgem slunk out. 
For some minutes St. George continued 
to walk up and down th
 room, stooping 
once in a while to caress the setter; dn"- 
washing his hands; tapping his well-cut 
waistcoat with his shapely tìngers, his 
thumbs in the arm-holes, halting now and 
then to stretch himself to the full height of 
his hody. He had outwitted the colonel- 
taught him a lesson-let him see that he 
,,,,as not the only "hound in the pack," 
and, best of all, he had saved the boy from 
annoyance and possibly from disgrace. 
St. George was still striding up and down 
the room, when Harry, \\"ho had overslept 
himself, as usual, came down to breakfast. 
Had some friend of his found a gold mine 
in the back yard-or better still, had Todd 
just discovered a forgotten row of old 
"Brahmin J\Iadeira" in some dark corner 
of his cellar-Temple could not have been 
more buoyant. 
"Glad you didn't get up any earlier, you 
good-for-nothing sleepy-head!" he cried in 
welcoming, joyous tones. " You have just 
missed that ill-smelling buzzard." 
"\\That buzzard?" asked Harry, glanc- 
ing over the letters on the mantel in the 
forlorn hope of finding one from Kate, 
"'Vhy, Gadgem-and that is the last you 
will ever see of him." 
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"\Yhy?-has father paid him?" he 
asked in a listless way, patting Dandy's 
head thrust affectionately into his hand- 
his mind still on Kate. Now that \\ïllits 
was with her, as everyone said-she would 
ne,.er write him again. He was a fool to 
expect it he thought, and he sighed heavily, 
,. Of course he hasn't paid him-but I 
have, That is, a friend of mine has-or 
will." 
"You have!" cried Harry with a start. 
He was interested now-not for himself, 
but for St. George - no penny of his 
uncle's money should ever go to pay his 
debts. "\"here did the money come 
from? " 
"X ever you mind where the money came 
from, You found it for Gilbert-did he ask 
you where you got it? \Yhy should you 
ask me?" 
"\Yell, I won't; but you are mighty good 
to me, r nde George, and J am very grate- 
ful to you." The relief was not over- 
whelming, for the burden of the debt had 
not been heavy. It was only the sting of 
his father's refusal that had hurt. He had 
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always believed that the financial tangle 
would be straightened out somehow, 
"N 0 I-damn it I-you are not grateful. 
You shan't be grateful!" cried St. George 
with a boyish laugh, seating himself that 
he might fill his pipe the better from a 
saucer of tobacco on the table, "If you 
were grateful it would spoil it all. \Yhat 
you can do, however, is to thank your lucky 
stars that that greasy red pocket handker- 
chief will ne,.er be aired in' your presence 
again. And there's another thing you can 
be thankful for now that you are in a thank- 
ful mood, and that is that ßlr. Poe will be 
at Guy's to-morrow, and wants to see me." 
He had finished filling the bowl, and had 
struck a match. 
The boy's eyes danced, Gadgem, his 
father, his debts, everything-was forgotten. 
"Oh, l'msoglad! How do you know?" 
"Here's a letter from him." (Puff-puff.) 
"And can I see him?" 
"Of course you can see him! \Ye will 
ha,.e him to dinner, my boy! Here comes 
Todd with your coffee, Take my seat so 
I can talk to you while I smoke." 


(To be continued.) 
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By John K:endrick Bangs 


\rHEX Phyllis lets me gaze into her eye", 
I t fills my soul with ever fresh surprise 
To note a figure small deep-set in each, 
As though a thousand leagues beyond my reach, 

 0 larger than the tiniest woodland elf- 
Each one the perfect portrait of myself. 


The perfect portrait? NaY! I would 'twere so 
Rejoicing in that soft and
 heavenly glow 
That hedges them about! \rhat utter bliss 
To li,'e, and be, in such a home as this, 
And looking out from it each day to see 
The world as Phyllis thinks the world to be! 


\h well-let it be mine to choose m\- wa\', 
Year after year, through every passi
g da"y, 
So well, in truth, that as this world appears 
To her, unsullied, void of evil fears, 
So may it be as far as in me lies 
To keép it as it seems to Phyllis' eyes. 
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D . - OU will r
memher-if you 
- have sat III the stalls of 
the old French Opera 
House on Bourbon Street, 
. .. to hear "Le Jongleur de 
... Notre Dame"-you will 
remember Fanchot. 
Fanchot was Le Jongleur. I do not say 
he sang it. J\Iary Garden did that. Fan- 
chot u,'as the creature-body and blood 
and motley, .-\ shrinking, undersized boy, 
meagrely fleshed; an eager body inside the 
juggler's gauds; great,gentle, sad, gray eyes; 
and a mouth, pitifully young, forever twitch- 
ing between pain and laughter-that was Le 
Jongleur. Incidentally, that was Fanchot. 
\Vhen they took him from his balls and 
tricks to put a monk's robe on him, it tied a 
knot about your heart-he was so much a 
boy, so young, so eager, so full of quaint 
bravado, and passionate desire to please- 
but when in the last act he came before the 
altar, casting that robe aside, the knot 
broke, and your heart swelled to bursting. 
If you were human, and had not the temper 
of cold steel, you put a hand to your eyes, 
unashamed. 
For Fanchot, in motley, singing his songs, 
dancing his dances, and juggling his bright 
swift halls before the Blessed ßlother-the 
only offering he knew how to make her- 
was something not easily to be laughed 
aside. Like a gallant toy suldier come to 
life, he strutted up and down, his little drum 
throbbed beneath his tìngers, and his bells 
jingled. Above him, the high altar glowed, 
with lights like jewels. \\Then he looked up 
to the pictured face of 1Iary, his feet fal- 
tered, and his voice broke; but then he soon 
went on again, more eagerly than ever, 
leaping and whirling like mad in the earnest 
of his dance. Had not Boniface told him 
that the best one could do made always an 
acceptahle offering in Her sight? .\nd, 
this was his best-his highest reach-his 
Art. So when he fell panting upon the 
altar-steps, exhausted near tu death, and 
the white hand uf the \ïrgin was stretched 
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out above him in benediction-you credited 
the miracle. .ßIore, you saw your own accus-' 
tomed prayers for what they were, sick, sorry' 
things in the light of that boy's white faith. 
That, as I have said, was Le Jongleur 
who was Fanchot. But Fanchot was not 
always Le Jongleur, else this story need not 
be written. There is not much material in 
mere goodness for the stories that people 
will read. 
Fanchot in his ordinary self, was some- 
what otherwise. His name, given him by 
certain doting parents and godparents in 
baptism, was Camille Jean _Marie, which 
goes far to explain why he sang in a lyric 
tenor and wore neckties of delicate gray. 
\Yhen he was not rehearsing, nor perform- 
ing, nor riding about in taxicahs-a recrea- 
tion which he adored-he lived at the Hotel 
de Paris, which, everyone knows, is just 
across the street from the French Opera 
House, and shelters in its capacious gray 
bosom most of the latter's song-birds. 
Fanchot had a room there' and, in addi- 
tion, when he chose to be at home for them, 
three plentiful meals a day. On the whole, 
he found it an easy and a pleasant life. Of 
an evening, he sat cosily ensconced behind 
the little table nearest the window-which 
was nearest the door-and sipped his sour, 
red wine, and gulped his cafe Iloir, and 
rolled and lit his subsequent cigarettes, with 
no interruption other than the genial nod of 
Charprent, the big basso, who ate across 
the room with his wife; or the shrill, com- 
radely greeting of Handel, the première dan- 
seuse,o or the languishing glances of Ber- 
gère, the fat soprano, who hugged a little 
white dog "ith one hand, and manipulated 
a fork with the other, 
Fanchot sat quite alone, yet was not lone- 
ly, till there came upon the scene, the little 
1Iartier! 

Iartier, to admit the grievous truth, was 
an interloper. Poor, pretty Guyol, the 
original chantcllse legère of the troupe, had 
quarrelled with the manager, and departed 
in haste, thereby forfeiting a month's sal- 
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.. You have perhaps an eye of glass?" she inquired pleasantly one t:"ening at dinner.-Page 23 8 , 


ary; whereupon 
Iartier, coming, as Fan- 
chot justly considered, from Heaven-knows- 
where, in answer to imploring managerial 
telegrams, took her place. Further, there 
being no other seat for the new-comer, she 
was put tête-à-tête with Fanchot at the little 
table, Further yet, she was so pretty as to 
be proud, and so petted as to be spoiled-a 
dark, scornful little creature, rose-cheeked, 
'with eyes like the evening star's reflection in 
twin pools. Furthest of all, upon the first 
evening, Fanchot had spoken quite kindly, 
meaning to put her at her ease, and the hus- 
sy had flouted him. Somewhat after this 
fashion: 
" You have sung elsewhere?" inquired 
Fanchot with an air-indulgent as an old 
gentleman in spats. 
"That runs without speaking," she re- 
turned coolly, "else what should I be doing 
here? " 
"But your so charming youth," he per- 
sisted still kindly. Just at the first, she 
pleased his artistic eye, 
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.:\Iartier bit her lower lip to stifle a yawn. 
"The bread, if you please." 
Fanchot presented it. 
" You cannot have had much experience." 
"Kot too much," she retorted pertly, 
"but enough." 
" You would sing 
rusette, one supposes 
-a very delightful 
[usette." 
Now it is not l\Iusette who has the im- 
portant role in "Bohême." The little clzan- 
/ellse flung Fanchot a disdainful look, 
".:\Iimi," she corrected laconically. 
" Ah ?" said Fanchot, still quite innocent 
of any desire to offend, "one would not 
have supposed it. Kcdda?" 
She merely nodded. 
" _Michaela? " 
An affirmative motion of the eyebrows. 
" Juliette? " 
Another nod. 
At that, he smiled, with pleasure-the 
boyish, deprecating smile of Le Jongleur. 
"I also sing Romeo. It is of my best." 
She looked him over accurately. 
237 
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"One would not have supposed it. 'Ve 
ha\Oe no sugar at this place?" 
Fanchot signalled the disinterested wait- 
er, Having a friendly heart, Fanchot en- 
dea vored still to condescend. 
" You will not find us difficult-we little 
ones of the Opera." 
"\Yhat does it matter?" inquired the in- 
solent 
Iartier, and rose from the table, 
having finished her meal. She left Fan- 
chot staring. 
There you have in its beginning a very 
pretty feud, for 
Iartier continued to sit at 
Fanchot'5 table, and soon his spirit rose 
against her continued flagellation. It was 
not a great spirit, if you like, having its finest 
expression in juggling balls before an altar; 
but clean it was-as spiri ts go-and childish- 
iy sweet. It could be childishly vicious, too, 
when some one prodded it, as l\Iartier chose 
to do invariably. It was as if she had con- 
ceived a fcline dislike for him, unsheathed 
her claws whenever he approached, and de- 
fied him to smooth her fur. Soon there was 
open war between them, to the good-natured 
amusement of the rest of the troupe. 
"She is a cat, that little ::\Iartier," said 
Fanchot gloomily to Charprent one day. 
" Yes, but I had Tather have her scratch 
than purr," was the basso's deep-voiced 
condolence. "It is so hard to be rid of 
them-when they purr." 
Fanchot shrugged. He was fresh from 
an encounter, and his wounds yet smarted. 
One deep wound which l\1artier had in- 
flicted, and continued to rub with salt, con- 
cerned acutely the personal comeliness of 
the little tenor, 
Fanchot had a cast in one eye-a very 
slight cast-scarcely to be noticed, and 
surely not to be remarked upon. l\lartier 
observed it, however, and all was grist that 
came to her wicked mill. 
" You have perhaps an eye of glass?" she 
inquired pleasantly one evening at dinner, 
when the feud had been more than usually 
intense. 
Fanchot indignantly denied it. 
"But why should you care? It is a very 
good eye-the difference is slight, I should 
scarcely have known!" 
"It is my own eye," he assured her, in a 
white heat of rage. 
"But yes," she murmured soothingly, 
"it b
comes your own, since it is paid for. 
A perfect match. I assure you, I should 


Fanchot 


never have known, except for a little, little 
crookedness-like a cast." 
"It is a cast," said Fanchot between his 
teeth, "in my eye." 
"One understands," she agreed indul- 
gently, "in your eye-not in the one of 
glass. No matter!" 
Thereafter she lost no occasion of tor- 
menting him. Fanchot was impotent, till 
an unexpected, but quite perceptible flat- 
ting of l\fimi's notes, one night, gave him 
his opportunity. Next day at luncheon, he 
rose to the occasion. 
"How you must have been mortified!" 
he consoled her, "last night-to flat so 
dreadfully! " 
"I?" cried .i\Iartier, "to flat!" 
Her brown eyes flamed fury, The blood 
swept up into her cheeks. 
"The papers speak of it-you have not 
seen?" he suggested mildly. "Ko matter! 
Let us talk of something more pleasant-" 
l\fartier was out of the room, and half- 
way up the stairs in quest of a morning pa- 
per, before the last word left his lips. 
"TouchéJ" chuckled Fanchot to himself. 
But he pushed his plate aside, and ate no 
more lunch that day, 
For Le Jongleur who was Fanchot, and 
Fanchot who was Le Jongleur, had come to 
love the one who flayed him, Slowly, but 
with the sureness of a sunrise, it had come 
to him that his taunts were so many weak 
defences, so many feeble barricades against 
an encroaching tide. \\Thile he answered 
sneer with sneer, his eyes were hungry upon 
the curl that touched her cheek. 'Vhile he 
parried and thrust in the vindictive fence 
she forced upon him, he would have given 
his soul to put his lips to her hand; and 
while he laughed lightest at the flatting of 
her notes, mentally he was down in the dust 
at her feet, praying that for her own sake, 
she might not do it again. 
Nothing of this came home to l\fartier, 
though beside herself there was no soul in 
the troupe who did not know the truth, or 
who failed, with true temperamental wit, to 
make a jest of it. 
The season marched, as seasons do, and 
one after another, subscription nights were 
added to the past. By some quaint chance, 
the fickle public chose to be pleased with 
Fanchot and _Martier in "Pagliacci "-so 
" Pagliacci " was sung, an incredible num- 
her of times, with Martier, an impish, en- 
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DraWll by Lucius IV. Hitclzeock. 
Something more than the sad clown's fury burned in Fanchot's gray eyes on such nights.-Page 24 0 . 



It was perhaps a little past tho: third hour after midni
ht., . He stretched buth hands across the table and 
whispered a name.-Page 243. 


tieing 
 edda, and Fanchot, a poignantly 
impassioned Canio. Something more than 
the sad clown's fury burned in Fanchot's 
gray eyes on such nights. 
\ fire of longing 
touched him, and a flame of wild regret. 
In "Romeo et Juliette" he was the wistful- 
lest lover those walls had seen-as Juliette 
was the shyest maid-what Fam-hot lacked 
in impres;i\Oeness of stature, he atoned for 
in earne
t-but it was hard for any man to 
love poetically to the undercurrent accom- 
paniment that 
Iartier played him. 
'Yhen, for e
ample, she leaned from the 
balcony into his yearning arms, he ha\"- 
ing gallantly ascended the rope-ladder, and 
pledged him her tender heart-between the 
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outbursts of their duet, she tortured him in 
a delicate whisper. 
. "Do n?t put your face so ncar-I cannot 
smg- ' 
"Oh la! la!-if you regard me so mourn- 
fully with the eye of glass, I shall undoubt- 
edly laugh." 
"If only you do not flat 
 " hissed Fanchot, 
before ,'owing, in exquisite limpid harmo- 
nies, that yonder moon might prove his 
constancv. 
By re;son of the merciless exigencies of 
Gounod's music, Juliette was thereupon 
faint with happiness, but in a murmur fol- 
lowing sweetly, so that her red lips barely 
moved, she wielded the las
l once more. 



"I do not care that you should hold me so 
close-" 
.And Romeo, swearing his soul to her ser- 
vice, muttered in the 1Ìrst free second, with 
dry lips- 
"I have no wish-" 
\Vherein he lied, shamefully-from the 
depths of a fiery furnace, as it were. 
But )lartier did not laugh. Being J u- 
liette, she flung instead both white arms 
about his neck, and uttered a trill of ecstatic 
emotion-only as her dark hair swept his 
cheek where the blood leaped up to wel- 
come it, she cooed softly, with a refinement 
of derision, with an absolute quintessence 
of unkindliness: 
"That sees itself." 
In spite of all which," Romeo et Juliette" 
was one of Fanchot's few remaining joys in 
life, At least it brought him to where he 
would be, and not all the little 1fartier's un- 
speakable cruelties could rob him of a con- 
sequent choking happiness that endured to 
the fall of the curtain. 
Fanchot was not a Cave-:Man, as one sees 
that delightful tradition, It occurred to 
him not once in the course of a tumultuous 
season that no woman is won by humility, 
and that a trifle of brute force \vill move 
mountains. It may be he had never heard 
of a Caye-:Man, or, having heard, it may 
be that he shuddered at the heresy, In 
any case, where rudeness and determina- 
tion might have been wisdom most effect- 
ive, he preferred to rely upon caustic epi- 
grams, which broke beneath his weight- 
added to their own. 
So things grew no better between the little 
tenor and the clzantellse legère-if anything, 
they altered for the worse. Day after day, 
the two broke bread together at the little 
table, and scorned each other furiously 
above the salt. The audiences that filled 
the Opera House from parquet to gallery 
that winter, never knew that each red-rose 
moment of "Pagliacci" was a delicious 
agony to Fanchot who sang it. They ap- 
plauded-those big stupid audiences-and 
in the boxes, the débutantes, all white and 
pink like wind-flowers, murmured, rustling 
among themselves: 
"Isn't he sweet ?-Fanchot! Those eyes, 
my dear! No less than burning I-and 
eyelashes long as your arm." 
Poor Fanchot! 
Iartier had not observed 
those eyelashes, or she would doubtless have 
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asked, with a delicate sniff, if perhaps he 
braided them before retiring at night. 
It was well into January when the first 
slackening of work appeared, and with it 
the first easier days for the singers. ::\Iardi 
Gras came early, with a rout of balls pre- 
ceeding it, and the Opera House was, by 
right of tradition, converted on such occa- 
sion into a ball-room. Not more than two 
nights out of a week, therefore, were Ber- 
gère and Charprent and 1Iartier and the 
rest of them in demand. They took ad- 
vantage joyfully of their increasing idleness. 
Charprent and his wife made long excur- 
sions into the country, returning foot-sore 
and jubilant. Bergère and her little white 
dog underwent a rest-cure with a masseuse 
in attendance. Flippant, slender Handel 
haunted the shops in an orgy of chiffons. 
Fanchot, daily, took solemn, aimless rides 
in buzzing taxicabs, And 1Iartier- 
Iar- 
tier went away, as often as chance permit- 
ted, to a certain charming plantation-house, 
in one of the Parishes, where the hostess, 
herself a poet in a small and delicate way, 
delighted to play at hohemia, and worship 
genius in its hours of ease, 
She was a witch, that small 
Iartier. 
Upon each fresh return, when Fanchot, 
hoping against hope, greeted her tentatiye- 
ly, she trod upon his wound. You may 
imagine her little French heels, dappled 
with blood, tapping blithely, nonetheless, 
upon their way. 
" Ah!" she would cry, unfolding her nap- 
kin daintily, "you? How this place is dull 
-eh? Are you looking at me? I cannot 
always tell-because of the eye, Is it not 
quaint? " 
And Fanchot would smile wryly-his 
hope once more flung back upon itself. 
"To-night," he would remind her, 
"there is Juliette. I trust she will not flat 
one little note. I have an ear so delicate!" 
But it grew tiresome, that game! 
Then at the end of a certain week, the 
last in January, l\Iartier, who had gone 
as usual to the plantation, failed to return 
one morning; and evening papers, hawked 
about the street by careless boys, printed 
her name in little black letters, midway of a 
pitiful little list. There had been a wreck 
-a spreading rail-and four lives lost. 
That was not, in itself, so strange a thing. 
\Ye must have wrecks, we wbo travel fast. 
But when the wreck is at our door- 
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Charprent, the paper crackling in the 
hold of his great fist, came first to the Hotel 
de Paris with the news. To his wife who 
met him on the stairs with some inconse- 
quent pleasantry about his lateness, he said 
five words, his kind, square-jawed face 
paling dreadfully, his voice a husk. 
"The little :Martier," he told it thus, "is 
dead." 
"Xinette!" shrieked madame, clutching 
the railing, 
In a moment she essayed to laugh, timo- 
rously. 
" :\Iacaque ! You jest." 
"Read," said Charprent, and held the 
paper up before her eyes, ,,'hereupon ma- 
dame went presently, and with no warning 
beyond one strangled gulp, into a clamor of 
hysterics. She had been fond of the wilful 
girl. 
"That is well enough," muttered Char- 
prent, ",ve must all grieve-we others- 
but who is to tell Fanchot?" 
Not Bergère-who, when she heard of 
the tragedy, clutched her little white dog up 
to her cheek, and wept loudly, She had 
been jealous of 1\Iartier, but one cannot be 
jealous of the dead. Her tears were real. 
Handel cried out between her sobs that 
she would not dare, she could not bear to 
hurt a fly. 
The rest ,vere no less stubborn-like 
frightened children, 
"Then I, myself-" sighed Charprent. 
A gloom settled down upon the Hotel 
de Paris, like a clinging black pall. The 
women gathered in Bergère's room weep- 
ing, and remembering little sunny episodes 
of the dead girl's life. The men clogged 
the hallways, smoking solemnly. Into 
this atmosphere of darkness and dolor, 
came Fanchot, and closed the door behind 
him. 
At first they thought, Charprent and one 
other who went gravely to meet him, that he 
did not know, He wore a gray suit, with a 
red flower in his button-hole, and his soft 
gray hat was pushed quite rakishly upon 
the back of his head. Then they saw his 
face, and Charprent, not knowing why he 
did so, took the paper from Fanchot's hand. 
" Am I late for dinner?" asked Fanchot, 
and that was all. The soul of the man, like 
a naked thing seeking cover, caught up the 
first flimsy c
mmonplace it could find to 
shelter its agony. 
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"1\0," said big Charprent, clumsily ten- 
der, "you are not late, my boy." 
And the third man added eagerly, he too 
clutching the ordinary, for comfort: 
"There is perhaps an hour yet." 
"That is good," said Fanchot, but when 
they looked to see him go up the stairs, car- 
rying his grief like a burden, he crossed the 
threshold of the dining-room, walked 
straight to the little table by the window, 
placed his hat upon the floor, sat down, 
rested his elbows upon the cloth, and.stared 
at the empty chair-the chair of little :\Iar- 
tier-which stood there facing him, All 
of this he did like a man in a dream, not de- 
liberately, but with an unseeing sureness. 
The forks beside her plate were awry, and 
he set them straight. Then he sat once 
more quiet, looking across the table, his 
hands clasped loosely before him, his shoul- 
ders drooping. 
He was like that, while Charprent stood 
and watched him. \Vhen Charprent went 
away, he did not move; and he was like 
that, yet later, a live man stiffening to stone, 
while the Hotel de Paris ate its sorrowful 
dinner around him, muffling the noises of 
fork on platter, that grief might go un- 
disturbed. The waiter brought him one 
course after another, and took each away 
untouched. 
Charprent, stopping on the way out, his 
big face distorted with feeling, laid a hand 
on the nearest gray shoulder. 
" 1\1 Y boy," he suggested huskily, "if you 
could perhaps eat-" 
"Eh ?" Fanchot did not look up, he 
merely moved his head. "Another time." 
"The good God knows we can only 
wait," the older man continued. 
"I am waiting," said Fanchot. 
And there was no answer to that, Char- 
prent could see for himself. 
So, softly, and with a beautiful under- 
standing that seemed not to be aware of 
Fanchot's presence, the company slipped 
out, the waiters cleared the tables deftly, 
and the dining-room was again deserted. 
Through the semi-gloom, the white cloths, 
and the dim goblets, the plated forks, and 
the tall carafes showed eerily, An air of 
weariness hovered about the place, an air 
of crowded yesterdays and juggernaut to- 
morrows. 
Fanchot, in his corner, sat very still, and 
outside, at intervals, the cars roared by like 



rushing winds. \Yhen it was nine o'clock, 
and still the little tenor had not moved, a 
waiter came quietly to Charprent, an air of 
sympathetic apology upon his weazened 
face. He was an old man, and in his time 
had slept wi th sorrow. 
"One would not disturb him," he said, 
"but it is the rule of the house. After nine 
hours, no light burns in the dining-room- 
and he sits there still," 
"Put out your light," the basso told him. 
"Have no concern. I shall be here." 
The waiter hung back a moment, wist- 
fwly. 
,. If one might remark it-she was a child 
of the sunshine, that little one." 
"It is true," said Charprent simply, "but 
the good God knows." 
The waiter went back to the dining-room, 
walking softly, and turned out the single 
gas-jet that had been burning upon the 
chandelier. It left the place in a musty 
shadow. Only the bloom of an arc-light 
across the street sifted through the closed 
windows, and thinned the blackness, 
"If there is anything monsieur wishes," 
offered the waiter, hesitating before the lit- 
tle table in the corner. 
"Eh ?" said Fanchot, answering as if 
from a great distance, but quietly, He add- 
ed, after a moment, seeming to remember, 
"There is nothing," 
\Vhen the waiter had gone, time passed 
unremarked. Noises in the street grew 
less. There had been no performance in- 
tended for the opera that night, and the ho- 
tel went early to bed. The sound of the 
infrequcnt cars came like a gash across the 
stillness, One might have heard the wires 
singing. And the darkness was without 
comfort. 
It was perhaps a little past the third hour 
after midnight, when Fanchot moved in 
his chair. He stretched both hands softly 
across the table, turned them palm upward, 
as a man who begs, and whispered a name. 
In that long, silent room, its echo did not 
cross the threshold. 
"'VeIl-Beloved!" he said, and again, 
shaken with longing, "my \V ell- Beloved!" 
A little mouse came out of its hole, and 
gnawed raspingly .beside _the fireplace-no 
sound but that, 
" Juliette!" said Fanchot, very stilly; one 
might have thought, to hear him, he hdd 
his breath betwecn the words-they do, 
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who listen for an answer. "'
Iy \Vel1-Be- 
loved!-Dear God!-)[y 'VeIl-Beloved!" 
_-\ little wind came up, and fretted at the 
windows. 
A sob caught suddenly in Fanchot's 
throat. 
"But I have waited!" he said, desperate- 
ly low, and bis hands clenched in upon 
themselves, nail into palm, rigid with agony. 
"Dear God I-my 'Y ell- Beloved!" 
Before his eyes, dark with pain, and 
strained with the hopeless hope of re-vision- 
ing, a shadow fell and wavered. It grew, 
misting faintly into form beside that empty 
chair. 
\gainst the darkness, it was as a 
film; against the close air, as a perfume; 
against the silence as a heart-beat. 
Fanchot sat wrung and tortured. He 
scarcely breathed. His eyes burned into 
the dark. 
Then, while the little mouse rasped at the 
wall, and the little wind fretted at the win- 
dows, there came two other eyes that an- 
swered-wide, mocking eyes above a red 
mouth, tilting at the corners. From the 
chair that had been empty across the table, 
smiled the little 
Iartier, and Fanchot 
sensed a voice. 
"Oh la! la!" it murmured, "if you rc- 
gard me so mournfully wi th the eye of 
glass, I shall undoubtedly laugh." 
"
Iy \Yell-Beloved," said Fanchot in his 
heart. His lips moved but slightly, yet he 
said it again and again. 
"One would not have supposed that you 
sang Romeo," the wide eyes swept him with 
a delicate disdain, the red mouth curled 
into a smile. 
Fanchot's face paled till, even in that 
darkness, it shmved a blur of light. A 
breathless ecstasy trembled in his voice. 
He spoke so low you might not have heard 
him, though you stood at his elbow. 
"Romeo?" he said it after her, lingering- 
ly. "Romeo was a poor fellow-he could 
only die when Juliette was gone. I have 
called you back, my \\Tell-Beloved-I have 
called you back!" 
"Do you so far flatter yourself?" She 
mocked him. 
"There are you," he pleaded, "and here 
am I! Has it been one hour or twelve I 
have sat here? I cannot tell, I have taken 
my heart in my hands and wrung it dry. I 
only know I called you-and you have 
come." 
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"To see "-her chin lifted prettily-" to 
see poor Romeo pray." 
Fanchot's dry lips twitched. 
"I love you," he said, "I love you!-be- 
yond all hope-beyond all peace. For 
every jest you t1ung at me I lm"e you more 
-for every sneer-for every taunt. I have 
not forgotten that first night-I have not 
forgotten any night. I shall never forget." 
She nodded her head, an ethereal mirth 
narrowing the beautiful eyes. 
"That sees itself," she murmured. 
"There is no music in heaven," he told 
her, in broken passionate whispers, "like the 
notes you have flatted. If I have laughed at 
them, the good God knows I lied," 
"Doubtless," she nodded sweetly, 
"doubtless you lied." 
"-
Iy 'Yell-Beloved!" breathed Fanchot 
hoarsely, "my little, little love!" 
A silence came between them. 
\cross 
the table, his eyes devoured the shadowy 
cun"e of her cheek. The room sank away 
from his consciousness. It may be that 
his hand trembled, for suddenly a spoon 
clinked beneath it and at that a great shud- 
der took him, from head to heel. He shiv- 
ered pitifully, like a man with the ague, set- 
ting his teeth that they might make no 
sound. 
In the street outside, a cart went by, clat- 
tering horribly, and after a little, another. 
The air was chill with dawn. 
\t the win- 


dows, the dark grew slowly pallid. \" ague 
shapes revealed themselves about the room. 
There was a careful step upon the stair, 
and Charprent stood in the doorway. In 
the twilight, he looked haggard and large 
and old, His shirt was open at the throat, 
and his eyes were heavy with sleep. Cau- 
tiously, he crossed the room, and laid his 
kindly hand on Fanchot's shoulder. 
"It is not long," he muttered, "before 
the house awakes-and one would be alone 
with his grief. All night, is it not? I have 
watched, It may be that you would sleep 
now, my friend." 
"She was there," said Fanchot, and 
pointed across the table. 
"But yes," said the older man soothingly. 
"Now, let us go, before the servants come 
It has been of a length-this night!" 
Fanchot's tired mouth twitched, hisshoul- 
ders heaved with a long, shuddering breath. 
"See, now!" coaxed Charprent, "shall 
we go?" 
They went up the stairs together, Fan- 
chot stumbling a little, like a man who has 
drunk too deep. 
"The good God knows," sighed Char- 
prent, when they had reached the little 
tenor's room; "it all makes Art-love, life, 
and death." 
But Fanchot, who was Le Jongleur, had 
no answer. He lay, face down, across the 
bed, and wept. 
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By I(enton Foster Murray 


THIS little child, so white, so calm, 
Decked for her grave, 
Encountered death ,vithout a qualm. 
Are yuu as bra '"e ? 


So small, and armed with naught beside 
Her mother's kiss, 
Alone ::-.he stepped, unterrified, 
Into the abyss. 


"Ah," you explain, "she did not know- 
This babe of four- 
Just what it signifies to go," 
Do you know more? 



GER
IAN R.A.IL\VAY POLICY 


By EItner Roberts 


O RE non-German trading up- 
on a frontier of the world 
has the uneasy sense that in 
, competing with the German 
he is opposing not an indi- 
vidual but a nation. The 
American in the Levant, South Africa, or 
the Far East may be supported by a corpor- 
ation powerful at. home, with wide-spread 
alliances, yet he becomes dimly aware that 
while he after all only represents an in- 
dividual company, somehow behind his 
German competitor is the German nation 
in a real and co-operating sense. It is 
the interaction of government and busi- 
ness, the conscious adjustment by directing 
mind of one part of national endeavor with 
another, that makes possible much of the 
narrative of trade conquest told quarterly 
in the thin brochures of the Imperial Statis- 
tical Office. Tasks of statesmanship in 
German ministries, next to those of ad- 
ministration, concentrate on contributions 
to the national trade policy. The Prus- 
sian 
linistry of Education has reduced the 
unskilled within twenty years from about 
one-third of the industrial army to one- 
tenth by directing boys toward learning 
trades and by providing specific instruc- 
tion. The protection and extension of trade 
spheres has become the vital principle of 
foreign policy. Questions of prestige and 
delight in playing the game for its own sake 
have become secondary. Diplomatic con- 
troversies of this century, those settled and 
those pending, in Turkey, China, :i\Iorocco, 
Persia, relate to trade opportunities. The 
friendly attitudes of the Imperial and Prus- 
sian governments toward syndicates and 
other trade combinations rest upon trade 
considerations. The convincing argument 
for the navy is security for the sixteen bill- 
ions of marks planted fruitfully abroad, 
.-\n inquiry into each of these divisions of 
trade policy would be instructive, especially 
those concerning friendship with the syndi- 
cates, the measures taken to have boys and 
girls grow up into skilled instead of raw 
workers, and the benefits that science has 
given to technique. But in examining the 
German system with a purpose to under- 


stand how it comes about that foreign trade 
taking good years with bad, has advanced 
$113,000,000 each twelve months since 18 97, 
the Imperial government's use of the private 
and state-owned railway has been to me the 
most 
mazing and full of meaning. 
\Vhlle the Imperial government is not it- 
self a large railroad-owner, it has unified the 
policies and the charges upon the state and 
privately owned lines of the empire so that 
so far as the shipper perceives he is dealing 
with one transportation system whether the 
point of origin is on a line owned by one of 
the thirteen private companies or by Prussia, 
Bavaria, Baden, \YÜrtemberg, Saxony, or by 
the empire in Alsace-Lorraine. The control 
of the rates is centralized under the Bundes- 
rat, the Senate as it were, consisting of mem- 
bers appointed by the governments of the 
twenty-five individual monarchies and re- 
publics of the empire, The Bundesrat from 
time to time calls a "general conference" 
for regulating railway rates. The railways 
have voting powers in the conference ac- 
cording to mileage as follows: up to 50 kilo- 
metres (31 miles) one vote; above 50 and 
up to 150 kilometres (93.2 miles) two votes; 
from 150 kilometres to 300 (186.4) three 
votes; beyond 300 and up to 500 kilometres 
(310.7 miles) four votes, and for each addi- 
tional 200 kilometres (124.3 miles) one vote 
more. Business for the general conference 
is prepared by a Permanent Rate Commis- 
sion with representatives from fourteen rail- 
way boards. A subdivision of membership 
called the Trader's Committee is made up 
of five representatives of agriculture elected 
by the combined agricultural chambers of 
the empire, five representing the manufac- 
turing interests and five the distributing 
commercial interests. The two latter classes 
are elected by the chambers of commerce of 
the country acting together. These fIfteen 
and a member appointed by the Bavarian 
government recommend to the Permanent 
Commission authoritatively, especially in 
adjusting rates equitably among zones of 
traffic into which the empire is apportioned 
so that a shipper in one part of the country 
shall not be at a disadvantage in internal 
trade through his geographical location. 
2--1-5 
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The railway direction is informed upon 
local conditions through District Advisory 
Boards. 
Iembers of the boards are elect- 
ed or appointed in various ways, according 
to which state or private road is concerned, 
The principle of choice is that the District 
Board shall be representative of the agri- 
culture, the forestry, the manufactures, the 
mines, and the trade of the division, Prus- 
sia, which dominates the Imperial railway 
plexus, draws district advisers through 
election for three-year terms by chambers 
of commerce, merchants' associations, agri- 
cultural provincial unions, and other bodies 
designated by the minister of public works, 
The shipper dissatisfied with a rate starts 
his complaint with the local board. He 
may of course appeal from the judgment 
of the board, 
The Bundesrat in railway matters acts 
under general instructions agreed upon by 
the federated governments as follows: 
I. The advancement of the internal in- 
dustrial and agricultural production by 
cheapening the cost of raw materials or 
equipment for production. 
2, To facilitate the export of German 
products. 
3, To support the trade of German com- 
mercial centres. 
4. To favor German railway lines against 
competing foreign waterways and railways. 
The central government began its su- 
pervision of railway rates, whether state- 
owned or private, under clauses in the 
Imperial constitution of 1871. 
\rticle 4 
places the railways" subject to surveillance 
of the empire and to imperial legislation," 
while Article 8 creates the permanent 
committee of the Federal Council and Ar- 
ticle 42 provides "that in the interests of 
general commerce the Federal govern- 
ments undertake to administer the German 
railways as a uniform system." Article 


45 gives the empire control over rates and 
requires that uniform charges shall be 
introduced as soon as possible, agriculture 
and industry to have special privileges. 
In the development of the German rail- 
way system the clause of the constitution 
respecting special privileges has been util- 
ized to fix exceptional rates, based on po- 
litical and national considerations, upon 
more than half of all the freight carried. 
The Railway Board has established twenty- 
seven classes of exceptional tariffs for in- 
ternal trade and thirty-one classes of ex- 
ceptional rates for seaport traffic. \Yhen 
the Railway Board was created by the Im- 
perial Parliament in 1873 there were ninety 
railway administrations in Germany, with 
1,357 different rate-tables. This was in the 
days when the railways of Germany were 
largely in private company control. Bis- 
marck, speaking April 26, 1876, on a differ- 
ent phase of the subject, said: "Nowadays 
we see that railway administrations, without 
benefit to the railwavs and the shareholders, 
and as it were as a kind of sport, wage with 
each other wars which cost much money, 
and which are wars of power more than 
anything else, without 1ìnancial competi- 
tion." 
The exceptional tariffs for goods going 
abroad are designed on the general princi- 
ple of giving as Iowa proportionate rate to 
parcels as is given to carload lots destined 
for internal use. The wholesale glass-deal- 
er in Berlin shipping to Hamburg must 
pay at the rate of ten marks a metric hun- 
dredweight on shipments of glassware in 
less than carload lots. If, however, his 
shipment of less than a carload is for ex- 
port, he pays only three marks a metric 
hundredweight. The subjoined are some 
of the rates on goods for export contrasted 
with internal rates, in ten-ton lots per metric 
ton (2,204.6 pounds): 


I 
SHIPPING- POINTS MILES GOODS EXPORT NORMAL 
RATE RATE 
- 
Col?gne t,
 Han
?urg 2
i Copper wares $3. 1 4 &J.3 8 
Lead in blocks 3. 1 7 4. 86 
" " " " Cotton goods 3,64 6,3 8 
" " " " 
lachinery and machine parts 2.53 4. 86 
" " " " Iron plates and locomotives 1.33 3,83 
Frankfort to " 33 0 . 6 
lachinery and iron wares 3. 0 7 6.00 
" " Bremen 28 5. 2 " " " " 2.69 5. 21 
" " Lübeck 3 8 5 I " " " " 1. 6 7 4-7 1 
1\" ürnberg " Hamburg. 39
.6 Thuringian wares, toys 5. 8 3 9.33 
I 
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Exceptional rates, such as those in the 
foregoing table, are constructed upon three 
principles: That the goods are intended for 
export and must, therefore, be carried at a 
lower rate than goods for internal use; 
that the rate to such a port as Lüheck, 
whose steamship lines, running to certain 
limited territories, ought to haye a prefer- 
ential rate over the great ports of Hamburg 
and Bremen; and, finally, that the rates on 
particular lines of goods are adapted to 
conditions abroad that influence the export 
trade. For example, in bad trade years the 
rates are lowered far below the usual ex- 
ceptional rate, Sometimes the exceptional 
rate is cut a third, or even a half; and this 
is also done on internal shipments when ex- 
traordinary conditions prevail, such as a 
failure of the hay crop. 
The national railway supervision also 
makes exceptional tariffs on shipments 
from other countries passing through Ger- 
many, as for instance on the grain traffic 
from Russia to oversea countries. A special 
grain rate is made from Hungary to Eng- 
land by way of Hamburg in order to draw 
freight to Hamburg in competition with 
Belgian, Dutch, French, and Adriatic ports. 
These rates on goods of foreign origin are 
often made regardless of distance, and are 
designed to secure the traffic for German 
railways and steamship lines, The funda- 
mental idea is the use of transportation 
facilities as a basis for national industrial 
and commercial adyantage. The Imperial 
railway direction also grants extensiye re- 
bates to the large shippers. Thus, when 
coal is shipped it may have several excep- 
tional rates, depending upon the amount 
shipped, The shipper pays at the time of 
shipment the ordinary exceptional rate, and 
at the end of the year a rebate is paid him, 
according to whether the total of his ship- 
ments for the previous year falls into one 
or another of the special exceptional rates 
granted to the great shippers. 
The railway management grants indh-id- 
ual exceptional rates. For instance, a man 
of enterprise in a village, having found that 
the sand near by is adapted to the making 
of a certain kind of glass, decides to start a 
factory, provided he can have the combin- 
ing chemicals and coal brought to him at a 
price low enough to make his idea a profit- 
able one. He applies first to the chamber 
of commerce within whose jurisdiction his 
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locality is. It is the duty of the chamber of 
commerce, which in Germany is a semi- 
official body with a compulsory contribut- 
ing membership, to investigate the value of 
the idea technically. Should the project 
appear commercially sound, the governing 
body of the chamber will support an appli- 
cation for an individual rate on the mate- 
rials required. A fresh examination is made 
hy the railway authorities, and, if the con- 
clusions of the chamher of commerce are 
verified, the extraordinary rate is granted. 
Sixty-four per cent of all the freight car- 
ried on German railways is now taken 
under exceptional rates. The privileged 
traffic has increased from 45.6 per cent in 
18 95 to 64.3 per cent in 1909. 
The national railway supervision has pre- 
pared tariff rate-books for combined rail 
and sea routes arranged so simply that even 
the layman can understand them. A mer- 
chant at Burgas, Smyrna, or Galatz in the 
Levant asks of an 
\merican maker in 
Grand Rapids and of a German manu- 
facturer in Coburg a price on one hun- 
dred refrigerators, inclusive of freight and 
all other charges, delivered at his port. The 
Grand Rapids firm, if it has neyer before 
shipped to Smyrna, Burgas, or Galatz, must 
make wide inquiries taking much time and 
trouble before being able to determine ap- 
proximately what the transportation, termi- 
nal and forwarding charges by rail and 
steamer will be, for he will probably not be 
able to learn exactly what the charges of 
forwarding will be. After delays that may 
prevent his getting the order, he is obliged 
to name a price that will coyer the possi- 
ble difference between the compilation of 
freights and fonvarding charges and what 
they may actually be upon foreign shipping 
lines. The Coburg manufacturer, by re- 
ferring to the Levant rate-hook under Co- 
burg, sees that refrigerators are listed in the 
eleventh classification, and that the rate, 
including land and water, is at the ratp of 
marks 6.74 per 100 kilos for shipments 
under 5,000 kilos, marks 6.59 if beyond 
5,000 kilos, and marks 6.42 if amounting 
to more than 10,000 kilos. 
The railway administration undertakes 
also to be responsible, in connection "ith 
steamship companies, for the delivery of 
the shipment, so that the shipper, when he 
has paid the freight charges, need give 
himself no further concern. The railway 
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management obtains for him a bill of 
lading when the goods are placed aboard 
a steamer at Hamburg or Bremen, upon 
which the shipper may obtain his money at 
a bank, or, if he prefers, may forward the 
bill to the consignee. The essential facts in 
the transaction are that the shipper has 
worked out for him in advance the exact 
cost of transportation and delivery, and 
that he is able to have the government look 
after the delivery of the goods with no 
further bother to himself than if he were 
mailing a letter with the proper postage 
prepaid. Thus export is enormously facili- 
tated, especially for small concerns. 
Such rate-books as that described for 
the Levant have been worked out by the 
railway supervision for the whole world, 
although they are not published for dis- 
tribution except for the Levant and South 
Africa. It appears to be considered more ju- 
dicious from the stand-point of the:exporter 
not to publish rates for every part of the 
world for general distribution. The ex- 
porter can learn the rate to any port or 
railway station outside of Germany by in- 
quiring at his local railway station, Such 
inquiries regarding American cities reveal, 
I am told, that rates are made from interior 
points in Germany to cities west of the l\Iis- 
sissippi River lower than the rates on the 
same goods from the Atlantic seaboard to 
the same cities west of the :Mississippi. 
It has seemed tome possible that railways 
in the United States might co-operate under 
national supervision as effectively as the 
German railways, although conditions in 
the United States are extremely different 
from those in Germany, in that 91 per 
cent of the mileage in Germany is owned 
by the German states and only 9 per 
cent by private companies. Private com- 
panies are dependencies of the state-owned 
railways, because the state may take mer 
the private lines whenever it may wish to do 
so, at a fair valuation based upon the divi- 
dends of the previous ten years, In case a 
road has not been in operation as long as 
ten years, the diviclends for three years may 
be taken as the basis of valuation. The 
Imperial constitution establishes national 
supervision under the clauses that have 
been mentioned. Yet, under the recent leg- 
islation of Congress a more definite corre- 
lation of the railway interests of the United 
States has been begun than the Interstate 


Commerce Commission was able previously 
to undertake. 
The private lines in Germany have been 
treated liberally enough to allow them to 
declare dividends that have been steadily 
increasing with the de,'elopment of the 
country. The dividends of thirteen of the 
more important private lines run from 6 
to 9 per cent. For instance, the private 
"Lübeck-Büchener and Lübeck-Hamburg- 
er Railway." with a capital of 25,000,000 
marks and bonds for 19,650,000 marks, has 
paid during the last three years 8 per cent, 
the highest dividends paid since the open- 
ing of the line in 1852, The dividends be- 
gan at 2 per cent and, with slight fluctua- 
tions, have risen during fifty-eight years to 
the present 8 per cent. The prosperity be- 
gan in the early seventies, when the divi- 
dend rose to 5! per cent, and it has ne"er 
fallen below that figure since. The Lü- 
beck-Büchener and Lübeck-Hamburger 
Railway is not selected from the thirteen 
for its prosperity, but is taken as a repre- 
sentative company. The Prussian state 
railways, which dominate the German sys- 
tem, pay 8 per cent on an actual cash in- 
vestment of 9,000,000,000 marks. The 
railways are carried on the books of the 
Prussian government at about 18,000,000,- 
000 marks, since 4 per cent is regarded as 
a reasonable dividend basis. The German 
experience, therefore, has been that both 
the state and the privately owned railways 
make an e
cellent return on the capital in- 
vested, The returns have been large, not- 
withstanding the use-one might say the 
manipulation-of the railways to meet the 
exigencies of the export trade, the com- 
petition of foreign railways and ports, and 
the peculiarities of local internal condi- 
tions. 
German railways, state and privately 
owned yet under national supervision, give 
discriminating rates, grant rebates, treat 
localities and individuals exceptionally, 
charge all the traffic will bear under one set 
of conditions and extraordinarily low rates 
for other circumstances, employing all the 
devices condemned and passionately op- 
posed in America, and exercise all the pow- 
ers of absolute monopoly, There is, how- 
ever, this basic difference: that while in 
America these devices are suggested, e,-en 
necessitated, by the war of interests or the 
wills and judgments of individual mana- 
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gers, they are applied in Gennany according 
to principles of equity which take into ac- 
count industry, trade, and agriculture as a 
national whole, granting exceptions, taking 
Dne sort of traffic as privileged, another as 
normal, upon calculations wide enough to 
include the interests of the whole people. 
So far as perceived, shippers, whether falling 
into one category or another, feel no sense 
of unfair treatment. They know that the 
system is intended to be just and nationally 
effective, that whatever rate is made is a 
result of reasoning together by those who 
made it and those who use it, and that the 
rate can be changed provided inequity can 
be shown or that a lmver rate would be 
of advantage to the national organism. 
There are no secret rates. 
Notwithstanding the immense differences 
between American and German railroads in 
ownership and in variety of conditions, it 
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may be that partly by legislation and partly 
hy the co-operation of some of the powerful 
railroad managers in the rnited States a 
close national control might be developed 
from the foundations already laid. Politi- 
cal considerations and the permanent well- 
being of the wealth massed in railways 
might co-operate in building a system of 
control subordinating railways, to thdr ul- 
timate advantage as dividend-payers, to 
industrial, commercial, and fanning interests 
as an entirety. The railway captains would 
lose something of the joyousness of free- 
lance independence, but they would be 
more solidly effective as corps commanders 
in a co-ordinated army, They might also 
draw larger allotments of revenue for their 
shareholders as a result of saving the waste 
of working alone and by concentrating 
attention upon service to economic unity 
rather than to economic war. 


TIlE SINGING DAY 


By lVlarguerite l\Ierington 


a Da\'- 
A- frolic \vind brought blossoms down, 
1\Iocked earth's slow waking from her wintry sleep, 
And with a secret all too fine to keep 
\Yent lilting, trolling, through the syh-an town. 


o Dav- 
Love sang a pæan; life a crown 
Of rhythmic glory wo\-e, Noon's golden steep 
Noon's sun climbed, hymning ever, while the deep 
Symphonic pealed my singing day's renown. 
And sornewhile hence in a still hour that brinf!;s 
The final peace, as breast-athwart they lay 
1\1 \' hands, if then I smile, all earthly thinf!;s 
OÍ)posed, endured, conquered, and put away, 
'Twill be for that mv heart-of-life on wing:; 
Still hears the music -of my singing day! 
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A XEIGHBOR had a birthday recently, 
and came over to tell me that he was 
seventy, He was unabashedly blue. 
"Why, just think of it," he said, "I am seventy 
years old!" He went around telling every- 
body. He talked about his mother and his 
lost wife, and his last will and testament, and 
the trouble he had had in this world, Think- 
ing that a bit of antitoxin might mitigate, if not 
quell, his conviction that he had been selected 
as a special mark for the flings of outrageous 
fortune, I took up his dreary tone: 
"Fifteen hundred million people in the 
world," I sighed, "and everyone of us all hay- 
ing birthdays-eyery year, too. And eyery 
adult of us retrospecting. Everyone of us 
having had the measles or the mumps on one 
side, and most of us making our wills, and all 
of us bound to die." He kicked along a pebble 
as we walked the garden path, then 
chuckled, and rising to the occasion, 
paraphrased Aldrich to the effect 
that though it was unpleasant to be seventy, 
it would doubtless be unpleasanter not to be, 
once started. . 
The préciellse would have it thought that she 
was made of finer clay than her fellows, that 
she had no common earth about her; and her 
ilk still exist; but humanity is fast "evening 
up"; kings and statesmen are, in breeding and 
education, much like their subjects. Bishop 
Creighton "really felt quite casual" during 
an interview with the czar; people of little 
towns serve their course dinners and use 
plumbing quite as modern as that of their 
kindred in the city. Overtaken by a fierce 
storm I found refuge in an ordinary-looking 
farm-house, where, in a single room, I no- 
ticed a Remington type-writer, a Steinway 
piano, and a desk telephone; and the sons of 
the family proved trite autoists, hackneyed in 
all the mysteries of sparkers and mufflers. 
The Paris gown, within a fortnight of passing 
the custom house, is copied in a thousand 
ready-made dresses, and sold at the Hub and 
the Fair. "Te may rightly boast that to-day 
is the day of the common man, and that most 
of the work of the world is done by the aver- 
age man and woman; while representati\'e 
Lords as well as Commons quote Keats's im- 
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mortal doctrine, that one should do only those 
things which all may do. 
Lincoln said that God must love the common 
people, because he made so many of them. If 
because of our very number we fail to get solo 
parts, we can still keep on with the hallelujah 
chorus, as far as possible without discord. We 
remember the old Greek who broke one of the 
strings of his admirable lyre. Instead of re- 
placing it with ordinary catgut, he had the 
vanity to put in a silver cord, after which the 
lyre was always out of tune, 
I am not filing a brief for the coarser string, 
the lower level, yesterday's ideal, the petty 
commonplace which talked down Don Quixote 
and made him acknowledge his madness and 
call his noble life a failure; but a protest against 
the growing hostility to ordinary life; the ten- 
dency to discard the great commonplaces 
\vhich gm"ern our days; the frenetic search for 
examples of luxury or of consecration in far-off 
centuries and amid conditions of life widely 
different from our own; and our blindness in 
ignoring the sacramental spirituality of the 
matter-of -fact. 
It is the real, every-da y, commonplace human 
life that most of us live, and the more carefully 
we study it, the more narrowly we watch it, the 
more worthy it appears of our regard, and the 
more competent to fill the unresting demand of 
our common souls. 


W ITH our accumulating experience life 
no longer presents itself to us as di- 
vided into well-defined unities, but 
as jogging along haphazard, making a friend 
here, an enemy there, forgetting them, finding 
opportunities neither deserved ñor expected, 
and seeing nothing come of the most promising 
events. It is the Old Wives' Tale to the last 
degree. It was my lot for a good many years 
to write two editorials a week for a popular 
journal, and I remember my early .. 
h f h k d h d Life s Common- 
searc or un ac "neye t emes an places. 
illustrations. It took me long to 
realize that the merest incidentals, the every- 
day incidents and the most common thoughts, 
the commonplace principles and commonplace 
maxims of contemporary life were the subjects 
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which when treated with any spirit brought me 
eager responses. 'Yhen I began to say boldly 
what everybody had said before, my readers 
"had always thought so" and applauded, see- 
ing me plunged in the truth. There were plen- 
ty of distinguished pathfinders along this road, 
the obsen"ations of even Bacon, :\Iontaigne, and 
Sir Thomas Browne having been" barrelled up 
from the vast commonplaces of mankind"; but 
I had learned the principle for my insignificant 
self, discovered the idea by the effort of my own 
initiati\'e and formulated in some slightly dif- 
ferent way the trivial and prosaic apprehensions 
of the people all about me. And this is, I 
fancy, the crux of the whole matter. Kobody 
ever said so many good things about the hap- 
hazard and the commonplace as Horace, and 
nobody ever retained so well as he the affec- 
tion of mankind. Chesterton makes delectable 
commentary when he tells us to "lend me your 
thoughts but keep your eyes on them or you 
may not know them again," ',"yclif did just 
that, with the suggested result, when he turned 
the Bible into English for the common folk to 
read, "letting down God's thoughts into the 
speech of every day"; while in a sister field 
Jil- 
let, a realist full of ideals, drew deep from life's 
commonest things, conveyed the abiding 
loveliness of all that is humble, and astonished 
us with the splendors of the ordinary. 
I am inclined to believe that the chief occupa- 
tion of middle life and the happiness of age is 
thus to recognize, interpret, and glorify life's 
great commonplaces. 


Him I call happiest, Parmeno, 
\\Tho hm ing seen this common show, 
The common sun, the clouds, the sea, 
The stars and fire not painful1y. 
Goes quickly back from whence he came. 
For you would see them stilI the same 
If )ou abode for t\\'o or three 
Short years, or for a century; 
But grander sights you \\ould not see. 


So wrote )lenander. Two thousand years la- 
ter Jefferson recorded his belief in the satisfying 
power of common daylight, common pleasures, 
and all the common relations of daily life; and 
Franklin wrote it down that a man's happiness 
is less the result of great gifts of fortune which 
come rarely than the thousand little joys of 
e\"ery day. Every-day feelings which decide the 
color of our lives; family ties, friends, books, 
flowers, food, "our little sister, water"; the 
wind on the hills; health, work, shelter, sleep; 
the open road, rain in summer, fire in winter; 
dawn, songs, the starry sky, love in youth and 
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memory in old age:-are not these vast com- 
monplaces the very gist of life? Flaubert's 
creed was that the world is commonplace only 
when one regards it in a commonplace way; 
that the smallest object contains something un- 
expected, "Sit down and look at the fire in 
your grate," he advised 1Iaupassant, "until it 
no longer resembles any fire in particular: that 
is the way to acquire originality," In compar- 
ison with such conscious, attentive observation 
of the raw, untransmuted commonplace, most 
of us resemble the philosophers of Laputa who 
were attended by bladder carriers to rap them 
over the head when it was necessary for them to 
notice their environment. 
Finding the whole country-side about my 
home abloom with crimson rambler roses and 
every doorstep flanked by three or five J apan- 
ese barberries, a certain irritation seized me at 
the senseless monotony. Yct a month earlier 
the lilacs in every yard seemed none too fre- 
quent, and never commonplace. Did they to 
our grandparents? Is it with things as it 
is often with friendship: a sudden and vio- 
lent liking, a period of disillusion and irritation 
and partial avoidance; and then that warm, 
deep, lasting friendship which can never more 
change? Habits and surroundings buried right 
down in our blood are what we crave. Horace 
'Yalpole suspected that even bread was once 
considered a new-fangled vagary by those who 
had seen their fathers live very comfortably on 
acorns, Dr. Hanna Thomson asks us to con- 
jecture a race of .:\lartians to whom sleep is un- 
known. Suppose one of them fell off in our 
commonplace fashion. A person who could go 
out of existence and then re urn as though noth- 
ing had happened would be as uncanny as Laz- 
arus to his witnesses. Professor Xipher toys 
with alike theme: "What would the cave dwell- 
er have thought when a man makes marks on 
paper, images of which are formed on retinas of 
post clerks, by which their muscles are moved, 
the letter delivered to the particular person the 
sender had in mind, to whom the ink marks show 
the mind of the writer. He makes some compu- 
tation and a house is bought." Amazing phe- 
nomena! yet to us too familiar for a comment. 
'Vhen :\1r. Brookfield was a school inspector 
in England he promulgated the idea that the 
working-man who received some knowledge 
of common things in early days was better 
equipped to face the world than one who had a 
smattering of uncommon subjects. It created a 
sensation, as did the recent snip of the Gordian 
knot compounded of upright and \"ertical pen- 
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manship, "'Yrite howeyer you please," said 
the superintendent of the Chicago schools, "so 
you do it with speed and the result is legible." 
This incorporation of common sense into the 
grade schools is further shown in the modern 
tendency to tcach children to spell the common 
words rather than the hard ones. "
Iosquito" 
and "lettuce" and "separate" are far more im- 
portant for the pack of a boy's knowledge than 
"phthisis" or "retinospora." To be learned 
in commonplaces is no mean education, and 
the value of every-day tools is emphasized by 
Sill's broken sword, discarded by the common 
soldier, but which caught up by the officer led 
to victory. 
Not to perpetuate the commonplace, but to 
interpret and glorify it is, I repeat, the main oc- 
cupation of middle life and the happiness of 
age. Jesus had passed his first youth when he 
began fashioning every least parable upon the 
familiar-stones, water, salt, candles, pennies, 
the mere list is formidable in number. Burne- 
J ones, with the divine gift of distilling novelty 
from the ordinary, made a picture of the guar- 
dian angel for his daughter, "where Heaven be- 
gins six inches oYer the top of the head": a girl 
walks hand in hand with an angel who leans 
from the sky to reach her without doing any 
violence to reason. I knew a school-teacher 
who would take the flattest sentence in old 
1\IcGuffey's reader and, setting to work with 
every word, would tell how it grew and came to 
mean this or that, and "we would leap oceans 
and visit the marshes of Babylon and the hills 
of Caucasus and the wilds of Tartary and the 
constellations and abysses of space." 
Iost of 
us know some person who can make even the 
first words of a conversation interesting, be it 
only about the rain or the fine weather. An- 
other making an appoiI'1tment for a committee 
meeting writes you a note which you cherish 
forever; a third has a way of giving you a trin- 
ket which puts it into the list of keepsakes; and 
another, pointing to a lichen on a damp wall, 
makes you see how Leonardo found inspiration 
for definite figures in amorphous shapes. It 
was a great moment in my life as girl house- 
keeper when I realized that the fancy sauces of 
the cook-book were only plain white or brown 
sauce treated with different condiments and in- 
gredients; and latcr when it was borne home to 
me that a fairly thrilling life might bc had by 
simply enriching the every-day moments of ex- 
istence; by seizing mcanest utilities as occasions 
to embellish; by idealizing like Eugenie Gran- 
det situations into which the commonplace en- 


ters greatly; by incandescing the obvious. This 
last I conned from our most strenuous citizen: 
"Let Roosevelt deliver a volley on the rule of 
three and the world sits on the edge of its chair, 
breathes deeply and bursts into thunders of ap- 
plause." 
Every writer knows that his most workable 
thoughts come not while he is saving a child 
from a runaway horse or climbing mountain 
peaks, but while engaged in the common task, 
the trivial round; while the hands perform some 
almost automatic action, or one lies in mid- 
night darkness with all activities shut away. 
It is a trite remark, trite unfortunately because 
it happens to be important, that deep thought 
is only prolonged thought, for which the every- 
day occupations of our common lot serve as the 
homely, essential soil in which to bury our tiny 
seed. Nor can we keep quite sane without ver- 
bal communication. I lately discovered, to my 
horror, that in a large mixed gathering, or even 
with clerks in a store, I was far less elastic in 
conversation, far less keen in repartee, far less 
quick to catch the ball and toss it back than 
were many persons unread, un travelled, who 
had nevertheless lived in an expressive environ- 
ment. 'Ye ,vhose fate it is to spend many 
hours alone must fight the growth of exuberant 
individualism, refuse to sequester ourselves, 
and act on the principle that nothing so con- 
tributes to maintain our common sense as living 
in the universal way with the corporate life 
about us. 


I T appears that Romance is finally dead. 
Of course we have heard this for several 
centuries, but former rumors of its death 
were grossly exaggerated, and the real demise 
has only just taken place. I heard all about it 
from the mother of grown daughters, The 
young people of to-day are without sentiment; 
they dance together in exactly the same spirit 
in which they walk, swim, and play tennis to- 
gether; they never want to be alone; 
they go about in gangs; no one sends 
anyone flowers; the sacred hour of 
afternoon tea is spent playing auction-bridge; 
in short, the face of nature is changed; young 
men are no longer ardent and ingenuous, nor 
girls mysterious and elusive. 
Wcll, I was sorry to hear it. Romance con- 
tributed a good deal to youth, in my day; and I 
thought it a pity that these young six-foot gods 
and goddesses whom I see about, should grow 
up in ignorance. .Nor must you suppose that I 
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was so simple as to forget that I had heard the 
same cry from my own mother, and my grand- 
mother, too, I dare say (only both my grand- 
mothers were dead, poor ladies, before I was 
born); but in those days the lament had struck 
me as comic; whereas now something within 
me says it is worth investigation-which may 
be age, and may be clarity of vision. 
And so I investigated; and was surprised to 
learn at the very outset that the critical faculty 
is not limited to forty-five. 'Ye of the older 
generation do not give complete satisfaction. 
The young Hebe in riding-clothes who is my 
friend's eldest daughter, exclaimed: "Poor 
dears, isn't it pathetic how they have nothing 
to say to each other!" And she was speaking 
of her parents, who had always seemed to me 
the most enviable of couples. "They haven't 
a taste in common, and that must be a bore." 
And she went on to outline how golf, tennis, or 
even croquet might have united their leisure. 
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In a word, she and her mother both felt a cer- 
tain affectionate regret that the other was miss- 
ing something of a woman's naturalinheri tance. 
I remembered that to get the full irradiation 
from a prism one must not only have the sun- 
shine, but the angle-and the angle changes. 
A few days later I landed on an island. The 
sea was calm enough for a canoe, the sun low, 
the woods dense and cool. I moved slowly, 
and presently heard near me a sound that was 
not quite the chirping of a bird; and looking 
over a bush, I saw-that romance was not dead 
after all. I thought that if I should tell Hebe's 
mother she would be glad to know the great 
spirit still moved in the land, even at the ex- 
pense of a kiss in the woods. But I did not 
tell her, for she is a mother first, and a theorist 
afterward. I did not tell her even when that 
night, sitting next to her at dinner, I heard her 
complain again that: "young people no longer 
cared to be alone together." 
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NA TURE rs. ART 
T HOUGH there may be exceptions, cases 
where fine results have come into the 
work of men and women when the in- 
stinct or longing was to be at something 
else, they are but the proofs of the rule that 
conviction is at the root of successful effort. 
The doctor, the lawyer, the minister; even the 
financier, must have his call and be assured of 
it, in order to address his innermost and finest 
faculties to the work in hand; and human ad- 
vancement, civilization itself, waits upon such 
effort. To know one's self, one's fitness, is 
the hardest of all secrets to guess. If only we 
could be sure, could have the certainty that all 
our effort was to go into the right channel, how 
few mistakes there would be, how much excel- 
lent work, and how few wastt:d days! 
To concentrate and classify under such a 
law, if law it could be, what a relief from the 
misery of life's failures! This pulpit would 
be emptied, that stage with all its gilded show 
and painted puppets would be vacant, the de- 
pressing exhibits of pictures would become 
treasure-places of art. And it is in art that 
this selection or fitness of calling is hardest to 


advise about or to adjust, and hardest to be 
patient with, because work here has an objec- 
ti\'e result, a permanent, material thing to 
menace us at all times. It matters little that 
the would-be musician offends the ear. The 
sound passes and we may forget, Painting 
obtrudes itself, and no purging fires may sweep 
with selective blaze, ridding us of the bad, and 
leaving us to rejoice in the true. 
How much of such a condition is due to the 
presence in the profession of men who are not 
of the calling, or of misdirected methods in the 
development of their talents, it is most difficult 
to say and a matter of interest to find out, for 
tendencies and conditions have as much to do 
with the art of painting as have the painters- 
perhaps more-because painters are most sen- 
sitive to environment. 
The condition of our art here in America 
is confused and vague for the most part, with 
very little to say, if, being honest with our- 
selws, we will admit it; and in some quarters 
the criticism is harsher when it declares that 
we ha\.e no art at all. This opinion may be 
put aside as of no importance-valueless-but 
the iterated statement of many of our 0\\ n 
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people, indeed of our valued painters, that we 
are lost in commercialism, is profoundly worth 
consideration, and should be met, not so much 
in argument, as that it should be disproved in 
the character of the work. 
If we have little to say, and there seems to 
be unity of opinion that there is justice in such 
a statement, what is the cause? or is there a 
cause? To answer this question, to make 
any statement that would seem to be an effort 
at final adjustment, would be almost an im- 
pertinence, since there are troubles enough, 
and no one thing may be entirely right. 
In my own view, the over-worship of the 
model is, and has been, at the very centre of 
whatever inadequacy exists. Not solely the 
model as we understand the figure, posing for 
the painter, but the model in all those senses 
where the painter must, in his limitations, re- 
produce only the thing that is before his eyes. 
If reproduction of surface fact be the ultimate 
of the painter's mission, then is he of all 
men most petty and miserable-and one may 
venture further and say, with fairly good hope 
of proving the statement, that the greatest 
works of art have not rested on any such foun- 
dation. That \ve have not yet become masters, 
freed from the trammels of the schoolmen, but 
are still pupils-not students-(we must never 
cease to be that) who follow persistently those 
methods which are the only ones possible to 
schools, this is my meaning, though I speak in 
general terms. Is it not this very thing that 
forces itself upon us in nearly all our portrai- 
ture? And yet it is in portrait-painting that 
one pre-supposes the model. Are we not for- 
ever oppressed with the sense of the model- 
stand ?-the sitter suffering in the throes of 
the daily sitting, the consciousness of "wink 
your eyes as often as you like," of the mod- 
ern photographer?-the conviction that the 
painter has arranged things just so in the stu- 
dio, background, lighting, and all accessories? 
Or, do we get the consciousness of person- 
ality, the profound interest of individuality 
both of sitter and painter-that the one is with 
us for a moment, is allowing us for a space to 
see into the inner secrets of self, and that the 
painter has received these impressions and 
passed them on to us reverently, and with 
those principles of selection which are quite 
apart from the cataloguing of planes or verities 
of outline, which principles can be applied and 
understood only by calm and continued con- 
templation quite away from the presence of 
objective reality? It would seem that some- 


thing like this has been the practice of the 
great portrait-painters, and not the present- 
day pernicious habit of standing a man up 
and painting the life out of him, by painting 
surfaces onto him. 
Is it not in this very quality that the work of 
1\lr. John Sargent falls short of that of Velas- 
quez? Virile and direct as it is, of an ability 
that is little short of miraculous, and in much 
of it the keen insight into character which 
proves the born portrait-painter, we are, none 
the less, forever contemplating the enormous 
skill of the brush, the veracity of planes, the 
certainty of form as expressed in a touch, and 
many other things which proclaim a most 
trained and able craft. 'Ve are also quite 
sure that the painter found every touch, every 
plane or line, on the sitter before him, that he 
busied himself with the registration of each one 
of them, and so successfully has he accom- 
plished it that the observer, whether artist or 
layman, may trace the boundaries of each until 
he becomes lost in wonderment at such skill 
rather than in the beauty, or unity of the whole, 
which, it is trite to say, is an essential in a work 
of art. (May not 1\lr. Sargent be seeking relief 
from this perpetual registration of people's 
eyes, noses, and the rest of it, in his abandon- 
ment of portrait-painting, in order that he may 
more truly express himself?) In Velasquez no 
such interposition of skill disturbs us. It is all 
there, but so hidden, so modulated, so suavely 
are the planes merged, that we have no innme- 
diate inclination for their consideration, and 
none at all unless we be painters seeking to 
learn the methods of the masters, The craft 
has been so employed that we have the per- 
sonality, character, the presence-whatever it 
may be called-and this is art, is portrait-paint- 
ing supreme and unqualified. 
The point here is, was this socured in the 
presence of the model or without it? Assured- 
ly, in both ways. The portrait of Pope Inno- 
cent Tenth, in the Doria Gallery at Rome, one 
of the perfect masterpieces left us by the great 
Spaniard, is based on a study, a study that is 
well known and evidently was made directly 
from the sitter-sharp, incisive, exact, with 
line and plane superbly stated-now examine 
the Doria picture, how splendidly all is pre- 
served and yet hidden; the grim, impressive 
personality is the one wonderf.ul effect. It 
would be an impudent man indeed who could 
enter this presence, in that little room, hat on 
head and unimpressed. This is art achieved 
in moments of contemplation, with time to 
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co-ordinate and merge and weld and select 
until there is but a single forceful effect-per- 
sonality. 
I am very far from saying here that painters 
should work without models. Noone is more 
insistent upon their constant employment, but 
the results so obtained are for the portfolio, the 
painter's table-they are tools, implements, 
helps in the later development which is finally 
to be his picture, and this last, after its long 
thoughtful moulding, is the only thing which 
should appear as an expression of his art. 
'''hile I instance ::\Ir. Sargent's art, and for 
its declamatory qualities have the highest 
opinion, recognizing that it is the result of such 
experience as few men have had, there are 
many others near us who, avowing themselves 
followers of Velasquez, with but little evidence 
of training, and none at all of reticence, pro- 
claim the advent of a new school. Into a few 
doubtful strokes of paint we are to read in- 
finities. Failing to do this, the matter is 
shouted at us. For certain of these young men 
we may feel concerned lest they misdirect their 
talents until it is too late; for others-small 
potatoes ha\'e many eyes! 
Nor in any word here is there a plea for sub- 
ject pictures, nor for a revival of old methods, 
nor for a renascence of the old masters. They 
can take care of themselves. 'Ve have matter 
enough to make masters of the new, 
'Ye know too well what the subject picture, 
as such, has done for the art of France, of Eng- 
land, of Germany. Mr. George :l\Ioore has 
very truthfully said, "It is like the potato 
blight, or phyloxera"; and again, in speaking 
of the subject picture, "Literature had wound 
round every branch of painting until painting 
seemed to disappear in the parasite like an 
oak under a cloud of ivy." He did not 
choose, apparently, to examine into the cause 
of its presence. Had he done so, I do not 
doubt he might :have found, at least a con- 
tributing, if not the real cause in the methods 
of the schools. That pupils in the antique 
and life classes should busy themselves with 
the effort to draw is not for an instant to be 
questioned-daily, hourly, this should be 
striven for, since we all agree that drawing 
is at the core of all nobility in art; but 
drawing alone is not enough-certainly not 
the drawing of schools, for in both these 
classes the pupil should be content literally to 
reproduce the thing before him, no vague or 
fanciful interpretations should distract the at- 
tention from the main issue-the training of 
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hand and eye and their mutual obligation to 
work together. And in the still-life classes, the 
business of learning the pigment, the re- 
sources of the palette, the value of brush-han- 
dling, questions of surface, of texture, of air, of 
plane, and a thousand other questions of fact, 
should hold the attention. But the great class 
of the art school should be the Composition 
Class, and if we are to escape the "blight" of 
literalness, of reportorial copy, of the arranged, 
literary subject picture with all its barrenness 
of art, we must teach self-expression-the 
power of selection, of arrangement, of taste 
(what a master of taste was Whistler!), and of 
all those sensitive matters of light and atmos- 
phere, and of values. All the information 
gained in antique, life, and still-life classes 
should be brought to bear in the composition, 
for there only is a pupil made aware of how 
little he knows. And I am minded to say that 
the whole world of painters should be a great 
composition class. Thus a man might learn to 
compose, to select, to omit; might learn re- 
straint, resen'e, repose, rhythm-and to find 
all this he must have time to search his own 
soul. All these things in the presence of 
models of whatever sort are quite impossible 
to keep well in mind, and all are most essential 
in a work of art. The question of painting 
also appears. Quality, that most subtle and 
desirable thing in painting, is scarcely to be 
achieved when the objective reality, so domi- 
nant, so forceful, and so ugly (for beauty lies 
deeper than the surface), is obtruding itself. 
The oft-repeated phrase, "Paint from nat- 
ure," is a good one if properly understood: 
Paint from-in the sense of away-not by 
her, lest she has her way with you and not 
you with her, ::\1 y meaning is made clear by 
quoting from one of our very distinguished 
artists-" '''hat we want is less nature and 
more art." 
To study nature at all times is the only hope 
of him who would be a painter of worth. 
These studies if done with paint and brush, 
or pencil, are, as I have said, for the painter's 
portfolio-that studio storehouse of informa- 
tion. The picture, the work of art, comes 
from the co-ordination of knowledge, the 
passing of all the study through the alembic of 
our own gifts, and its expression then, and 
then only, simply-even reverently. I cannot 
find myself interested in what any man sees 
with his eyes alone, my own are equally good 
as machines, provided time and the oculist have 
been kind; it is what he sees with his gifts, with 
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his understanding, with his knowledge, what he 
interprets that interests me, and lifts the artist 
above the ordinary obsen"er. I fully under- 
stand what ::\lr. Inness meant when he said to a 
painter who declared he had seen a thing in 
such and such a way-"The eyes are a pair 
of liars." Doubtless, and very frequent ones! 
To see well, with fine, discriminating taste, is a 
power more to be desired by the painter than 
great riches, and comes only with prudent, con- 
stant study, and intensest feeling. Once had, 
all things become beautiful, for we see beneath 
the fact to that thing::\fr. 
laurice Hewlett has 
called "the soul of a fact." 
"I want a picture of the sea or the moun- 
tains seen in a better, finer way than I can see 
it myself," said a great surgeon to me one day. 
The criticism is as clean and incisive as his 
own knife. 
It is the besetting need of a something to 
copy which sends men drifting about the world 
seeking the thing to paint; they trawl hither 
and yon and bring to us sketches (pictures, 
they say!) done on the spot of things they saw 
but yesterday, and knew not at all. Strangers 
they came and strangers they go, for of the 
Infinite Presence which dwells everywhere they 
perceive nothing. Their burden and their 
gift to us can be but little more than the re- 
porter's sheaf of leaves. In contrast to this 
may we not consider the work of many of our 
great landscape-painters ?-Inness seems to 
have left treasure behind him of what he knew 
and felt of the fields and trees of Jersey. No- 
where is his art dependent upon the superficial 
aspect of a place. He said of it, "I paint by 
principles of my own," and, "I see my com- 
positions in my own soul." To one who 
asked him where he got the study of a certain 
wonderful sunset which showed the sun setting 
beyond the far reaches of a river, he said, "Oh, 
I saw the sun at the end of my lane in ::\lont- 
clair, that was river enough for me!" 
And of \Vyant? Can we not understand in 


the beautiful works he has left us his supreme 
love of the hills_and valleys of the Adirondacks? 
And are they not all impressions, emotions, the 
results of long and loving knowledge? That 
wonderful, frosty moonlight, which, in its 
beauty, is almost enough for anyone life to 
have created, is it not the summing up of all 
the moonlights he had known? 
And of Winslow Homer? Are not his great 
marines great because he knows in his deepest 
being the rock-bound coast of Maine, and the 
eternal strife of waters, and paints for us those 
impressions which have filled life for him? 
The list might be lengthened until it would 
come near to including all the names which 
have made landscape art what it is, and I 
think there will not be found one canvas mak- 
ing a lasting impress, having a real effect, that 
was done "on the spot," or which could be 
called a "study from nature." 
Surrounded on every side with beautiful 
material for artistic interpretation, with a land- 
scape opulent, tender, rugged, and vast, under 
such skies as nowhere else float over the homes 
of men; in our cities, surging with force that is 
titanic, streets, wharves, markets alive with 
emotion; with a woodland peopled anew by Pan 
and the nymphs (I see no reason for disbe- 
lief!); the minds of men fatigued in the hourly 
struggle for wealth and its keeping, seeking 
relief from the prosaic, ready to be led into 
the rich paths of romance, what is it we lack? 
\Yhat then but the interpreter? the man who 
will find beneath or within it all the spirit of 
life? The morgue, the gutter, and the slum 
are not significant of a people who are at 
once, clean, wholesome, and optimistic. These 
three words may well be a text for us. That 
we may think cleanly, paint wholesomely, with 
an optimism born of faith in a people who 
are the en grafted strength of many; and for 
a creed, that principle which is the first and 
last letter of Art-the Principle of neauty. 
ELLIOTT DAINGERFIELD. 
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O N writing a chapter on relig- 
ion and caste in India as I 
have seen it, I wish to begin 
by proclaiming how super- 
ficial this sketch must be, 
---- and how well I know what 
I do not know of a subject to which many 
volumes have been devoted by students of 
many years' residence in India, and for a 
full analysis and history of which many 
volumes are still needed. 
I am proposing merely to furnish enough 
material to put the situation before my 
countrymen and to show how ludicrous is 
the ideal of self-government, as we under- 
stand it, for a people so unhomogeneous, 
and how calamitous will be the result of 
going too fast in granting legislative priYi- 
leges. 
First of all caste is a question of birth, 
and there is no entry except by birth, 
-\ 
worker in a coal-mine may become a part 
owner thereof, and his daughter marry a 
peer, and his grandson become a peer in 
England. I can personally introduce the 
reader to dozens of still uneducated clerks, 
stenographers, mill-hands, newsboys, and 
their wives, widows, sisters, and daughters, 
whose millions seat them at the dinner 
tables of the Brahman class in America. 
But no millions will enable the low-caste 
Hindu to marry into a Brahman family, or 
even to touch the hand, or throw his shadow 
on the food, of a Brahman in India. 


If a man is excommunicated by his caste 
fellows in India, no one of the caste will eat 
with him, accept water from his hands, or 
marry him. His O\vn wife will not touch 
him or speak with him. He is dead to his 
family. The barber even will not shave 
him, or cut his hair, or his toe-nails. 
There is no legislation, no police work, 
no trial in the courts, no adjustment of land 
reven ue or land tenure, no meeting of munic- 
ipal or district councils, no appointment to 
office small or great, no handling of any com- 
munity in time of plague or famine, no hy- 
gienic precautions or sanitary arrangements, 
into which does not enter this question of 
caste to complicate, to make difficult, and 
perhaps to foil, the most reasonable and 
necessary work of the administrator. A 
Brahman clerk has been known to distrib- 
ute legal documents by throwing them 
down at the end of the village street in 
which live his low-caste brethren. Letter- 
carriers have been known to refuse to enter 
the houses of, or to permit themselves to 
come into personal contact with, those of a 
lower status than themselves. 
If one could picture to oneself social snob- 
bery lifted into a fanatical religious faith, 
it would be a pale description of the iron 
subdivisions of caste in India, but even 
then simple, as compared with the metic- 
ulous intricacies of this social pall. There 
is no patriotism, and can be none, in a 
country thus divided against itself, and di- 
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vided against itself not only geographically 
but sociallv. 
_-\s I watch for hours at a time the wor- 
shippers at the Ghats, on the banks of the 
Ganges at Benares, I only find myself more 
puzzled. It is more than complicated, it 
is doudy confusion, wherein one loses the 
support even of one's ordinary mental and 
physical working powers. 
Benares has been the capital of the Hin- 
du religion for more years than any histo- 
rian has counted. Buddha, who was born 
about 557 and who died about 4ï8 B. c., 
began his public teaching in the deer-forest 
near what was e'"en then the great city of 
Benares. For nearly two thousand fi,"e 
hundred years, of which we have some 
knowledge, and for how many years more 
no man knows, the Hindus have bathed and 
prayed here on the banks of the Ganges. 
Buddhism and Islamism ha'"e been ab- 
sorbed or swept aside. 
It must be said of Buddhism, howe,'er, 
that it has left one indelible mark all over 
India, China, and the East, and that is the 
teaching of gentleness and kindness to one 
another and to animals. Buddha taught 
that life is but a prolonged endea,'or to 
escape from suffering, and that, therefore, 
to cause others to suffer is the unforgivable 
sin. By meditation a man is to lose the 
sense of the painfulness of life, and to earn 
some mitigation from the cycle through 
which he must pass before reaching Xir- 
vana, where all re-birth ends at last, and one 
loses consciousness forever. This creed IS 
pure agnosticism, holding that a man's own 
acts alone make up the tale of his faith. 
Agnosticism everywhere throws a man 
back upon himself, and everywhere and 
always produces one of two results. It 
makes men, as in India and China, pessi- 
mists-hopeìess, helpless, and without am- 
bitions for either their souls or their bodies; 
or it makes men colossal egoists who wor- 
ship themselves. Nothing can be more 
portentous of evil to the race than our ag- 
nostic democracies of the ',"cst, which art' 
putting man on a pedestal, and waving the 
incense of eight hours' work, old-age pen- 
sions, no conscription, a vote for each adult, 
state support, and so on, before him. 
It was a moving spectacle, for example, 
to all students of the ethnic religions when 
:Mr. Keir Hardie, as the eXpOnE'dt of 'Vest- 
ern agnosticism, or man as his own god, 


came out to India to preach this doctrine to 
the Buddhist-impregnated Indians, steeped 
in pessimism. They immediately dubbed 
him the "King of the Coolies" and could 
not wrench their imaginations to see how 
a man of no caste could be worth imitating 
or following. The first Hash of a picture 
that will some day be a terrible conflict be- 
tween the Yellow and the "'hite was re- 
vealed when the man who cared everything 
for man met the men who care nothing for 
man, and neither understood the other in 
the least. 
Buddhism has done for the East what 
rationalism has done for the ""est; it 
makes men doubt the existence, even deny 
the existence, of any power higher than 
themselves, but with the abysmal difference 
that it prostrates man in the East while it 
puts him on a dangerous pinnacle in the 
"Test. 
Ian with nothing higher than him- 
self to obey, to fear, to love, or to placate, 
becomes morally and mentally disorderly. 
The same is true of the state, which brings 
itself to the condition where the voting man 
is paramount, and to be feared, obeyed, 
and placated. "ïth no higher ideal than 
that, a state disintegrates, drifts into bureau- 
cracy, then into pensionism, finally into 
the bread-and-circus stage, and then dis- 
appears. Such a failure was Athens, such 
a failure is before our eyes in modern 
France, France the land of pose and phrase, 
egotism and scepticism. Even the ethical 
code of agnosticism fades and dies, lacking 
a higher sanction to command obedience. 
Buddha little thought that his teaching 
of the valuelessness of life would result in 
the callous cruelty of the Indian and the 
Chinese. Rousseau, if he thought about 
it at all, could hardly have dreamed that 
his scheme of a return to the simple and the 
natural life, with every man equal, would 
make of France a shambles, and produce 
a philosophy of life which, while attempting 
,to gain the whole world for each individual, 
not only loses its soul, but loses the whole 
,,,orld, for every body of individuals which 
attempts it. The time is still æons off when 
each man may be his own master. It is a 
pitiable hilure in the East. It will prove a 
colossal failure in the "Test. 
Curiously enough, it was King Asoka, 
nicknamed "The Furious" in his youth, 
,,,ho, in 260 B. C., became the great apostle 
and missionary of Buddhism. The lives 
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he had taken, the suffering he had caused, 
in the days of his autocratic sway, led him 
to find comfort and repentance in a creed 
which abhorred the taking of life. It was 
through his int1uence, and the influence of 
his saffron-robed priests, of whom he is said 
to ha,-e supported 
forty thousand at 
his own expense, 
that Buddhism 
grew from a I?ere 
sect of enthusIasts 
into the creed of a 
third of the human 
race, and spread 
through Asia and 
parts of Africa 
and Europe. The 
Brahmanism of 
Benares is partly 
the result of this 
wave of Buddh- 
ism. It is a gen- 
tle, mannerly, soft- 
spoken crowd, 
absorbed in for- 
getting thatit liyes. 
This carelessness 
oflife,on the other 
hand, breaks out 
in monstrous 
slaugh ter and si ck- 
ening brutalities, 
as in the :\lutiny, 
when it loses con- 
trol of itself. The 

Iutinywas a pict- 
ure of pessimism 
let loose; the 
French Re,"olution 
was a. picture of 
how rationalism establishes the rights of 
man, or in the happy phrase of that most 
skilful and most brilliant modern political 
diagnostician, Lord Rosebery, "the fierce 
equality of France." 
Benares at the present time, so far as 
buildings are concerned, is of the most 
modern. The idol-breaking 
Iuhamma- 
dans left nothing aiter their conquering of 
the city except a spiteful mosque, built by 
the fanatical Aurangzeb on one of the sacred 
sites, which still rears its towers aboye all 
the other buildings on the ri,-er bank; and 
there are few buildings of a later date than 
the middle of the eighteenth century. But 
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the Ganges has ne'Tr been conquered. nor 
turned aside, nor has the Hindu faith. 
They are here by the thousands this 
morning, washing themselves, washing their 
clothes, sitting 'Hapt in rontemplation
 
some of them, only their lips moving, ( )ld 
and young, men 
and women, all 
bathing, and in 
curiously decent 
fashio
. Their 
arrange men t of 
clothing mu:;t he 
peculiar, for they 
dress, and un- 
dress, and bathe, 
and somehow each 
one so manages his 
or her cloth ing 
that there is not a 
hint of indecency 
or even of im- 
modesty, You are 
rowed along with- 
in a few feet of the 
bank of the rÏ\"er 
where these thou- 
sands are bathing, 
drying themseh-es, 
dressing and un- 
dressing, and noth- 
Y I ing could be more 
sedately proper. 
You see the Brah- 
man rubbing his 
sacred triple 
thread round and 
round his shoulder 
and body, others 
scrubbing their 
mouths violently 
with their fingers, others washing their 
clothes, babies being dipped by father or 
mother, and soundly ruhbed afterward, 
youths more particular, using combs, and 
higher up on the bank the barbers are busy, 
sh.aving and cutting hair, while the custo- 
mer sits cross-legged, holding a mirror. 
E,"en my tra,"elled Brahman friend, who 
told me that he was what we would call a 
Cnitarian, wore, and showed me, his sacred 
thread. The Rajput father binds round 
the arm of his son a string made of a sacred 
grass which is to ward off evil spirits. X 0 
doubt the sacred cord of the twice-born 
castes of India originated in a similar be- 
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lief. The cord is made in various ways" 
" . \mong the 
Iadras Brahmans, who 
re 
most careful in such matters, it is of fine 
country-grown cotton, not foreign, and 
spun by hand. Three ,-cry fine threads 
are twisted by a Brahman into a single cord 
sixteen feet long. He then squats on the 
ground, winds it thrice around his knees, 
and fastens the ends in a special knot 
known as that of Brahma." In the north, 
the four fingers of the hand are closed, and 
a thread is wound back and forth over 
them ninety-six times, This thread forms 
one strand of the cord, and three of them 
make it complete. During worship of the 
gods it remains over the left shoulder; 
when the wearer is unclean, or when he 
performs the rites for the dead, he shifts it 
to the right shoulder. 
The thread is put on a boy between his 
eighth and twelfth year, when he is sup- 
posed to assume the religious obligations 
and the authority and duty of a Brahman. 
When the thread is first put on the boy he 
makes pretence of leaving the house to be- 
come an ascetic, but he is, of course, per- 
suaded to return and live as a layman. 
It seemed to me strange that there was no 
swimming, In any "'estern crowd there 
would have been scores of boys and men 
diving, swimming, playing games in the 
water; but there is no sign of any desire 
for exercise or play here. Rubbing them- 
seh"es, thrashing their clothes on the 11at 
rocks, moving their lips and hands in 
prayer, but no other exercise. 
They are a sitting, riding race, not a 
walking or running one. Their posture is 
as peculiar to them as their color. It is 
always the same, wherever you see them, 
whether it be the prince in his palace, these 
people praying by the river bank, the pas- 
sengers waiting for the train at the railway 
stations, or sitting on the seats in the train, 
your bearer waiting outside your door, or 
the cab-driver on his box in the great cities. 
The hinges in their knees must be different 
from ours. They squat down with their 
knee-caps under their chins, and that part 
of their persons which the French describe 
as oÙ Ie dos clzange de nOl1t close up against 
their heels. I was told at Udaipur that 
His Highness, the 
Iaharana of l'" daipur, 
has no chairs in his private apartments, 
but always sits cross-legged on the floor, 
whether to eat, or read, or rest, \rhen you 


return to your cab you will find the driver 
almost invariably perched up on the scat 
with his legs under him. Thousands of 
years of chairlessness haw made this the 
most comfortable posture for them. I sup- 
pose in a country of three hundred millions 
of people there is only room for them to sit 
on the ground, and, at any rate, among 
these people there is no money to pro,"ide 
any piece of furniture which is, at one and 
the same time, so com"enient to carry, and 
so cheaply upholstered, as that part of the 
person, oÙ Ie dos clzallge de 110m! 
Benares is e,"idently a cosmopolitan 
place; you notice thc difference in the 
people as you clri,"e or walk through the 
streets. They are less shy, the women do 
not cover their faces so carefully, they are 
more accustomed to strangers, and well the) 
may be, since it is estimated that there are a 
million pilgrims here every year, who come 
to bathc, to pray, and to take the long, 
dusty walk, or pilgrimage, of some forty- 
five miles, around the sacred precincts of 
the city. Into the sacrcd waters of the 
Ganges, too, every Hindu wishes his ashes 
thrown. At one of the Ghats on the bank 
I saw bodics burning, and others lying 
waiting to be burned. 
Both here and at Bombay I ha'"e been 
present at these burnings. The bodies are 
brought in on a frail litter. A pile of logs 
is built up, held in place by four iron 
stanchions. The body with the head un- 
covered is placed on the logs, more logs are 
piled on top, the litter is broken up and 
added to the small fagots underncath, and 
the fire is lighted. There are various cere- 
monies connectcd with the rite. Tñe body 
is carried scveral times around the pile be- 
fore being placed upon it. The nearest 
relati,"c walks around the pile with a jar of 
watcr, letting it drip down as he goes, till 
of a sudden hc dashes the jar to the ground, 
breaking it to pieces. A symbol of all life, 
e,'crywhere. At a certain moment, too, the 
skull is fractured by the nearest relative, 
to allow the easy escape of thc spirit to an- 
other world. \rhere the deceased is rich, 
the fire is made of costly and sweet-smelling 
wood, sandal-wood and the like, and the 
ceremonies are more elaborate and more 
prolonged. No doubt it is the ideal way to 
dispose of a dead body, but when I have 
seen it done here it seemed to me a callous 
and a careless rite. 
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Religion and Caste in India 


It is true, if one han' faith death should 
not be a cause of mourning, but parting 
from those one adores is a poignant sorrow, 
even if there is to be another meeting here 
on earth. So far as I ha'"e studied the 
faces of mourners here, I could see nothing. 
In these matters they are either behind 
or 'Try far in advan
e of us. Xo doubt 
:\lrs, Annie Besant, who has her Hindu 
college here at Benares, would maintain 
the latter. But I ha'"e noticed all over In- 
dia the absolute indifference of the nati,"es 
themselves to the 
pain, and de- 
for m i tie s, and 
maladies th at 
are displayed as 
an excuse for 
alms, It is not 
the stoicism of 
our \Yestern Ind- 
ians,whothought 
it dishonorable 
to show fear, or 
to shrink from 
pain, but an im- 
bedded indiffer- 
ence, a numbness 
to this particular 
influence. \\7 e, 
on the contrary, 
dislike the sigh t 
of these things, 
and turn from them, and pity is forced 
from us, but all such spectacles seem to 
pass absolutely unnoticed by the Oriental. 
And what horrible deformities are exhib- 
ited! One might think them invented and 
carved, so hideously grotesque are they 
sometimes. 
It is a wonder there are not more. A 
wonder, too, that there is not more plague, 
more cholera, more disease of every kind_ 
Here on the banks of this river are thou- 
sands, bathing, washing their clothes, and 
drinking, all within a few yards of one an- 
other. One man drinks the dregs from 
another man's body, another the scourings 
from another's clothes, and women and 
children the same. It is not strange that 
India is the paradise of contagion. 
I have heard it maintained that the 
Ganges, which is the most bathed-in river 
in the world, is different from other ri,-ers, 
in that the water itself has certain antiseptic 
qualities, and that microbes do not flourish 


\ 


in it as in other waters. If one rows up and 
down the ri,"er front, or walks through the 
narrow streets leading to the river, the 
stench and mud and crowds make it ap- 
pear a very incuhator of microbes. 
1 stood for a long time within a small 
court. in the middle of which was a much- 
frcy,uented temple. Cows stood about in 
their own filth, men, women, and chil- 
dren crowded in, went to the shrine where 
they bowed and prayed, and were gi,"en 
something by the attendant, or priest, which 
they popped into 
their mouths. 
Some came away 
with garlands, 
but all of them 
evidently im- 
pervious to th e 
s m ells and the 
mud. It was 
warm outside, 
but in this par- 
ticular temple 
the smell of hot 
h umani ty, and 
hot cow, was 
sickening. 
='J' or :Mecca, 
nor Jerusalem 
has knO\vn such 
hordes of wor- 
shippers, so 
many thousands of years of continuous pil- 
grimage. No matter what his caste, no 
matter what his occupation, no matter how 
black his heart or red his hands, the Hin- 
du who dies within a radius of tifty miles of 
Benares is spared all future torment, so it 
is said. 
In the theory of the transmigration of 
souls, or metempsychosis, the Hindu be- 
lieves that there are some millions of species 
of animals that he may be obliged to pass 
through, one after another, before he ar- 
rives at the house of his god, if he does not 
pay due attention to the duties and formali- 
ties of his religion. This saving of one's 
own soul becomes a very important busi- 
ness under these circumstances. The hell 
of the most enthusiastic revivalist is a very 
lukewarm affair when compared with this 
interminahle vista of animal impersonations 
which confronts the pious Hindu. 
The upper classes and intelligent Hindus 
have become Theists, but the mass of the 
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Low-caste servants.- The untouchables 
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Hindu world are crass Polytheists, who 
worship not only endless named gods, but 
sticks, and stones, and trees, and mounds 
of earth of their own choosing and mak- 
ing. On one occasion I asked a lower- 
caste Hindu, who had been 'Try atten- 
ti,-e in his service, if I was not taking too 
much of his time, I had noticed that his 
forehead was not marked, a sign that he 
had not bathed and prayed as his ritual 
requires. ,. Oh," he replied, "I haye my 
own pri,'ate god in my compound!" On 
the other hand, an educated and trayelled 
Hindu, of whom I saw a good deal, told 
me that he was what we would call a 
"Cnitarian
" Another Brahman, of the 
mystical type, is said to have remarked 
quite casually: "I have ne'"er seen Christ 
myself, but I have a friend ,\"ho often 
sees him, and he tel1s mv friend that he 
finds many of his follO\
.ers yery trying 
people. " 
I remember that I took a course of study 
in the Ethnic Religions when at the Cnf- 
yersity, but of these mystic refÌnements on 
the one hand, and these crudities on the 
other, I knew nothing till I was face to face 
with them here. One is rather shocked 
at the abysmal gulf hetween the book and 
the fact, between the theory and the prac- 


A street beggar. 


tice, when one is brought into close contact 
with the latter in India. .--\5 I stand be- 
side the reeking cow, ankle-deep in filth, in 
the temple of this dark, crowded court in 
Benares, and see the earnestness of the 
worshippers, I am impressed by the fact 
that all I know, or may ha\'e known, or 
shall know, arc of little use in interpreting 
this situation which is here and now, and 
which has been for thousands of years. 

--\ll religions real1y, whether of Buddha, 
Brahma, :\Iuhammad, or Christ, maintain 
that life is to die. The Buddhist and the 
Brahman and the .:\Iuhammadan stick to 
the original text, to the primiti\'e mes:,>age. 
'Ye 'Yesterners haye twisted the Christian- 
itvof Christ into a code and a creed suited 
t
 our climate, our em'ironment, our temper- 
ament, and our ambitions, and we main- 
tain that life is to live. But no philosophy 
and no religion which has its roots in the 
East can he fairly interpreted as gi\"Ìng such 
a message, ""e have interpreted isolated 
texts to please our 100"e of life. but the 
founder of Christianity was an (>riental, 
with the same profound con\"Ìction that 
,. my Father's many mansions" are prefer- 
able to hut or palace here, which charac- 
terizes the creeds of the Buddhist, the 
Brahman, and the :\Iuhammadan, The 
z(i5 
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.-\ spiteful lUu-que, built by the fanatical .\urangæb on une uf the o;.lcred site,. . 


Buddhist is a Buddhist, the Brahman i
 a 
Brahman, the :\Iuhammadan is a :\[uham- 
madan hut we 'Yesterners are not Chris- 
tians. \\T e merely \Year an ethical cloak, 
made of a patchwork of sayings, which we 
han wrenched from their context, to enahle 
us to do our work in the world with free- 
dom of moyement. ,rere we to "Tap our- 
sdyes in the genuine robes of Christianity 
we should h
 as hampered, and as help- 
less, as are the thorough-going disciples of 
Buddha, Brahma, or _Muhammad. 
Hinduism is not only a religious bond, 
but it is also a sort of social league govern- 
ing all the relations of life. .\s a social 
league it rests upon caste, that immm-able 
harrier against reform or progress; as a re- 
ligious hond, it rests upon a union of the 
.\n-an and the Buddhistic faith_ Hindu- 
i:-.n; recognized the so-called twice-horn, or 
.\ryan castes, viz., the Brahmans or priests, 
the Kshattriyas or warriors, the Yaisyas or 
21)6 


agriculturalist
, and the Sudras or serfs. 
But this is a mere guide-book classitica- 
tion. If you im-estigate the make-up of an 
Indian yillage you may tind herdsmen. fish- 
ermen, weayers, artisans, harher
, coolies, 
some 
Iuhammadans, some Brahmans, 
traders, money-lenders, and here and there 
.:\Iahrattas, and a few other immigrants. 
But even these divisions do not hegin to 
complete the list, for there are still suhdi- 
yisions of the
e. E,-en the Brahmans ha,-e 
ten distinct classes or nations, and these 
again are divided into some two thousand 
tribes. In Bomhay alone, where there are 
more than a million Brahmans, there are 
some two hundred groups of them, none of 
which intermarries with another. In 1Ia- 
dras there are six groups each speaking a 
different tongue, and no memher of one 
group will marry or eat with the memher of 
another; while each of these groups, again, 
has rules regarding the persons within its 
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The bathing Ghats, Uenares. 
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o,yn circle, with whom its members may 
marry or eat rooked food. 
The Brahmans of the south of India 
claim to be of higher rank than the Brah- 
mans of the north, holding that the Brah- 
mani
m of the north has been detiled by 
one conqueror after another, while they of 
the south haye remained more or less un- 
touched by foreign int1uences. 'Cnlikc the 
northern Brahman, there is no lower caste 
frum whom the southern Brahman ".ill 
take water. 
In this matter of religion, as in political 
and :,ocial matters, the women of India arc 
bigotedly conservati,"e. and insistent upon 
maintaining all the traditional ohsen'ances, 
The most outspoken and the fiercest rebels 
against the English power whom I met in In- 
dia were women. The two I remember best 
were, one the wife of a prominent :\faharaja, 
and the other the sister of a distinguished 
::\Iuhammadan. They were ready to take 
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any measure
 to rid India of British rule. 
So: too. the hshattriyas. or Rajput
. are di- 
,'ided into some six hundred tribes in differ- 
ent parts of India. The authorities say that 
it is impossible to number all the castes in 
India. Thev number thousands at least. 
''"hen it is 
cmembered that the members 
of these different castes cannot intermarry. 
cannot eat together, and that as a rule no 
Hindu of good caste may eat food prepared 
by a man of inferior caste, and that much 
the same rule obtain
 in regard to the drink- 
ing of water, one begins to understand, 
dimly. the difficulties inherent in any deal- 
ings with these people, whether for hygienic, 
social, or military purposes. Yerily, their 
ways are not as our ways. E,.en at the 
railway stations in some parts of India you 
see notices posted: ., \rater for Hindus." 
"'Yater fOf :\Iuhammadans." 
Just, as one example, imagine the diffi- 
culty of helpfulness to one another ,,"hen 
26j 
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the neglected and the help-needing person 
may be one whom to touch, or to come in 
contact with in any way, is a social and 
religious degradation, imperilling not only 
one's social position, but one's sakation. 
The enlightened ruler of Baroda, His High- 
ness, the Gaekwar, calls these people the 
1''Gntouchahles,'' a very happy description 
of them, and he estimates their numbers at 
six million, or a fifth of the population, He, 
a Hindu of the )Iaratha branch himself, 
says: "The system which dh"ides us into 
innumerable castes, claiming to rise by 
minutely graduated steps from the Pariah to 
the Brahman, is a whole tissuc of injustice, 
splitting men equal by nature into diyisions 
high and low, based not on the natural 
standard of personal qualities, but on thc 
accident of birth. Thc eternal struggle be- 
tween caste and caste for social superiority 
has become a source of constant ill-fecling 
in these days. The human desire to help 
the mcmbers of one's caste also leads to 
nepotism, heart-burnings, and consequent 
mutual distrust." 
The polluting power of a cat, as an e'\:- 
ample of the intricacies of this subject of 
caste, is small, of a dog greater, but noth- 
ing equals the pollution of a Pariah. l\Ian, 
in this connection, is degraded below the 
beasts. Such people are denied the ad- 
vantages of social sympathy and industrial 
aid. They are denied all influence for 
good, arising out of free intercourse with 
their neigh bors. The full and free use of 
hospitals, of public inns, public convey- 
anccs, wclls, and eyen temples, is witheld 
from them, They are e,"en refused the 
opportunities of earning a living. )Ienial 
service evcn is denied them, as thcy cannot 
touch the food or enter the houses of the 
higher castes. 
:My fricnd, the )Iaharaja Gaekwar of 
Baroda, is possibly the most outspoken 
prince in India, so I quote another saying 
of his, that my readcrs may know 'Dome- 
thing of his political and social views: "I 
can quite understand thc difficulty invoh"cd 
in giving up onc's inherited ideals of thought 
and custom, espccially in conservativc In- 
dia, If thc Indian peoplc wish to progress, 
and to make the most of their national in- 
fluence, they must consciously give up thesc 
old false ideals and open their eyes to the 
light of progress, in which not onc class, or 
many classes, but all shall share. )len are 


asking for a constitution, by which they 
may limit the powers of princ
s and goYer
- 
ments; they neglect to limit thc tyrannical 
and dcspotic sway of religion, which is 
crushing the life out of our people by dri,'- 
ing out of them all sensc of personal pridc, 
all indiddualitv and ambition. There is 
no room in th
 world of to-day for such 
priests as are little gods with an exagger- 
ated idea of thcir o""n importance, insist- 
ing upon their infallibility, content with 
ignorance, contemptuous of knowledge, 
Priests of this kind are a drag on the wheels 
of progress. Instead of ministering to the 
people they are their bad angels"" 
Sir Harry Johnston, who at lcast cannot 
be accused of not knowing India, writes: 
"The one hundred and sixty-two million 
Hindu men and women and children fol- 
low for the most part wholly unreasonable 
forms of religion, quite incompatible with 
modern ideas of physical development, 
social progress, sanitation, avoidance of 
cruelty, and unrestricted intercourse with 
one's fellow-men." To this he adds: "If 
all forms of the Hindu religion-Brahman- 
ism-could be suhmitted to an impartial 
world-congress of non-Hindus, the mem- 
bers of which were selected from all parts 
of non-Hindu Asia, from America, Europe, 
and Africa, the Hindu religion would be 
uniwrsally condemncd as a mixturc of 
nightmarc nonsensc and time-wasting ruh- 
bish, fulfilling no useful end whatever, only 
adding to the general burden borne by hu- 
manity in its struggle for existence. And, 
of course, so long' as two hundred million 
Indians remain attached to these prepos- 
terous faiths, with their absurd and use- 
less ccremonials, and food taboos, so long- 
if for that reason alone-will the British be 
justified in ruling the Indian Empire with 
some degree of absolutism." 
In this connection, one should remember 
that of the fifty-five million adult male l\Iu- 
hammadans, about seventy-five per cent 
can read and write in Hindustani, and some 
ten per cent are acquainted with English; 
while of the one hundred and sixty-two mil- 
lion Hindus only twenty per cent of the 
adult males can read and writc in the ver- 
nacular, and only threc per cent are ac- 
quainted with English. 
It is somewhat di::-.concerting to an ob- 
seryer and studcnt of Indian affairs, there- 
fore, to find that it is from the Hindu 
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Pinnacles of the golden temple.-Page 264. 


element and from the Brahman caste that own people. He and his people have been 
the murderers, bomb-throwers, seditious the ,-ictims of the Turk, the Tartar, the 
editors of the vernacular press, and the :\longol, who, times without number, have 
men who shoot down the English officials swept through the Afghan passes, and 
on platforms and in theatres are drawn. rubbed, slaughtered, and deflowered, but 
It can only mean that the great Brahman he has always heretofore reappeared as the 
caste, which for centuries ha,'e been the 50- religious, social. and political lord of these 
cial and political leaders of these timid and poor people. He would rather ha,-e chaos 
ignorant masses, are jealous of the English again than to see his acknowledged supe- 
authority. Instead of aiding in all efforts riority slip away from him, through the up- 
to impro,'e the sanitation, in all efforts to lifting of the masses-slow though the pro- 
protect the peasant from the money-lender, cess be-by the English rulers. There are 
in all schemes for irrigation and education, numbers of sympathizers with the so-called 
the Brahman is the leader of the reaction- Indian patriots in .\merica, who contribute 
ist party. He prefers, apparently, that the to their funds and to their excitement, 
mass of the people should remain ignorant, They should realize that it is the Brahman 
debased, diseased, and helpless, as his posi- agitator they are backing, and they should 
tion is magnified by just the width of the take some pains to assure themseh'es that 
social chasm between himself and them. they are not putting their money on the 
He both hates the English and despises his wrong horse. It is well enough to sympa- 
26 9 
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thize with-I will go farther and say-and 
to help any body of men suffering from the 
tyranny of injustice and brutality, whether 
at home or abroad" Though we have such 
down-trodden people here at home need- 
ing our attention, it is perhaps excusable 
in certain temperaments to prefer the ex- 
citement of participation in reyolutions 
abroad, where at any rate our own skins 
may remain whole, whate'"er happens. 
But this attempt of the Brahman agitators 
to oust the British, or at all events to gain 
more offices, more authority, and more 
power for themseh'es is an effort to replace 
British control by the rule of the Brahman 
which represents the most tyrannical, the 
most un-.\merican, and the most revolting 
social, religious, and political autocracy the 
world has ever seen. How any .\merican, 
whatever his ideals or his sympathies, can 
lend his influence in support of a move- 
ment to increase the power of the Brahman 
caste in India, politically or otherwise, can 
only be explained on two grounds: he is 
either maliciously mischievous, or he is 
ignorant. If one were to search the world 


to find ideals utterly unlike, and destruc- 
ti,"e of .--\merican ideals of go,'ernment, of 
religious liberty, and of social freedom. he 
could find them nowhere better than in 
Brahmanism. 
He has neyer been a fighting-man: he 
has fattened upon superstition, and conse- 
quently has, and does encourage it to the ut- 
most, and holds, consequently, the strange 
position in India of being a seditionist as 
against the English and a reactionary a<; 
against his own people. There is a harsher 
word than I care to use for this type of cit- 
izen, but whateyer he may be, he is dis- 
tinctly a stum.bling-block in the present 
situation. .:\Ien who ask for larger repre- 
sentation in the goyernment, knowing full 
well that they alone are sufficiently edu- 
cated to profit by it, and who are inciting 
the weak-minded to assassinate, and the 
ignorant to balk, the alien reformers, are 
difficult to deal with, especially when one 
hears on every side from disinterested na- 
tives that they tremble at the idea of thcir 
future magistrates, ha,"ing as much conccrn 
with their caste ele,"ation as with the in- 
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The burning Ghats. . " Into the sacred waters of the Ganges every Hindu wishes his ashes thrown,-Page 262. 



\ 


r 

 



..- \ .. 
' 
 '
 
..
 -, , 
..- . 


-. 


. .. 


.A j f
1 
t ;-"
' , ., 

- . '. t
,., 
..' }. :: - 
 ,... 
 
 ., 


- 
 =



 ,. 
.......-."..... -
...:--...-.... ..:" 
"- 

 .,.....,.. ......, . 
. .., 
.... 


x 


.,111-- 


" 



- 

 


.. 


.. 


" 
,! 


......... ...- 
-, ...... 


" 
.... ..
 
. of 'f- _ 


I 

'" 
..'
-t.: 
... 



 I 
I 


..... 


.... 


" ' 


- ...'
', 
" -. ,.'
... '. ' '", "': 
,. 


" 
.... , 


... 
.....41 


i. 't. 
" 


, \
 


. . 


r- . 
-.. I. - 
 

. -'1; I............. 
"'- ...-.,., 
-- .
 



 


i\ 
, ..., 


......... 


.-\n .-\scetic, whu claims nut tu ha\'e 
l-'uken fur 23 y",u". 


crease of their salary, and who say: .'It 
would be treason to h umani ty to place us 
by force of British bayonets under the yoke 
of those whose flesh creeps on their bones 
when they hear of a war." I quote from a 
Rajput noble of Oudh, 
,re have only to picture to ourseh-es the 
Presbyterians, the 
Iethoclists, the Cath- 
olics, the Episcopalians, and the railway 
employees, the shop-keepers, the clerks, the 
barbers, the butchers, the money-lenders, 
and the lowest class of laborers, say in 
'Ctica, X. Y., di\'icled into sects and sub- 
jects, not permitted to intermarry, to cat 
together, or to touch food cooked one for 
the other, to get an idea of the helpless chaos 
so far as any effectiye work or progress as a 
community are concerned. And this is by 
no means an exaggerated picture of thou- 
sands of communities all over India. On 
the contrary, it is Lut a \'ery rough sketch of 
communities far more meticulously sub- 
divided and far more intricately disassoci- 
ated. 
This system of caste, which, by the way, 
is the great stumbling-Llock in the way of 
native reformers, whether n>yolutionary or 
otherwise, is not limited to social and re- 
ligious matters, but permeates even the 
industries of the people, since each caste 
is also, in a way, a sort of trade-guild. 
It makes laws and rules for the different 


trades, and even goes so far as to promote 
and support strikes. 
This is but a passing and superficial state- 
ment of a most intricate, and to the "'estern 
mind most incomprehensible, social and re- 
ligious condition. I mention it not as an 
indication of erudition. nor as an attempt 
to explain, or to make clear, what years of 
study and experience would hardly com- 
pass, but to give an example of one of the 
most difficult problems facing the English 
administrators of this huge continent. 
It is easy to see that the visible ruler 
is soon, and surely, held responsible for 
eyerything that goes wron
. The Eng- 
lish. government has introduced authority 
which insists upon standing absolutely 
aloof-as it must-from all interference 
in religious matters, But hert', as we have 
seen, the religious life begins with the 
brushing of the teeth in the morning, and 
thoroughly permeates the hourly life of the 
people, their eating, drinking, marrying. 
and dying, There are new and strange de- 
sires, there arc distress and discontent 
among the peasants. there is a rearrange- 
ment of classes. there is the ignoring of 
caste, as in the railway trains. where all 
must of necessity be treated alike. 
Fane\" the N
w York Central Raih\'av 
attempting to cater to the prejudices óf 
Catholics and L nitarians, vegetarians and 
2jI 
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Christian Scientists, Xew York hoodlums 
and Brahmans from Boston, and when I 
say that such a problem is comparati\'ely 
easy as compared to this prohlem of caste 
in India, I tell e\'en less than the bare truth. 
The government is, of course, blamed for 
this by the ignorant. The sages and teach- 
ers of the Hindus have oeen preaching 
for centuries asceticism as an escape from 
the distresses and wearisome problems of 
life. Now comes a spirit of progress, re- 
joicing in and lauding material posses- 
sions, comfort, and the prolongation of 
life. Life is to be a struggle to overcome 
the impediments, whether physical or cli- 
matic, to an agreeable existence e\'en in 
India. 
Ien are pushed forward to live, 
and to live as comfortably as possiole, 
,vho heretofore have been taught that the 
heights of human perfection are reached 
only by those who live most simply, who 
ignore most completely the material side 
of life, and who quit most speedily this ten- 
ement for another. The Brahman looked 
forward to absorption in Brahma, the 
Buddhist to Nirvana or absolute loss of 
consciousness, so far as the material world 
is concerned. 
There was a thick-headed citizen of 

Iarsei11es who was knO\vn to have little 
enthusiasm for the church, but who was 
none the less a frequent attendant at mass. 
"'hen asked why he attended mass he re- 
plied: "Oh, j'attends que ça soit fini!" 
There are millions in India who have that 
hopeless, helpless air. Their whole physi- 
cal and mental attitude seems to say: "Oh, 
no us attendons que ça soit fini!" Into 
this state of mind, into this situation, the 
Englishman introduces the wedge of ""est- 
ern civilization. Railways, telegraph wires 
canals, hospitals, dispensaries, police, jus- 
tice without bribery, and the cheery Eng- 
lishman himself, playing, shooting, making 
himself comfortable, doing his duty, and 
hoping and believing in, not only to-morrow, 
but the day after to-morrow. " You need 
not die if you don't want to!" this cidliza- 
tion says to three hundred million people 
who have seen little in life but to die; who 
look upon disease and disaster, famine and 
plague, as visitations of God; who-some 
of them-have held it blasphemy to try to 
cure a small-pox patient, because it must 
be a very powerful god who could produce 
such an awful disease. England comes 


blandly ignoring these gods, smilingly sure 
that life is worth li\"ing, and ready to spend 
an immense amount of energy in giving life, 
what e\'ery Englishman all O\-er the ,vorld 
helie\"es to be the only proper setting for 
such a jewel-comfort! England comes 
offering prizes to those who win material 
prosperity, and these people have not 
merely been taught, but have had it ground 
into them for centuries, that material pos- 
sessions are merely the hampering baggage 
of spirits, which should be always on the 
alert to escape to another place. 
India, for all these centuries, has had no 
standards out those of birth, blood, caste, 
and the personal power of conquest. Pov- 
erty was no disgrace; on the contrary, the 
religious beggar, the Brahman, the Budd- 
hist priest, however poor, was a person of 
dignity, looked up to, and reverenced, be- 
cause he had stripped himself of every form 
of wealth. Xow India is being inoculated 
with the economic lymph of the West. 
They see men treated with respect, and 
placed in dignified positions, partly at least 
because they are rich. It is hard, for an 
American particularly, to understand what 
a tremendous change this marks for India. 
'Yhat a man accumulates and holds counts. 
This is new to India. This situation adds 
measurably to the existing discontent of 
an ever-increasing number, who measuring 
themselves by this entirely new standard 
find inequalities they equally dislike, and 
do not understand. 
They are beginning to wonder if one may 
not at the same time be holy and rich, It 
is easier to be poor and good than to be 
rich and ntlgar-they see e\'idences of this, 
but many, none the less, are being influ- 
enced to prefer the latter. 
Their own miseries were not enough. 
They have now this new source of discon- 
tent, the poison of the ,rest: the standard 
of money! The social and even political 
tyranny of the irresponsible rich is yet to be 
their portion, and their potion, and it will 
prO\'e more unpalatable to them than any 
that has yet Leen forced upon them. They 
must go through all this, and then, alas! 
learn all over again that comfort is not 
prosperity, that luxury, is not culture, and 
that a mind besmeared with odds and ends 
of learning is not education, E\-en Eng- 
land and America are only just beginning 
to see this. 
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Religion and Caste in India 


So far as the masses of India are con- 
cerned, thcy still preserve and adhere to 
thcir centurics-old polytheism, they wor- 
ship innumerablc gods; the class slightly 
above them still worship the gods of the 
Hindu Pantheon as manifestations of divin- 
ity which is c,'erywhere-in short, they are 
Pantheists; while the students, and teach- 
ers, and intellectuals of the higher castes 
are weaving and unravelling the fine the- 
ological threads, which were doing duty for 
the scholars' exercises of the fourth century 
and the schoolmen of the 1Iiddle Ages. 
1Ir. K. G. Gupta, \vriting of orthodox 
Hinduism, says: "It is mainly and sub- 
stantially idolatrous; and image-worship, 
in which anthropomorphism plays an im- 
portant part, is its principal fcature. It 
has many cults, many sects, each having 
its special gods and goddesses, but all com- 
bine to venerate the entire Hindu pantheon. 
The worship of a certain deity representing 
the active female principle of the universe 
is never complete without the shedding of 
blood, and she has even to plcad guilty to 
a hankering for human sacrifice," There is 
more than one example, even of late years, 
\vhere this goddess has been offered human 
sarifices by her ignorant worshippers. 
If there were no problems of taxation, 
of hygiene and sanitation, of education, of 
administration, of safeguarding the country 
within, and from without, against sedition 
and attack, this disease of the religious and 
social skin, within which these people move 
and have their prejudices, were surely a 
task of momentous difficulty in and of 
itself. Fortunately for the problem, and 
probably for themselves, this hard-playing, 
unanalyzing, governing race of Englishmen, 
with unbounded confidence in themselves, 
take all these matters so lightly, ignore them 
so placidly, discuss them so flippantly, that 
for them they cease to exist. They come 
and stare at Benares like children at a pan- 
tomime, then return to deal justly and pa- 
tiently with their three hundred million 
wards, as though the whole spiritual and 
intellectual life of thousands of years and 
millions of subjects did not exist. 
This ignorance and confidence explain 
their success, but these ignored problems 
are none the less the fundamental cause of 
most of their anxieties. These people are 
so split up into factions, racial, religious, 
social, and political, that they cannot com- 
VOL. XLIX,-27 
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bine to free themselves from their governors, 
Herein lies the safety of the English. But 
1857, the year of thc _Mutiny, shO\vcd that 
if once the religious prejudices could be 
touched, then the fire will light and burn, 
Once the :Muhammadans were persuadcd 
that the abhorred pig, and the Hindus 
that the sacred cow, were used to make 
the grease for their cartridges, and that the 
Russians were beating their supposedly 
unbeatable conquerors in the Crimea, 
they threw off all allegiance, they forsook 
friends, they killed companions and broke 
the bonds of years, to an extent that thcir 
own officers, who had lived in the closest 
intercourse with them, could not believe 
possible. 
The seditionist of to-day knows full well 
the strings to pull to produce another up- 
rising. Not many months ago it was going 
the rounds that the bone-dust of animals 
was to be mixed with the sugar, and the 
Japanese success over white opponents has 
been used to the full to enflame their war- 
like ambitions. It is only some such attack 
upon their religious and racial sensibilities 
and prejudices that can pervade the mass 
of the people, and the Indian anarchist 
knows it and is nowadays again on the 
lookout for some such materials to start 
the blaze. 
It is to be remembered, }oo, as an im- 
portant factor in any discussion of caste, 
that peace has been maintained in the past, 
in these thousands of communities all ovcr 
India, because the assembly, such as it is, 
has been influenced by the men entitled 
to influence it. \Yhen caste is destroyed 
into whose hands will this governing pow- 
er in all these small communities fall? 
The English thus far have left, to a large 
extent, these smaller offices in the hands of 
those who have always asserted their right 
to thcm by reason of their blood or caste 
standing, a right, be it said, universally and 
contentedly recognized. Thcre is no new 
influence, no ncw arrangement to supplant 
this old system, and the old system of caste 
is being, even though very slowly, corroded 
and eaten away by the civilization of the 
\Vest. \Vhen it disappears the governors 
of India will have another difficult problem 
to face, They will have reached the sum- 
mit of one mountain of reform only to see 
another peak beyond. Caste may inter- 
fere with progress, but it undoubtedly helps 
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mightily to preserve the peace. Caste is a 
Letter policeman even than the Englishman. 
Once this system, which has for thousands 
of years and still does permeate all classes 
in India, is weakened, or ridiculed out of 
existence, all sorts of other superstitions 
will follow to create trouble. 
There were actual riots in the streets of 
the capital of Korea, some years ago, due 
to a wide-spread report that the American 
missionaries were boiling Korean babies to 
manufacture chemicals for photographic 
processes. This was, indeed, a tribute to 
Yankee ingenuity, but it is also an illus- 
tration of what preposterous methods may 
be used successfully to breed trouble among 
masses of ignorant people. 
It is an interesting commentary upon the 
impartial attitude of the English, that while 
they pay and protect missionaries in India 
and elsewhere, they are at the same time 
large manufacturers and shippers of idols 
to these same countries. 
The ordained missionaries in India num- 
ber something over a thousand, with about 
the same number of native pastors. They 
have made practically no impression upon 
India, and the best of them, both European 
and native, admit as much themselves. 
The converts are almost entirely from the 
lowest class of natives, and from the Euras- 
ians, i. e., those of mixed European and Ind- 
ian parentage-a class, by the way, for 
whom one has much sympathy, as they are 
equally despised and rejected by the English 
and the Indians. " In ninety-nine cases out 
of a hundred (always excepting the Roman 
Catholic Christians of the 'Yest Coast) to 
be a Christian is to have been a pariah" 
writes Stanley Rice, a recognized authority 
on the subject. lYledical assistance, teach- 
ing, and so on by the missionaries are valu- 
able, but I doubt whether either the civilian 
or the soldier would not willingly see the 
whole band of missionaries sent home. 
Their interest in the native sometimes gets 
to the point of mawkishness, leading the 
native to overestimate his own importance, 
and weakening his respect for authority. 
Upon the Letter-class Indian mind, the 
necessary assumption of omniscience which 
must underlie all foreign missionary effort, 
particularly when many of the missionaries 
are distinctly of the social and intellectual 
mediocrity, produces an invulnerable dis- 
like To them the theological crazy-quilt, 


offered them as a coverlet for their salva- 
tion, a patchwork of Anglican, Presbyteri- 
an, Catholic, Baptist, :l\Iethodist, Lutheran, 
and Universalist, must lack dignity, suLtle- 
ty, and beauty of outline. 
The Sanskrit word for caste is color. _\ 
philologist might argue that this matter 
of caste probably dated from the time 
when the swarms of white Aryans came to 
India, and wished to cut themselves off and 
to keep themselves apart from the darker 
races they found there. The missionary 
finds himself balked in his endeavors Ly 
his own logic. If the incarnation is true, 
then no race which is Christian can remain 
ostracized from and by other Christian 
races. The European Christians in India 
are a caste by themselves. They will not 
hear of much social intercourse, or of in- 
termarriage. Indian Christians are even 
barred from the Transvaal by their brother 
Christians there. "'hite Christians refuse 
to meet African Christians even at the sac- 
rament; much more strongly do they per- 
sist in ostracizing them socially. 
'Vhatever the Indian may be physically 
and morally, he is admittedly subtle men- 
tally. To preach brotherly love at the 
table of the holy communion, and to Le 
ready to slay the man who should propose 
social intercourse, or marriage, with your 
sisters or daughters, is a difficult dilemma, 
a hornless dilemma, in fact, for the mis- 
sionary. For the convert, belief in the 
incarnation is indispensable, but for the 
white converter to carry out the plain pre- 
scriptions of the incarnation is a crime 
against his race. It is safe to say that 
there will be no great missionary progress 
among the colored races until this problem 
is solved. It is not surprising that the 
rooted beliefs of the East are sometimes 
puzzled into ferocity. And, alas! I am 
bound to admit, as an outsider, that I am 
not sure that one does not see Buddha, 
Confucius, or lYiuhammad in the streets of 
Rangoon, Peking, and Peshawar, quite as 
often as one sees Jesus of Nazareth in the 
streets of London, Paris, or New York. 
A dozen unmarried women, singing and 
beating tambourines, accompanied and led 
by one man, must necessarily daunt the 
credulity of the :l\fuhammadan or the Chi- 
nese Buddhist, The only effective mis- 
sionaries I have ever met, either at home 
or abroad, are those few people, men and 
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women, who never preach, never pray in 
public, and never by any chance argue, but 
who make us humble and ashamed by be- 
ing better than we are. They convert us 
by their unvoiced consistency of conduct. 
They are unsalaried, unconscious, but none 
the less the saviors of the world. There 
are, and always have been, a few lay Eng- 
lishmen of that stamp in India, and I 
have seen some of their converts, and thev 
are the only converted ones in all Indi;' 
for whose faith or courage I would give 
a fig, when put to the test of the shadow 
of the cross, or the edge of a sword. 
Praying to a congregation, or to any 
audience, any prayer, indeed, except it be 
inaudible and in the closet, would seem to 
be a most dangerous and daring form of 
spiritual exercise-a sickening form of idol- 
atry when it is the mere stringing together 
of beatific phrases, and when it is a fren- 
zied tearing off of the spiritual garments, 
an awful exposure, more curious than help- 
ful. All this phase of the matter is even 
more apparent to the Oriental than to us, 
and to them is more disconcerting. The 
number and the class of the Christian con- 
verts in India shows this. They are prac- 
tically all of the lowest class, for whom the 
bait of food, in time of famine, and protec- 
tion have been the main temptations to 
conversion. 
But besides the Hindus, and the Chris- 
tians, and some one hundred thousand Par- 
sis in India, there are the J ains, a sect 
which exaggerates some of the Buddhist 
doctrines, as, for example, the extreme con- 
cern for animal life, bodily penance as a ne- 
cessity of salvation, and so on. These peo- 
ple maintain hospitals for useless animals 
who would otherwise be killed. I have 
seen two of these compounds, crowded with 
camels, bullocks, cows, water buffaloes, 
dogs, cats, chickens, pigeons, and so on, all 
kept alive by this fanatical charity which 
holds it wrong to kill a fly, or vermin, even 
when on the person. 
There are the Sikhs, a sect of Hindus who 
recognize no distinctions of caste, worship 
the Granth, or holy book, have their own 
teachers or gurus, and who were at one 
time, and even as late as the middle of the 
eighteenth century, a formidable military 
power. 
There are the JVIarathas, who grew from 
a military organization of local Hindu tribes 
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in southern India, into the most formid- 
able military and political power in India 
at the time of the break-up of the Mughal 
empire, in the beginning of the eighteenth 
century. 
There are the :Muhammadans (they, 
again, divided into two sects of Shiahs and 
Sunnis), who began their invasions of In- 
dia about IoooA. D., and who now number 
sixty-two millions, or about one-fifth of the 
total population. There are, besides these, 
numerous tribes, some of them almost ex- 
tinct, who are practically savage relics of 
the aborigines and their Animistic worship. 
The differences between these various 
sects and tribes and religions before the 
British came, were not merely the epicene 
pulpit quarrels, such as mark our ". estern 
theological polemics, matters that do not 
interfere with inter-dining and dancing, 
but matt
rs of life and death. J\Iontesqieu 
writes: "Apres tout, c'est mettre ses con- 
jectures à bien haut prix, qued'enfaire cuire 
un homme tout vif." But these people did 
not hesitate to clothe their beliefs with full 
sanction to use both fire and sword. So 
far as one can see, the vitality of these main 
beliefs is unimpaired, and the pilgrimages 
to 
Iecca, to Rangoon, and to Benares show 
no lessening of numbers nor of enthusiasm. 
If one is to see anything in Benares ex- 
cept a diversely colored peripatetic laundry 
on an enormous scale, one must have some 
such thread of knowledge upon which to 
string one's impressions. How can there 
be any such thing as national or patriotic 
feeling in India as a whole! The people 
of Bombay, of Bengal, of Peshawar, of 
J\,Iadras, of the Punjab can only slowly 
grow to feel that they belong to one great 
Indian nation. Their speech even is so 
different that the man in J\Iadras can no 
more understand the man from the Pun- 
jab than the Spaniard can understand the 
Russian. 
Not only the differences are great, as be- 
tween a low-class Hindu propitiating de- 
mons and worshipping trees, plants, stones, 
rivers, water-tanks, cows, crocodiles, pea- 
cocks-all held to be sacred in certain parts 
of India-and the high-class members of 
the two reformed bodies, the Arya Somaj 
and the Brahma Somaj, who reject all idol- 
worship, and have refined the Hindu re- 
ligious philosophy to the point of radical 
Unitarianism; but the numbers are enor- 
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mous. There are over 200,000,000 Hindus, 
more than 60,000,000 1Iuhammadans, more 
than 9,000,000 Buddhists, nearly 9,000,000 
Animists, besides Sikhs, J ains, Parsis, and 
a sprinkling of Jews and Christians. 
It is estimated that there are 1,544,510,- 
000 people in the world. Of these, 175,- 
290,000 are 1Iuhammadans, 300,000,000 
are Confucians, 214,000,000 are Brahmans, 
121,000,000 Buddhists, 534,940,000 are 
Christians, 10,860,000 are Jews, and other 
bodies of lesser numbers. 
:l\1ore than half the people in the world 
live in India and China, and these figures 
give one some notion of the colossal loaf of 
paganism that it is the ambition of the mis- 
sionary to leaven. These figures, too, tell 
the tale of the bathing, praying thousands 
on the banks of the river Ganges at Be- 
nares, but they give the reader, also, I hope, 
some idea of the terrifying proportions of 
the problem of the British ruler in India. 
He is not only dealing in India with these 
unknown, and almost incomprehensible, 
diversities of creed, and custom, and an- 
cient precedent, but also with the problem 
common to all of us everywhere, of the po- 
litical status of the individual, of his rights, 
and of the quality and quantity of his par- 
ticipation in legislation. 
No Oriental nation will hear that women 
have been given a vote, and thereby a 
voice in how they shall be governed, with- 
out a vocal and physical protest such as no 
mutiny even can parallel. 
Great Britain is being assaulted just now 
by women demanding the suffrage. \Vhat 
will happen among Hindus and 1Iuham- 
madans, with their notions of the position 
of women, should women be given the vote, 
is rather beyond ordinary imaginative pow- 
ers. Orientals are all born and bred aris- 
tocrats. It is the Indians who visit Eng- 
land, and who discover how un-Brahman 
are many of their rulers there, who return 
to spread the seeds of discontent even now. 
The Oriental, of all others, knows the folly 
of the rights of man. 
Rousseau begins his Conlrat Social: 
"L'homme né libre, est partout dans les 
fers." The profound error here, but one 
that has unduly excited the world, is that 
man is not born free, he is, on the con- 
trary, born in chains. He begins life in 
chains, chains of parentage, of inheritance, 
of environment, of capability, of disposi- 


tion, of looks, of strength, physical and 
moral. All discussions of liberty arc found- 
ed upon this gross error. Some men 
achieve a certain liberty, but they are all, 
always, c\"erywhere, born to slavery! No 
political philosopher of the ,rest knows as 
well as does thc Oriental that it is the weak 
who are always screaming for liberty, while 
the strong are forever asking for more 
strength and courage to bear the responsi- 
bilities that liberty has put upon them, not 
the least of which is the protection of the 
weak, by assuming the right to rule. In 
these days, indeed, it is very much to be 
doubted whether the weak are more bur- 
dened by the chains of subordination than 
are the strong by the chains of responsi- 
bility. 
It is an enlightening commentary upon 
the difficulties to be met in the evolution of 
the freedom of the individual to read the 
report of the Society of Comparative Legis- 
lation upon the legislation of the empire. 
For the ten years ending in 1907 twenty-five 
thousand ne\v laws were made by men for 
the restriction of their own liberties in the 
British Empire! First, men strike off the 
chains of church, of feudalism, of autoc- 
racy which bind them, and then with a new 
system, with self-government, in a new era, 
they are finding that the new liberties must 
have new masters. 
The variety of problems and peoples in 
the British Empire is shown by the variety 
of subjects dealt with by these laws. There 
are laws punishing witchcraft and widow- 
burning; there are laws about animals, and 
even about inanimate objects-as in Ath- 
ens, where if a tree fell on a man and killed 
him the tree was solemnly tried and out- 
lawed, 
This glut of law-making is by no means 
confined to the British Empire. We in 
America have many and ludicrous exam- 
ples of it. The horse breaks his harness 
and is free-free to cut himself to pieces 
running through the crowded streets. The 
lion breaks out of his cage and cowers 
in a corner, bewildered by his freedom. 
l\ien break away from one tyranny, only to 
harness themselves in a mesh of knots and 
buckles more hampering than before. 
The intelligence, the experience, and the 
wisdom of the world have no wish to en- 
slave, or to hamper individual liberty. Cer- 
tainly we Americans have no such ambi- 
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tion, nor have the British, but just to take 
the harness off the horse does not solve the 
problem. Germany and Japan are omi- 
nous examples of how happy is the horse, 
and how well he goes when harnessed, 
handled, and housed by one coachman in 
supreme control. 
\Ve cannot be sure that we are not cut- 
ting away at individual initiative, at inde- 
pendence, at personal prowess and cO'J.r- 
age, by this weaving a web of laws around 
the individual, even though they be sup- 
posedly for his protection and well-being. 
It may be that he is better off, after all, 
with a master, rather than with all as mas- 
ters. This much, at least, must be said 
for those who hesitate, and counsel delay 
rather than haste, when dealing with In- 
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dia, and Egypt, and the Philippines. De- 
mocracy's cocksureness may land us all 
scrambling at the feet of a dictator. Lih- 
erty is a far more complicated problem to 
deal with than tyranny, and few there arc 
\...ho recognize it. Those who read these 
scanty sketches of the history, and the do- 
mestic, religious, and social problems of 
India, will, I hope, share with me the feel- 
ing that a nation with such a gigantic prob- 
lem to solve should be judged and criticised 
with extreme care, and always with a lean- 
ing toward leniency, and that we Ameri- 
cans, with our increasing responsibilities, 
both at home and abroad, in the governing 
of the colored races, should be the last to 
criticise ignorantly, or to counsel others to 
walk, or to \valk ourselves, unwarily. 


SUl\Il\IER AFTERNOON 
(BO
IAM CASTLE, SUSSEX) 
By Edith Wharton 


NOT all the wasteful beauty of the year 
Heaped in the scale of one consummate hour 
Shall this outweigh: the curve of quiet air 
That held, as in the green sun-fluted light 
Of sea-caves quivering in a tidal lull, 
Those trancèd towers and long unruined walls, 

,foat-girdled from the world's dissolving touch, 
The rook-flights lessening over evening woods, 
And, down the unfrequented grassy slopes, 
The shadows of old oaks contemplative 
Reaching behind them like the thoughts of age. 


High overhead hung the long Sussex ridge, 
Sun-cinctured, as a beaker's rim of gold 
Curves round its green concavity; and slO\v 
Across the upper pastures of the sky 
The clouds moved white before the herding airs 
That in the hollow, by the moated walls, 
Stirred not one sleeping lily from its sleep. 
Deeper the hush fell; more remote the earth 
Fled onward with the flight of cloud and sun, 
And cities strung upon the flashing reel 
Of nights and days. \Ve knew no more of these 
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Than the grey towers redoubling in the moat 
The image of a bygone strength transformed 
To beauty's endless uses; and like them 
\Ve felt the touch of that renewing power 
That turns the landmarks of man's ruined toil 
To high star-haunted reservoirs of peace. 
And with that sense there came the deeper sense 
Of moments that, between the beats of time, 
l\fay thus insphere in some transcendent air 
The plenitude of being, 
Far currents feed them, from those slopes of soul 
That know the rise and set of other stars 
"'hite-roaring downward through remote defiles 
Dim-forested with unexplorèd thought; 
Yet tawny from the flow of lower streams 
That drink the blood of battle, sweat of earth, 
And the broached vats of cities revelling. 
All these the moments hold; yet these resolved 
To such clear wine of beauty as shall flush 
The blood to richer living. . . . Thus we mused, 
And musing tints we felt the magic touch, 
And such a moment held us. As, at times, 
Through the long windings of each other's eyes 
\Ye have reached some secret hallowed silent place 
That a god visits at the turn of night- 
In such a solitude the moment held us. 
And one were thought and sense in that profound 
Submersion of all being deep below 
The vexèd waves of action. Clear we saw, 
Through the clear nether stillness of the place, 
The gliding images of words and looks 
Swept from us down the gusty tides of time, 
And here unfolding to completer life; 
And like dull pebbles from a sunless shore 
Plunged into crystal waters, suddenly 
\\'e took the hues of beauty, and became, 
Each to the other, all that each had sought. 


Thus did we feel the moment and the place 
One in the heart of beauty; while far off 
The rooks' last cry died on the fading air, 
And the first star stood white upon the hill. 
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the harbor. A 11 aeroplane 
comes out to meet it 'with 
mail a11d lle'ztJspapers from 
the lort. 
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Rushing the "'ilJeek-ender" 
to the train even though it 
has gone by the home station. 
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TVhCll the acroplant' race has sup- 
planted the )'acht rac[Þ as a sport. 
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reporting to the staff. 
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DrmV1t by N. C. iV yetlt. 
"He turned and faced the nsing sun, the light full on his face." -Page 292. 



TI[E ARTIS1' 


By Dorothy Canfield 


ILLUSTRATIO:'\ BY K. C, 'YVETII 


" ra FTER thc sickening stcnch 
I 
r . of pcrsonality in theatrical 

' life," the great :Madame 
, Orloff told thc doctor with 
her usual free-handed use 
co ... of language, "it is like 
breathing a thin, purc air to be hcre again 
with our dear inhuman old \ïeyra. He 
hypnotizes me into his own belief that 
nothing mattcrs-not broken hearts, nor 
death, nor succcss, nor first Im"e, nor old 
age-nothing but the chiaroscuro of his 
latcst acq uisi tion." 
Thc picturc-dealcr looked at her in 
silcnce, bringing the point of his white 
beard up to his chin with a meditative fist. 
The big surgeon gazed about him with ap- 
prcciati,"c eyes, touched his mustache to 
his gold-lined coffee-cup, "(flld sighed con- 
tentedly. "You're not the only one, my 
dcar Olga," he said, "who finds Vieyra's 
hard heart a blessing. \Vhen I am here in 
his magnificent old den, listening to one of 
his frank accounts of his own artistic acu- 
men and rejoicing in his beautiful posses- 
sions, why the rest of the world-real hu- 
manity-seems in retrospect like onc great 
hospital full of shrieking incurablcs," 
"Oh, humanity-!" The actress thrust 
it away with one of her startling, vivid 
gcstures. . 
" You think it very clcver, my distin- 
guishcd friends, to discuss me before my 
face," commented the old picture-dealer 
indifferently. He fingered the bright- 
colored decorations on his breast, looking 
down at them with abscnt cyes. -\fter a 
moment hc added, "and to show your 
in-ti-mate knowledge of my character." 
Only its careful correctness betrayed thc 
foreignness of his speech. 
"Oh, character-!" ::\Iadame Orloff 
repudiated the conception in a vaguc mur- 
mur. 
Therc was a pause in which thc three 
gazed idly at the fire's reflection in the 
brass of the superb old andirons. Thcn, 
"Haven't you something new to show us?" 
VUL. XLlX.-29 


askcd thc woman. "Somc genuinc ::\[a- 
saccio, picked up in a hill-town monastery 
-a real Ribera?" 
Thc small old Jcw drew a long brcath. 
"Yes, I havc somcthing ncw," He hesi- 
tated, opened his lips, closed them again 
and, looking at the fire, "Oh yes, '"ery ncw 
indeed-new to me." 
"Is it here?" The grcat surgeon looked 
about the picturc-cm"ered walls. 
"Ko; I ha,'e it in-you know, what you 
call the inner sanctuary-the light herc is 
not good cnough." 
The actrcss stood up, her glittering dress 
flashing a thousand eyes at the fire. "Lct 
me see it," she commandcd, "I would 
like to see something ncw to you." 
" You shall amuse yourself by identifying 
the artist without my aid," said old \ïeyra. 
Hc opened a door, held back ft portière, 
let his guests pass through into a darkened 
room, turned on a softly brilliant light, and: 
"\Yhom do you make the artist?" he said. 
He did not look at the picture. He looked 
at the faces of his guests. and after a long 
silent pause, he smiled faintly into his 
beard, "Let us go back to thc fire," he 
said, and clicked them into darkness again. 
"And what do you say?" hc askcd as 
they sat down. 
"By Jove!" cried the doctor. "By 
Jow!" 
l\Iaclame Orloff turned on thc collcctor 
the sombre glow of her deep-set eyes. " I 
ha,'c dreamed it," she said. 
"It is real." said \ïeyra. "You are thc 
first to see it. I wished to ohserve how--" 
" It's an unknown Y ermeer!" The doc- 
tor brought his big white hand down loudly 
on this discovery. "Kobody but Yermeer 
could ha,'e done the plaster wall in the sun- 
light. And the girl's strange gray head- 
dress must he se,'cnteenth-centurv Dutch 
of some prmoince I don't- " . 
"I am a rich man, for a picture-dealer." 
said \ïeyra, "but only national gon.rn- 
ments can afford to buy Yermccrs no\\'- 
adays." 
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The Artist 


"But you picked it up from some corner, 
some attic, some stable-" 
" Yes, I picked it up from a stable," said 
the collector. 
The actress laid her slender, burning 
fingers on his cool old hand. .. Tell us- 
tell us," she urged, "There is something 
different here." 
" Yes, there is something different," he 
stirred in his chair and thrust out his lips. 
"So different that I don't know if you-" 
"Try me! try me!" she assured him 
ardently. "Y ou have educated me well to 
your standards all these years." 
At this he looked at her, startled, frown- 
ing, attenti,"e, and ended by shaking off her 
hand. " No, I will not tell you." 
"You shall-" her eyes commanded, ad- 
jured him. There was a silence. "I will 
understand," she said under her breath, 
" You will not understand," he said in 
the same tone; but aloud he began: "I 
heard of it first from an American picture- 
dealer mTr here scraping up a mock-Bar- 
bizon collection for a new millionaire. He 
wanted to get my judgment, he said, on a 
canvas that had been brought in to him by 
a cousin of his children's governess. I was 
to be sure to see it when I went to 
ew 
York-you knew, did you not, that I had 
been called to 
 ew York to testify in the 
prosecution of Paullsen for selling a signed 
copy? " 
"Did you really go?" asked the doctor. 
"I though t you swore that nothing could 
take you to .-\merica." 
"I went," said the old man grimly. 
"Paullsen did me a bad turn once, thirty 
years ago. And while I was there I went 
to see the unknown canvas. The dealer 
half apologized for taking my time-said he 
did not as a rule pay any attention to freak 
things hrought in from country holes by 
amateurs, but-I remember his wording- 
thi
 thing, some ways he looked at it, didn't 
seem bad somehow." 
The collector paused, passed his tongue 
over his lips, and said briefly: "Then he 
showed it to me. It was the young girl and 
hitten in there." 
"By JO\'e!" cried the doctor, 
"Y ou have too exciting a profession, my 
good old dear," said the actress. "Some 
day you will die of a heart failure." 
"Not after living through that!" 
""That did you tell him?" 


"I asked for the address of the cousin 
of his childrcns' gO\"erness. \Vhen I had 
it I bought a ticket to the place, ann. 
when I reached there I found myself at 
the end of all things-an abomination of 
desolation. Do you know America, either 
of yoU ? " 
'[he doctor shook his head. 
"I have toured there three times," said 
the actress. 
"Did you e,.er hear of a place called 
Pennsylvania? " 
:Madame Orloff smiled, "It is as large 
as five Englands." 
" It is inhabited by an insufferable sect of 
fanatics called Quakers, who live in pre- 
posterously ugly little wooden houses of the 
most naked cleanliness, who will not swear, 
who ha'"e no priests and no doctrine, appar- 
ently, but the blasphemous one that color, 
sacred, holy color is an evil thing, and that 
gray is the only virtuous-" 
The actress laughed. "There are other 
people in Pennsyh.ania," she protested. 
\ïeyra ignored her. "In a wretched 
huddle of little houses they call a village I 
found the cousin, a seller of letter-paper and 
cheap chromos, who knew nothing of the 
picture except that it was brought to him 
to sell by the countryman who sold him 
butter. I found the address of the butter- 
maker, and drove endless miles over ex- 
ecrable roads to his house, and encountered 
his mother, a stolid, middle-aged woman, 
who looked at me out of the most uncanny 
quiet eyes-all the fanatics there have the 
extraordinary eyes-from under a strange, 
gray head-dress, and asked: 'Is it about 
the picture? For you don't want to let on 
to anybody but me. 
obody but the fam- 
ily knows he paints 'em!' " 
At this the doctor burst out: "Gracious 
powers! You don't mean he is a living 
man!" 
"Let him alone!" The actress turned 
with a lithe petulance on the big Briton. 
"And there I had it all," the narrator 
went on; "the old woman could tell me 
what I wished to know, she said. He was 
her uncle, the only brother of her mother, 
and he had brought up her and her brothers 
and sisters. She knew-oh, she knew with 
good reason, all of his life. All, that is, but 
the beginning. She had heard from older 
Quakers that he had been wild in his youth 
(he had always been, she told me gravely, 
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queer) and she knew that he had travelled 
far in his young days, ,.ery, ,.ery far, 
"'To New York?' I ventured. 
" , 0 h no, beyond that. Across the 
water.' 
'''To Paris?' 
"That she didn't know. It was a 
foreign country at least, and he had stayed 
there two, three years, until he was called 
back by her father's death-his brother-in- 
law's-to take care of his mother, and his 
sister and the children. Here her mind 
went back to my question, and she said she 
had something perhaps I could tell from, 
where he had been. She kept it in her 
Bible, He had g!,'en it to her when she 
was a child as a reward the day she had 
kept her little brother from falling in the 
fire. She brought it out. It was a sketch, 
hasty, vigorous, suggesti,-e, haunting as the 
original itself, of the Leonardo da \ïncÎ 
Ste. Anne. 
" Yes, I told her, now I knew where he 
had been. And they had called him back 
from there-here? 
'" \Vhen my father died,' she repeated, 
'my uncle was all my grandmother and my 
mother had. "Te were tì,-e little children, 
and the oldest not seven, and we were all 
very poor.' 
" 'How old was your uncle then?' I 
asked. 
'" A young man-he was younger than 
my mother. Perhaps he was hventy-fi'T.' 
"I looked at the sketch in my hand. 
Twenty-five, and called back from Paris- 
Ilere! 
" '\Vhen did he go back?' 
'" Oh, he never went back.' She told 
me this quite placidly, as she said every- 
thing else. 'He never went back at all.' 
"He had stayed there the rest of his liie, 
and worked the little farm that was all his 
sister had, and made a li,.ing for them-not 
large, the farm being poor and he not a 
tìrst-class farmer, but still enough. He 
had always been kind to them-if he ,,,'as 
quite queer and absent. She had heard her 
grandmother say that at first, the first ten 
years, perhaps, he had had strange, gloomy, 
savage fits, like a person possessed that you 
read of in the Bible; but she herself could 
never remember him as anything but quiet 
and smiling. He had a ,'ery queer smile, 
unlike anyone else, as I would notice for 
myself when I went to see him about the 
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picture. You could tell him hy that, and 
by his being 'Tery lame, 
"That brought me back with a start. I 
rushed at her with questions. 'How about 
the picture? \Vere there others? \Yere 
there many? Had he always painted? 
Had he ne,.er shown them to am' one? 
"'as he painting now? . 
"She could not tell me much. It had 
been a detail of their common life she had 
but absently remarked, as though she had 
lived with a man who collected snail-shells, 
or studied the post-marks on letters, She 
had ne,'er noticed-thát was the answer to 
most of my questions, 1\0, she did not 
think there were very many now, though he 
must ha,.e painted 'most a million. He 
was always at it, e,-ery minute he could 
spare from farming, But they had been so 
poor he had not felt he could afford many 
cam-ases. The paints cost a good deal too. 
So he painted them over and over, first one 
thing and then another, as he happened 
to fancy. He painted in the horse-barn. 
'Had a place rigged up,' in her phrase, in 
one corner of the room where the hay was 
stored, and had cut a big window in the 
roof that was apt to let in water on the hay 
if the rain came from the east. 
'" '''hat did he paint?' 'Oh, anything. 
He was queer about that. He'd paint 
all )'thing! He did one picture of nothing 
but the corner of the barn-yard, with a big 
white sow and some little pigs in the straw, 
early in the morning, when the dew was on 
e,'erything. He had thought quite a lot of 
that, but he ha
 had to paint Q,.er it to 
make the picture of her little sister with the 
yellow kittie-the one she'd sent down to 
the ,-ill age to try to sell, the one-' 
'" Yes, yes,' I told her, 'the one I saw. 
But did he ne,.er try to sell any himself? 
Did he ne,-er even show them to anyone?' 
"She hesitated, tried to remember, and 
said that once when they were very poor, 
and there was a hig doctor's bill to pay, 
he had sent a picture down to Xew York. 
But it was sent back. They had made a 
good deal of fun of it, the people down 
there, because it wasn't tìnished off enough. 
She thought her uncle's feelings had been 
hurt by their letter, The express down and 
hack had cost a good deal too, and the only 
frame he had got broken. Altogether, she 
guessed that discouraged him. .\nyhow, 
he'd ne,-er tried again. He seemed to get 
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so after a while that he didn't care whether 
anybody liked them or e\'en saw them or 
not-he just painted them to amuse him- 
self, she guessed. He seemed to get a good 
deal of comfort out of it. It made his face 
very still and smiling to paint. Xobody 
around there so much as knew he did it, the 
farm was so far from neighbors. 
"'Twas a reallondy place, she told me, 
and she had been glad to marry and come 
down in the yalley to li\'e closer to folks, 
Her uncle had gi,'en her her wedding outtit. 
He had done real well by them all, and they 
were grateful; and now he was getting 
feeble and had trouhle with his heart, they 
wanted to do something for him, They 
had thought, perhaps, they could sell some 
of his pictures for enough to hire a man to 
help him with the farm work. She had 
heard that pictures were coming into 
fashion more than they had been, and she 
had borrm\"ed that one of her little sister 
and the kittie, and without her uncle's 
knowing anything about it, had sent it off. 
She was about discouraged waiting for 
somebody down in the city to make up his 
mind whether he'd buy it or not. 
,. I asked her a thousand other questions 
but she could answer none of them. The 
only detail I could get from her being an 
account of her uncle's habit of 'staring' for 
sometimes a half an hour at something, 
without once looking away. She'd seen 
him stop that way, when he'd be husking 
corn maybe, and stare at a place ,,,here a 
sunbeam came in on a pile of corn. It put 
him back quite considerable in his work, 
that habit, but they had nothing to com- 
I ,lain of. He'd done well by them, when you 
considered they weren't his own children. 
,.. Hadn't he eyer tried to break away?' 
I asked her, amazed. ' To lea "e them? 
To go back?' 
"She told me: 'Oh, no, he was the only 
support his mother and his sister had, and 
there were all the little children. He /Zad 
to stay.' " 
The actress broke in fiercely: "Oh, stop! 
stop! it makes me sick to hear about. I 
could boil them in oil, that family! Quick! 
You saw him? You brought him away? 
You-" 
"1 saw him," said \ïeyra, "yes, I saw 
him," 

Iadame Orloff leaned toward him, her 
eyebrows a line of painful attention. 


"I drove that afternoon up to a still tinier 
village in the mountains near where he 
liyed, and there I slept that night-or, at 
least, I lay in a hed." 
.. Of course, you could not sleep," broke 
in the listening woman; ,. I shall not to- 
nigh t." 
""'hen dawn came I dressed and went 
out to wander until people should be awake. 
I walked far, through fields, and then 
through a wood as red as red-gold-like 
nothing I e\'er saw. It was in October, and 
the sun was late to rise. \Vhen I came out 
on an uplying heath, the mists were just 
beginning to roll away from the valley be- 
low. _\s I stood there, leaning against a 
tree in the edge of the wood, some cows 
came by, little, pinched, lean cows, and a 
young dog bounding along, and then, after 
them, slowly, an old man in gray-very 
lame." 
The actress closed her eyes. 
"He did not see me, He whistled to the 
dog and stroked his head, and then as the 
cows went through a gate, he turned and 
faced the rising sun, the light full on his 
face, He looked at the valley coming into 
sight through the mists. He was so dose 
to me I could have tossed a stone to him- 
I shall never know how long he stood there 
-how long I had that face hefore me," 
The narrator was silent. l\ladame Or- 
loff opened her eyes and looked at him 
piercingly. 
"I cannot tell you- I cannot!" he an- 
swered her. "\\'ho can tell of life and 
death and a new birth? It was as though 
I were thinking with my fingernails, or the 
hair of my head-a part of me J had never 
before dreamed had feeling. 
Iy e}:es were 
dazzled. I could have bowed myself to the 
earth like 
loses before the burning bush. 
How can I tell you-? How can J tell 
you? " 
., He was-?" breathed the woman. 
,. Hubert van Eyck might ha\"e painted 
(;od the Father with those eyes-that 
mouth-that face of patient power-of self- 
less, still beatitude.-Once the dog, nestling 
by his side, whimpered and licked his hand. 
He looked down, he turned his eyes a\'ray 
from his vision. and looked down at the 
animal and smiled. Jehovah! \\'hat a 
smile. It seemed to me then that if God 
loves humanity, he can have no kinder 
smile for us, And then he looked Lack 



Gcrn1an Good-\Yill To,,"ard Trusts 


across the yallev-at the skv, at the moun- 
tains, at the s
oke rising f
om the hou
l's 
below us-he looked at the world-at some 
vision, some knowledge-what he sa\\"- 
what he saw-! 
"I did not know when he went. I was 
alone in that crimson wood. 
"I went hack to the village. I went 
back to the city. I would not speak to him 
till I had some honor worthy to offer him. 
I tried to think what would mean most to 
him. I remembered the drawing of the 
Ste. Anne. I remembered his \'('ars in 
J>aris, and I knew what would se
m most 
honor to him. I cabled Drouot of the 
Luxembourg GaUery, I waited i
l. 
ew 
York till he came. I showed him the pict- 
ure. I told him the story. He ,vas on fire! 
"\Ye were to go back to the mountains 
together, to tell him that his picture would 
hang in the Luxembourg, and then in the 
LouHe-that in all probahility he would 
be decorated by the French go,'ernment, 
that other pictures of his would li,.e for aU 
time in Paris, in London, in Brussels-a 
letter came from the woman, his niece. 
He was dead." 
The actress fell hack in her chair, her 
hands oYer her face. 
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The surgeon stirred wrathfulh-. "Hea,-- 
ens and earth, \ïevra, what' a beast"., 
ghastly, brutally tragic horror are you teÍ1- 
ing us, anyhow!" 
The old Jew moistened his lips and was 
silent. After a moment he said: "I should 
not have told you. 1 knew you could not 
understand.' , 
:Madame Orloff looked up sharply. "Do 
you mean-is it pos
ible that ')'Olt mean 
that if we had seen him-had seen that 
look-we would-that he had had aU that 
an artist-" 
The picture-dealer addressed himself to 
her, turning his back on the doctor. ., I 
went back to the funeral, to the mountains. 
The niece told me that before he died he 
smiled suddenly on them all and said: 'I 
have had a hapÍ)Y life.' I had taken a palm 
to lay on his coffin, and after I had looked 
long at his dead face, I put aside the palm. 
I felt that if he had liYed I could never 
ha,.e spoken to him-could never have told 
him. " 
The old Jew looked down at the decora- 
tions on hi
 breast, and around at the pict- 
ure-cm.ered walls. He made a sweeping 
gesture. 
"".hat had I to offer him?" he said. 
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 YOX RHEIXB.\- 
BE
, lately Pru
sian min- 
!t ::: ister of finance, announcin
 
W to parliament the reorgani- 
zation of the coal syndicate, 
said: ,. To my great delight, 
I am able to tell you, for the tranquillizing 
of our whole industry, that the coal syndi- 
cate has been renewed." The Right, the 
Centre and the Left appla\1(led, the Social- 
ists forming the extreme left were passi,'e. 
That episode has in it much of the political 
quality of the present position of co-opera- 
tive capital in Germany, the good-will of the 
government, the approval or indifference of 
the parties. The calm of the German work- 
ina' under an intense centralization of fman- 
l"> , 
cial power appears strange to the _\mencan 


acquainted with the agitations and fen'OJs 
of politics at home. An outline of the 
economic unitication of Germam. and the 
course of political thinking that s
es therein 
few dangers to the imperial commonwealth 
ma\' have for us a peculiar intcre
t. 
the Austro-Hungarian Consulate-(;en- 
eral in Berlin reporting to the Foreign 
Oft-ice in January, 19oï, on the industrial 
situation in (;ermany at the close of the 
preceding year, affirmed that "economi
 
Germany is under the absolute rule of halt 
a hundred men." The report develops this 
ohsen'ation. and a,'ers that this group de- 
cides the amount ot production, the prices 
within the country, prices abroad, the terms 
of credit, the rates of interest, wages and 
the stipulations upon which capital is a(l- 
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vanced for extensions of enterprise and the 
founding of ncw companies. These are 
strong assertions, but I believe that most 
persons doing business in Germany or with 
Germans are convinced that the conclu- 
sions of the _-\ustrian Consulate-General are 
broadly correct. The weigh t of high finance 
in industrial combinations, and the pressure 
of these combinations upon the distributing 
agencies are recognized by every interest. 
Xon-conformity is exceptional and rarely 
profitable. 
Seven Berlin banks form the core of the 
system. They have shares usuaJIy amount- 
ing to a paramount interest in about forty 
of the large provincial banks, and these in 
turn are part owners in the smaller institu- 
tions of their provinces, so that agreements 
among the large banks in Berlin have the 
effect of decrees upon the twigs, as it were, 
of the financial tree, and upon the detached 
undergrowth, The Deutsche Bank, the 
most influential of the Berlin group, has a 
capital, a surplus and deposits amounting 
to ..11. 800,000,000, which, with the re- 
sources of its provincial tributaries and 
those hanks organized for the Asiatic, 
African and Latin American trade rises to 
about J1. 1,750,000,000. The resources of 
the Berlin group and their dependencies 
exceed Jl. 8,000,000,000, or about $2,000,- 
000,000. These details appear necessary 
to an understanding of the economic uni- 
fication of Germany, for it is through the 
1ìbres of the banking net-work that central- 
ization is accomplished. 
German, unlike American, banks have 
direct participation in industrial enterprise. 
The bank that gives extensi\'e credit to a 
manufacturing company has shares in the 
company and a representative on the board. 
Thus the hank has a relation to production 
that simplifies the organization of syndi- 
cates and maintains them, because the 
banks are able to act with solidarity upon 
and with the promoters of industry. \Vrit- 
ers and public men in Germany like to re- 
peat that" trusts" do not exist in their coun- 
try. Certain enormous businesses, such as 
the Allgemeine Elektricitäts-Gesellschalt or 
the Krupp gun and armor works, in their 
monopolistic character, are quietly disre- 
gard
d. Production and distribution, how- 
e\'er, are controlled by syndicates so or- 
ganized that the policy of the participating 
business is made over to the executive of 


the syndicate, thus having an essential char- 
acteristic of trusts, The percentage of pro- 
duction is allotted by the directing com- 
mittee, the selling is done by the syndicate 
alone, and the syndicatc board is, in most 
syndicates, supplied by each member in ad- 
vance with signed checks to be filled in with 
penalties for non-observance of the contract 
obligations. The syndicate, organized as 
an independent company with which the 
members make contracts, may be compared 
to the American holding company, and in 
this form it has a status before the law 
and a long record of legal existence dat- 
ing back to the middle of the last century. 
The means for binding members indis- 
solubly to the central organization have 
been perfected to a degree unknown in 
the Cnited States or in England. The 
breakdown of thc old pooling system in 
the Cnited States was chiefly due to the 
laxness of the contracts, and their con- 
stant violation by less scrupulous mem- 
bers, The trust in America replaced the 
pool. In Germany any disrcgard of the 
syndicate contract is almost certain to be 
discovered and penalized. The continued 
disregard of syndicate contract ohligations 
would probably bring about the financial 
ruin of the delinquent. 
The experience of coal proprietors has 
been an enduring argument of syndicate 
makers. The averagc wholesale price of 
bituminous coal in 1893, when the Rhenish- 
\\"estphalian coal syndicate was formed, 
was $1.68 (seven marks) a ton on the Essen 
exchange, The following year the price 
was raised tweh'c cents, and it remained at 
51.80 for two years. In 1896 the average 
was$1.99; in 189ï,$2.06!; in 1899,$2.18
; 
in 1900-1902, $2.42
. The price was then 
lowercd on account of the industrial crisis 
in Germany, and coal sold at $2.16 and 
$2.23 during four years. In 1906 the aver- 
age selling price of the syndicate was ad- 
vanced to $2.-+0; in 1907, to $2.64, in 19 0 9 
to $2.ï6. The shares of important coal 
companies that are members of the syndi- 
catc have risen since 1903 from 90 to 1000 
per cent. Gclsenkirchen, for instance, has 
risen from 127 to 218, Consolidation from 
LtO to -+22, Nordstern from 40 to 400, at 
which price it was taken over by the Phæ- 
nix in 1897. The shares (Cuxen) of the 
Graf Bismarck mine have increased from 
12,000 marks in 1893 to 78,000 marks each, 
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Ewald from 7,000 to 54,000, Kë)nig Ludwig 
from 3,200 to 32,000. 
The imperial ministry of the interior class- 
ifies the following industries as controlled by 
syndicates: coal, iron, other metal industries 
beside iron, chemicals, textiles, leather, and 
rubber w<:.res, timber, paper, glass, tiles, 
bricks, pottery, foods and drinks and elec- 
tric appliances. Not all the works in a sin- 
gle line belong necessarily to a single nation- 
al syndicate. Often there are territorial 
syndicates which have agreements among 
themselves, The whole number of s\"ndi- 
cates, as recorded by the ministry of the in- 
terior, is 385. 
This economic unification founded upon 
syndicates and alliances among the banking 
powers is not a completed structure, change 
and growth have been continuous in the 
dirertion of co-ordination, coercive only by 
the logic of dividends. As will presently 
be indicated, the imperial government has 
now taken an extraordinary step in the 
direction of compelling private companies 
to form a syndicate. The imperial govern- 
ment had occasion eight years 3g0, after 
a discussion in the federal council, to 
make a public declaration of neutrality 
toward combinations restraining compe- 
tition. Count von I>osadowsky-\Yehner, 
imperial vice-chancellor and minister of 
the interior, said in the Reichstag on K 0- 
vember 1..1_, 19 02 : 
"The syndicate question has for .l long 
time had such an important place in the 
economic life that the imperial administra- 
tion has considered it a duty to observ
 the 
movement carefully. For the present, the 
imperial government takes a position nei- 
ther for nor against syndicates." 
Count Posadowsky, speaking on the 
same subject in parliament a few days 
later, said: 
"Complaints about syndicates have be.. 
come audible since the high tide of our pro- 
duction has been reached. On one hand it 
is affirmed that prices within the country are 
too high to enable home industries to com- 
pete with foreign industry in the world's 
markets, and on the other side that the syn- 
dicates often export at too low prices raw 
materials and half-finished goods, to the 
disadvantage of fully manufactured goods. 
The government has nothing to say at this 
time upon these complaints. The impres- 
sion is that the syndicates have been often 
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deceived in their judgment of the market 
situation, because they are not in dose 
enough touch with their customers. The 
fact is that the effects of the svndicates c'{- 
tend far beyond the direct -buyers from 
svndicates to the extreme borders of our 
e
onomic life." 
Public opinion in 1902 and 1903 was 
more concerned over the powerful devel- 
opment of industrial combinations than 
now, and the inHuence of the agitation in 
America was felt in (
ermany. Parlia- 
ment re<!uested the govcrnment to inquire 
into the question. Count Po sadowsky, as 
minister of the interior, directed the inquiry 
and laid the results before parliament in 
four volumes, which report fully and sim- 
ply an immense number d facts about the 
syndicates, their organization, the mO\"c- 
ment of prices, their relation to their mem- 
bers, and their activities in the foreign mar- 
ket. The spirit throughout the rcport is 
one of detachment. The government acts 
as though it were a disinterested agent. 
Herr l\Ioeller, Prussian minister of com- 
merce, said in the Prussian legislature 
while thf' government inquiry was in prog- 
ress: "The problems connected with syn- 
dicatf's are difficult to solve, but to O\'er- 
throw syndicates would destroy the ability 
of our country to compete abroad." 
The state and the imperial governments, 
through owning immense producing prop- 
erties, have become members of syndicates, 
or work with them. The freight rates made 
by the a<;sociated state and private railway 
companies of Germany, under the super- 
vision of the imperial federal council, make 
a distinction between the small and the 
brge shipper, thus favoring the syndicate 
hol<.1ing compames. The Prussi<:n admin- 
istration of mines, while not a member of 
the coal syndicate, has a common policy, 
although it is not friendly to the SYlì
icate 
in some ways. The Prussian state digs 25 
per cent of the L pper Silesian coal OUtput, 
and more than one-half of that from the 
Saarbruecken fields, but in the centre of the 
coal-mining industry, \Vestphalia, Prussia 
has no independent ownership, Herr Dcl- 
brueck, now imperial minister of the in- 
terior, then Prussian minister of commerce, 
said in the Prussian legislature, 
 ovembcr 
26, 1907: 
,. I am asked whether we can prevent the 
coal syndicate fromßxing prices arbitrarily. 
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I pass o\'er the question as to how far the 
syndicate has gone beyond reasonable 
limits in fixing coal prices. The test as to 
whether prices have been tixed according 
to economically right principles will he ap- 
plied in the event of a further decline in in- 
dustry. \Ye are not in a position now to 
c.\.ert int1uence on the syndicate's prices, 
and such intluence would only he possible 
under general syndicate legislation, regard- 
ing which the necessary im'estigations hm'e 
not yet been completed." 
Herr 
[oeller, who preceded Herr Del- 
I )rueck as Prussian minister of commerce, 
said in the Prussian house of lords in June. 
1905, in advocating a measure to ameliorate 
the conditions of labor in the mines: 
1\ The reform is a consequence of the con- 
centration of capital in the mining industry. 
I ha\"e often admitted the necessitv of such 
concentration, and opposed anti-
yndicate 
laws, but the government must show the 
s\"ndicates that they cannot, in the public 
iÍlterest, go beyond certain limits; and such 
a transgression by the coal syndicate has 
occurred. The syndicate has taken a too 
masterful position toward the justifiable 
demands of the working people." The bill 
was adopted. 
Professor Gustav Schmoller, one of the 
foremost orthodox political economists, 
would give the state the authority to ap- 
point one-fourth of the directors of the 
larger syndicates in the public interest. 
He has also suggested that one-half the 
profits beyond a certain amount, for in- 
stance, 10 per cent, should go to the statc. 
The imperial government has compelled 
potash mine-owners to a\"oid merciless com- 
1 )etition among themseh"es by forming a 
syndicate. The gO\"ernmcnts of Anhalt, 
Prussia, and the imperial province of 
.\lsace- Lorraine had for many years been 
members of the potash syndicate. It was 
formed in I8ï9 under the lead of the Prus- 
sian government, with the government's 
two mines and two pri\'ate concerns. \\ïth 
the opening of fresh mines and the in- 
creased market for the product the syndi- 
cate was from time to time enlarged. The 
Prussian fiscus, the hoard having control of 
the state properties, was always acti\'e in 
the formation of the syndicate, and a Prus- 
sian official was chairman. The syndicate 
agreements expired June 30, 1909, and 
could not be rene\\'ed hecause one powerful 


member bclie\"ed that more money could be 
made by running his mines to their fullest 
capacity, extending them and underselling 
the syndicate in the .-\merican market, the 
largest buyer. Long-term contracts were 
made by the insurgent within a few hours 
after midnight, June 30. ""hen it became 
e\"ident that agreement was impossible, the 
l)russian cahinet recommended to the im- 
perial government a' measure establishing 
a compulsory syndicate. The hill was ac- 
cepted by the federal council, and sub- 
mitted to parliament, hut was withdrawn 
because of a protest by the 
\merican gO\"- 
ernment on the ground that .\merican con- 
tracts were unjustly affected. The bill was 
changed in terms, hut not in effect, and 
adopted by parliament. The act, running 
for t\venty years, allots to each of sixty-five 
mines the percentage it mar mine, prices 
are subject to the federal council, should 
wages be reduced the mine's percentage of 
output is correspondingly reduced, and 
minute regulations protect the workman 
in hours of health and extra compensation. 
The statute is so drawn that mine propri- 
etors, for their own com'enience in com- 
plying with the recluirements of the law, 
ha\"e been obliged to reconstitute the syndi- 
cate. 
The acceptance by parliament of the 
principle that the state has the right of 
compulsory regulation of pri\"ate produc- 
tion may ha\"e a profound effect upon the 
future in Germany. In the potash pro- 
duction it has enahled the gO\"ernment to 
exerci
e the \"ital powers that it would have 
O\'er properties owned by the government 
without huying them. Parliament would 
almost certainly haye refused to grant the 
200,000.000 marks, or more, which would 
ha\"e been required to buy the mines. The 
mine-owners, owing to the dissolution of 
their syndicate and the impossibility of 
agreeing among themsel\"e
, for the most 
part welcomed interposition hy the go\"ern- 
ment. Speakers pointed out that if the 
gO\'ernment could erect a state monopoly 
in potash while the properties affected re- 
mained in pri\"ate ownership, the same 
thing could he done in coal or iron or any 
other product. The only limitations woul(l 
he those of expediency. This assertion the 
gO\.ernment did not dispute. )[inisters 
stood frankly upon the position that the 
monopoly designed was in the interest of 
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thc nation, that it would conservc a national 
treasure, that it would enable (;erman agri- 
culturc to obtain fertiliær:-> at a. modcrate 
price, and that it would enable the pro- 
duccn.; to make a largc profit out of the 
foreign huyers. The gm'crnment did not 
contron'rt, indecd it acccpted the idea that 
other natural products might also he cun- 
trolled by statutory syndicates. 
The creation of gm"ernment syndicates is 
a middle course between private combina- 
tions of capital and government owner- 
ship. The government, it is reasoned, will 
be able to have all the ad\"antages of state 
ownership without im'estment, and with- 
out taking the management of individual 
properties out of the experienced hands of 
their owners. Should the potash syndicate 
work according to the expectations of its 
contrÍ\-ers, Germany will probably have a 
succession of such state monopulies. An 
immense perspccti\"e of change is opened. 
Although ministers han' not at all times 
said the same thing regarding the central- 
ization of industrial capital, the attitude of 
the governmcnt of the cmpire and those of 
the states has been friendh'. The indica- 
tions are rather tm\-ard the governmcnt- 
made syndicate than toward legislati\"e 
checks on the syndicates as now existing. 
The considerations underlying this position 
toward these combinations appear to be: 
First, the prevailing official or orthodox 
political economy, such as "Tagner and 
Schmoller teach, that production on a great 
scalc must inevitably replace individual 
company production just as factory pro- 
duction touk the place of cottage industry. 
Therefore the most efficient and economical 
unit of production in an industry is likely, 
in some f()rm, to be coterminous with the 
nation. 
Second, the syndicate, after supplying 
the internal market, is ahle, ,\rith a relatively 
small additional cost, to turn out a surplus 
for the foreign market. The com-iction is 
strong in Cermany that the syndicates ha\-c 
been important, sometimes deciding, fac- 
tors in the export trade. 
Third, the syndicates ha\"e gi\"en life to 
smaller enterprises that might otherwise 
have been extinguished by competition 
'without quarter or compromise. The syn- 
dicates have svstematized and steadied pro- 
duction and distribution, so that alongside 
the syndicate works grew the independent 
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works until strong enough to be worth,' of 
attention; when they were, they were ta"ken 
into the circle. The potash syndicate grew 
from the four mines existing in 1879 to the 
sixty-fi,'e forming the present statutory 
syndicate. The law prm"ides for the ad- 
mission of se\"en other mines that were be- 
ing opened at the time the act was pas
erl. 
Fourth, no strong party seeks to restrain 
the power and growth of syndicates. The 
imperial and state governments have been 
mentioned as apart from political parties, 
because the ministers of these gm'ernments 
are responsible, under the German system, 
to the crown alone, and not to parliaments 
or diets. In theory, and also largely in 
practice, the imperial and Prussian goyern- 
ments are above and independent of parties, 
yet sensitiye to public and party opinion. 
One would suppose that the Social Demo- 
cratic party, with 3,500,000 \.otes in the 
country, would be resolutely and implaca- 
bly opposed to the principle of trust organ- 
ization. Quite otherwise! The 
ocialist 
position toward "trusts, syndicates and 
rings" is defmed in a resolution adopted at 
the national convention of the party for 
190--1- in Frankfort, in which it is affirmeå 
that these combinations in all civilized coun- 
tries, and especially in Germany, are the 
natural result of capitalistic production, and 
that they" hasten with increasing rapidity 
to their culmination." The purpose of a

c)- 
ciations of producers is declared to he the 
regulation of production and the tixing of 
prices so that the profits may be the highest 
attainahle. "The competing middle an(l 
small producers are quickly eliminated as a 
necessary consequence of these capitali:,tic 
organizations," says the resolution. .. The 
working classes haye no occasion to disturh 
the re\'olutionary process of the syndicate 
system through rcactionary legislati\"e at- 
tempts, because eyery progressÌ\"e step in 
the centralization of capital wherehy the 
interests of the masses are separated from 
the interests of property teaches impres- 
si\"ely and yisihly the irresistible superiority 
of nationalty, and internationally organized 
and centrally directed production oyer the 
scattered production of free competition. 
This de\"elopment, is, therefore, a step tow- 
ard the realization of socialism." 
The resolution a,-ers, however, that the 
syndicate is a scourgc that the capitali
ts 
use upon the workmen to depress wage..;, 
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great difficulty, as I haye been assured by 
many of the artists, ""hat that difficulty 
i;:, was at once vh-idly and humorously 
pointed out by the late Lord Leighton. 
"'hen he offered to do a panel for Sir Law- 
rence, the latter sent him the dimensions of 
the 
pace selected for him to fill. The next 
evening they met at dinner at a friend's 
house and were placed immediately oppo- 
site each other. :!\aturally, the subject of 
the impending picture came up. Lord 
Leighton took up a dessert knife and hold- 
ing it up, said to Sir Lawrence, "
ly 
dear Tadema, what kind of a subjcct do 
you expect me to paint on this?" Sir 
Lawrence laughingly replied that Lord 
Leighton would ha\'e to find out for him- 
self. It was not long hefore he did find 
out. Later on, he painted the figure which 
i:;. undoubtedly one of the best-known of all 
hi
 cam'ases, under the title of "The Bath 
of Psyche." It must not, however, be sup- 
po:;.ed that Sir Lawrence's picture is really 
,. The Bath of Psyche." This he painted 
later with the permission of Sir Lawrence, 
and while modelling the figure he removed 
the reflection in the water and added the 
columns which are not in the panel. 
After Lord Leighton's lamented death, 
he was succeeded in the presidency of the 
Royal Academy by Sir Edward Poynter, 
whose panel is one of the latest additions 
to the numbcr. This subject, as will
 be 
seen, represen ts the terrace of a palace 
O\-erlooking thc harbor of somc beautiful 
Italian city, washed by the blue waters of 
the 
Iediterranean, It is night time and 
the whole scene is suffused \yith moonlight, 
a
ainst which the Harne of the torch in the 
f
reground and the beacon in the light- 
house on the pier at the entrance to the har- 
bor strike a contrasting note, and give the 
opportunity for introducing an effect in the 
color-scheme which is peculiarly alluring 
tu certain artists, The stillness of the 
night is suggested by a fact which the cas- 
ual onlooker might, at first sight, be dis- 
po:;.cd to regard as a defect, that the open 
sea is as smooth a
 the harbor. This still- 
ne
s is further emphasized by the steady 
flame of the bcacon and the smoke rising 
straight up from it. Note with what skill 
thc marble mosaic paycment and the 
shadow of the tree on it are painted. 
Only four of the panels havc on them 
anything in the way of an inscription other 


than the arti
t's name or his initials_ They 
are those of :\1r. John S. Sargent, R,.-\.; the 
late 
lr. Stacy-
[arks, R._-\., the humorist 
in chief among the artists of his generation; 

Ir. Alfred Parsons, A.R..-\" who is uni- 
versally regarded as the greatcst painter of 
flowers in England, an opinion which Sir 
Lawrence cordially endorses; and one of 

lr, Van Haanen's, which is mcntioned 
later. 
1\[r. Sargent's picture has on it thc words, 
"To my friend Alma-Tadema." It rep- 
resents a Japanese dancer, one of a troupe 
which created a considerable sensation at 
the Paris ExhiLition of 1889. The girls 
used to paint thcir faces and those portions 
of their bodies which the artist has rep- 
resented bare, of a bright yellow color. 
This 
1r. Sargent has reproduced exactly 
and the effect is at once striking and bi- 
zarre, although mere black and white can 
give but a pour idea of the effect of a pict- 
ure impregnatcd with the qualities which 
ha\"e given thc artist so exalted a position 
among the paintcrs of his generation. 
1\lr. Alfred J>arsons's panels differ in one 
respect from the rest, for one of them, that 
of the wild roses grO\YÌng by the side of a 
river bank, was painted specially for Lady 
Alma-Tadema and bears the inscription in 
the left-hand corner, "To my friend 1\1rs, 
Alma-Tadema," while the other with apple 
blossoms is inscrihed toward the right-hand 
bottom corner, "To nI\' friend _-\lma- Ta- 
dema." They were p
iI1ted rather more 
than twenty years ago when :\lr. Parsons 
was at Stratford-on-Avon, so that Lady 
Alma-Tadema's picture i
 no doubt a Lit 
of the landscape past which the riyer Hows 
near Shakespearc's town. At that time, as 
the inscription on Lady Alma-Tadema's 
panel denotes, Sir La" rcnce had not bcen 
knighted, for he did not receiye that honor 
until 1899. It is amusing to recall the fact 
that shortly after Queen \ïctoria had con- 
ferred this honor on him, a lady, congrat- 
ulating him, said with charming nai\'eté, 
"I suppose, Sir Lawrence, now that you 
have been made a knight you \yill leave 
off painting and Ih'e like a gentleman?" 
lIer 
upposition proyed incorrect, f;0 far as 
Sir Lawrence's leaying off painting goes, 
for he paints as industriously as ever he 
did "in spite of ..-\nno Domini," for, al- 
though he \\"as seycnty-fi,-e in J anuaf}' last, 
his hand has lost no jot of its exquisite 
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The H all of Panels. 


skill and his eye is as keen to seize on a 
subtle cadence of light-if the phrase may 
be allO\ved-and to reproduce it as it was 
in the days when the tale of years reversed 
the present ligures. 
:Mr. Stacy-
Iarks's pictures are two in 
one-" At the 
\nchor Inn "-for each is a 
complement of the other. Each is distin- 
guished by the humor which was so charac- 
teristic of the painter. At the bottom step 
of the inn is the inscription, "L. A. T, from 
his friend H. S. 1\1.," with the date r887 
underneath. The sailor who has just taken 
his pipe out of his mouth is supposed to be 
saying" Good morning" to the maid of the 
Anchor Inn, and it was 1\1r. 
larks's idea 
that he should always be taken as convey- 
ing his own morning greeting to Sir Law- 
rence when the latter glanced at the canvas 
as he passed on his way through the hall. 
The only other really humorous panel is 
-like the preceding-the work of hands 
which will nevermore know the touch of 
brush or mahlstick, "A Bit of Old Hamp- 
stead," by the late Charles Green, R.I. 
The picture represents a barber standing 
at the door of his shop, at which is the old 
VOL. XLIX.-30 


barber's pole, while his wife is \vatering the 
t10wers out of the window of the tloor above. 
_Mr. Green used to declare that he never 
passed that shop without seeing the barber 
at the door waiting for customers and the 
woman at the window watering the flowers. 
Perhaps the reason for the slackness of 
trade is to be found in the background of 
the picture, for it will be noticed that the 
artist has himself painted the hour, twelve 
minutes to twelve, when few people are at 
leisure to patronize the art the barber prac- 
tises. 
Before he went to his present house, Sir 
Lawrence lived for many years at Town- 
send House, Regent's Park, which was 
partly destroyed by the explosion of a gun- 
powder barge on the Regent's Canal on 
the 2d of October, r87--1-. This house was 
the scene of many artistic reunions and 
there are three interesting souvenirs of it 
among thepanels-" The Drawing-Room" 
and "The Studio," by 
frs. R. \\ï1liam
, 
and "The Panel-Room," by 
Iiss Hipkins. 
In the drawing-room, no one can help 
noticing the vÎ\.icl contrast between the 
black boards of the door and the white 
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lines between them. This effect owes its table seen to the right of the easel is the 
origin to the design of Sir Lawrence him- tray for his paints, and on it is generally an 
self. He had the t100rs ash-tray, for he smokes 
stained a deep black a good deal. The 
and the division be- books, however, which 
tween each of the are seen in the back- 
boards was grooved ground-most of them 
out and 1ìlled with holly being valuable volumes 
which is white. The relating to archæology 
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Sir Lawrence Alma-Tadema, R.A., in the Hall of Panels. 


effect was very striking 
and it started a vogue 
which was widely cop- 
ied at the time, al- 
though it has now gone 
out of fashion. 
The picture of the 
studio shows the typi- 
cal work-room of Sir 
Lawrence. So far as 
By :\Ibs A. AhJla.r."lcma. the easel and the wick- 
er work-seat go, they 
might be those he :-;till uses, for he gener- 
aHy sits at his work, while on the little 
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-no longer have a 
space in the studio 
proper, but are housed 
in an annex in an ad- 
joining apartment. 
 
Naturally, everyone 
will be curious to know 
what is the picture 
which is shown on the - ---.I 
easel. It is called _\ Landscape. 
"An Old Story" and is By :\Irs, R. \\i11i._Jllls. 
painted in water-colors. 
It was bought by 
ressrs. Agnew, hut I 
have been unable to trace its present owner. 
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Flowers. 
By Alfred Parsons, A.R.A. 


I talian Landscape. 
By ;\1. R. Corbett, R.A. 



Irs. \Yilliams's third panel represents a 
landscape in Switzerland. 
"The Panel-Room" hy 
Iiss Hipkins is 
interesting for the reason that it shows the 
sixteenth-century Antwerp window which 
is a part of the room in that style that now 
fonns the annex to what was Lady Alma- 
Tadema's studio, The china ornaments 
seen at the top of the picture are tine speci- 
mens of blue and white and also take part 
in that room's present decoration, but 
much of it was destroyed in the explosion 
to which reference has been made. 
In appropriate connection with the house 
in which they live comes the consideration 
of the panel painted hy .:\fiss .-\Ima-Tadema 
as a birthday pre
ent to her father. It is, 
as has heen said, the narrowest of all, and 
its suh' ect is a reminiscence of the latc 
Queen \ïctoria's fIrst jubilee in I88j. It 
is called "Flags" and represents the ex- 
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A Landscape. 
By H. W. B. Da\b. R.A. 


.-\pple Ulossoms. 
By Allred Parsons, A.R.A. 


terior of a building from the windows of 
which are hung the flags of various nations 
which tloat in the breeze. It irresistihly 
recalls Robert Browning's famous line, 
"The church-spires flamed, such flags they 
had." In order to giye the picture that 
intimate touch which transforms it from an 
artistic design, pure and simple, to one 
haying a close personal identity with the 
recipient, 
Ii::,s Alma-Tadema made the 
lowest tlag that of Holland, in which coun- 
try, no one will need reminding, Sir Law- 
rence was born, while emhlazoned on it is a 
laurel wreath encircling the initials L. .\, T. 
In opposition to ::\Iiss .-\lma-Taùema's 
as the smallest, that of :\lr..:\Iarcus Stone is 
the largest in the collection. .\lthough far 
remoyed from heing a really large picture, it 
nevertheless took ::\f r. Stone longer to paint 
than any other canyas of that size to \\.hich 
he has eyer put his hand. The suggestion 
3 0 3 
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A Christian Martyr. 


At the Anchur Inn, 


A Fight Between Two 
Centaurs, 
By J. Archer, R.S.A. 


The Sleep\\a1ker 


By Herbert Schmalz. 


By H. Stacy-Marks, R.A, 


By G. Pope. 


that he should paint it is also regarded by this picture, "The things I like most are a 
1\lr. Stone as one of the greatest compli- fine day, a lovely garden, good company, 
ments of his life, and for this reason he and a cat." All these are readily to be 
made it represent as much of himself as he seen in the picture which has often been 
could. As he once said to me, speaking of described as "a 
larcus Stone at his Lest." 
3 0 4 
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Befano Fuoci. A Landscape. 
By H. O. Olivier. By David Murray, R.A. 
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Valley of 
weet \\"aters. A Scene in Drenthe 


Lions. 


B} Sir Alfred Fast, A.R.A., B} Mme. Mesdag van 
P.R_A Houtell. 


By Briton Rhière. R A. 


Amon 6 the Iand::;capes pure and simple R..-\., _1\[r. H, \Y. B. Davis, Roo-\., 
Ir. 
it ',yill ue noticed that some of the greatest David 
Iurray, R..-\., Sir E, \Yaterlow, 
modern masters of that form of art have R.A" Sir .-\lfred East, .-\.R,.-\., 
Ir. 
I. R. 
contributed characteristic pictures, for they Corbett, R.A., in addition to 
Ir. H. A. 
include the names of 
Ir. John 
Ic\rhirter, Olivier and 
Iadame 
Iesdag \ an Houtcn, 
3 0 5 
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while among the seascapes are contribu- 
tions by l\Ir. H. J\1oore, _-\.R.A., and J\1r. 
Colin Hunter, .-\.R.A. 
So great was the furore created by 11r. 
)1C\Yhirter with his picture of three silver 
birches which is called 
"The Three Graces," 
that in spite of the 
many fine canvases he 
has painted, his name 
is probably identified 
in the public mind 
with these trees to 
which he has given 
much the same inti- 
mate study as a man 
bestows on the face 
of a woman he loves. 
For Sir Lawrence, 
therefore, he painted 
silver birches in his 
best and most char- 
acteristic fashion. 
Knowing as I do of 
the conditions under 
which the" Three 
Graces" were painted, 
I may here hazard a 
guess that the speci- 
mens in the panel are 
., portraits" 0 f re al 
trees, using the term 
in exactly the same 
manner as a portrait- 
painter would apply 
it to his sitter. 
1\1r. Davis's land- 
scape, representing 
sheep grazing in a 
field, was painted in J \ 
the grounds of the 
house in which he 
,vas living at the time 
in France, but its ex- 
ecution developed no 
inciden 1. Lacking 
also in incident of a Joan of Arc. 
literary character are B} Blake \\irgman. 
the landscapes of )1r. 
David _Murray, R.A., and Sir E. ,rater- 
low, R..-\. The former represents a bit of 
countryside under a mellow evening light, 
while the latter is a scene in Ireland. Sir 
Alfred East's love of Japanese art, coupled 
with the fact that he has spent a good deal 
of time in that country and has painted 


II 


many of its scenes, is, in part, responsible 
for his selection of a Japanese subject in 
his "Yalley of Sweet 'Vaters" and his 
determination was finally brought about 
by the consideration that Sir Lawrence 
himself takes a great 
interest in Japanese 
art and is a member 
of the Japanese Soci- 
ety. It will be noticed 
that the picture intro- 
duces a feature which 
is rarely absent from 
any native Japanese 
landscape, the snow- 
capped trunca ted 
cone of Fujiyama, the 
sacred mountain. Sir 
Alf red's picture is 
made additionally 
interesting by the 
reason that it was 
painted on the same 
spot as that on which 
Hokusai, the chief of 
the realistic school of 
Japanese artists, 
pain ted one of the 
thirty-six views he 
did of the famous 
mountain, 
Looking toward 
the mountain, Sir Al- 
fred saw the exquisite 
" Valley of Sweet 
\V aters," as the na- 
tives call the village 
of Suzukawa, built 
on the edge of the 
lake in which Fuji- 
yama's everlasting 
snows are reflected. 
'Yhile engaged in 
making his sketch 
one of those earth- 
quakes, for ,,,'hich 
Japan is celebrated, 
occurred. As Sir Al- 
fred described it to 
me, the earth seemed as if it were moving 
in undulating folds and the artist raised 
his eyes from his work to watch the phe- 
nomenon, for it was his first experience of 
a Japanese earthquake. As the earth- 
quake passed, the servant who was attend- 
ing Sir .-\Ured said to him, "Honored sir, 
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A Japanese Girl. 
By John S. Sargent, R.A. 
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An Indian Girl. A Seascape. 
By the late Val Prinsep, R.A. By H. Moore, A.R.A. 


it will be fine to-morrow, for whenever 
there is an earthquake in the morning, the 
next day is always fine." 
From Japan we journey to Italy where 
the late 
fr.l\I. R. Corbett painted his land- 
scape. The mountain in the background 
is part of the Carrara range celebrated for 
its white marble, the painting of which has 
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The Bathers. 
By J. R, Weguelin. 


A Seascape. 
By Colin Hunter, A.R.A. 


Ready For a Ride. 
By the late G, H. 
Houghton, R.A. 


always been so great a delight to Sir La,\'- 
rence, The general tone of the picture is 
golden and the blue kingfisher which can 
be seen to the right-hand side and rather 
below the middle of the design stands out 
like a beautiful turquoise set in it. 
Italian, too, is _Mr. Herbert A. Olivier's 
picture to which he fixed the name "Be- 
3 0 7 
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fa no Fuoci." It recalls an old Italian cus- 
tom, of lighting fires on the eye of the 
Epiphany. According to one belief this is 
to remind people of the star in the east 
which was the travel- 
ler's joy, while others ,- 
aver that the fires are I 
simply to f ri g h ten 
a\vayevil spirits. .:\Ir. 
Olivier was induced 
to choose this subject 
for a double reason- 
not only that it was 
beautiful in itself, but 
because he saw in it 
the allegory that the 
mind of the artist 
gathers all the light 
it can obtain from 
everything about him. 
The scene of the land- 
scape was on the hills 
of Asolo, the I i tt Ie, 
town of which Robert I \, r 
Browning was so t 
fond, All along the 
road, up the hill, the 
tendrils of the plants 
are bright with the 
wild cl em a tis also 
called "traveller's 
joy," the seeds of 
which always seem 
to gather into them- 
selves all the "light 
of heaven that they 
can." 
Entirely different in 
character is" A Scene 
in Drenthe," by 
1\-fadame 
Iesdag van 
Houten, It is in one 
of the northern prov- 
in c es in H 011 and, 
where the artist spent 
some time painting 
from nature. T his 
panel has the distinc- 
tion of being one of the first ever gi yen to 
Sir Lawrence, for it was painted for Town- 
send House, where it was hung with the 
pictures of 1Ir. John O'Connor, the Ürst of 
1\Ir. Yan Haanen's contributions, and l\Ir. 
Pope's canvas. 
1\Ir. O'Connor's picture is .. A \ïew in 
Vicenza," northern Italy, and is interesting 
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A View in Vicenza. 


By John O'Connor. 



 


from the fact that he was at one time a 
scene-painter, a form of art with which 
Sir Lawrence is himself in great sympathy, 
Proof of thi
was furnished when the scene- 
painters of London 
formed themseh'es in- 
to a society and he 
, took the chair at their 
first dinner. 

Ir. Yan Haanen's 
first picture is a view 
from the window of 
his studio in Venice 
representing the Rio 
Terra Ognisanti, and 
must have a peculiar 
interest for Sir Law- 
rence, for it was made 
in the way in which 
he once recommended 
the sea-painter H. \Y. 
:\Iesdag, a pupil of 
his, to work. After 
s t u d y i n g wit h Sir 
Lawrence for some 
time, l\Iesdag said to 
him that he wished 
to devote himself to 
landscapes. " Ye ry 
well," said Sir Law- 
rence, "begin by 
painting the street as 
you see it from your 
window in fine weath- 
er, in dull weather, in 
wet weather and in 
snow, when it has 
been snowing, and 
when the snow has 
turned into slush." 
1\Iesdag took the ad- 
vice. In his billiard- 
room Sir Lawrence 
has hung one of these 
pictures-the dull- 
weather one-and it 
is amazing how fine 
an effect is obtained 
by the faithful reproducing of what would 
seem so unlikely a subject. 
The second of 
Ir. \' an Haanen's contri- 
butions represents two typical Yenetian 
girls, as opposed to the made-up Italian 
Hower-girl type. \Yhen the picture is in its 
place, so life-like is the composition that it 
gives the spectator the curious impression 
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View in '"enice. 


By C. '.an Haanen. 
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A Bit of Uld Hampstead. A Scene III Ireland. The Bath of Psyche. Silver Bir hes. 


U} lIulI. Johll Collier. 


Temple at Philæ. 


By Charles Creell. R.I. By Sir E. \\ alerlo". R..-\. Uy Lord Leig-htoll, P.R.A. B} Juhll ;\1(\\ hirler. R.A. 


that, instead of looking at a work of art in a 
frame, he is really looking through a win- 
dow and seeing the two girls pass by. 

1r. Yan Haanen's third panel belongs 
to tho
e with an inscription, for on it are 
the words" Anch' io son pittore," which 
are attributed to Correggio. It represents 
a house-painter in Venice exercising his 
vocation, 
uspendcù above the canal, in 
which there is a pole to which gondolas can 
make fast, he is painting the walls of the 
building a bright red by means of a brush 
attached to a long stick. It will he noticed 
how, by introducing the window above and 
the water below, the artist has suggðted 
the height at which the man is working. 


A former pupil of Sir Lawrence's wnose 
work is represented among the panels, is 
the Hon. John Collier, an artist of consider- 
able executive skill who has committed that 
greatest of all sins in the eyes of a certain 
number of his confrères of painting pict- 
ures that always stimulate the curiosity 
and e
cite the interest of even the ordinary 
individual who may know nothing about 
art, as the artist understands the term, 
but is deeply interested in the problem of 
the picture, or the story it tells, \\"hile 
.:\1r. Collier now invariably paints portraits 
on the one hand and subject-pictures of 
modern life on the other. he has often 
gone backward through the centuries and 
3 0 9 
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painted mediæval and romantic subjects. 
His "Temple at Philæ," which represents 
his contribution to the Hall of Panels, is an 
eminently characteristic piece of work and 
subtly conveys an idea of the size and mas- 
siveness of the great temple in spite of the 
small space to which his panel is restricted. 
\Yhen :Ur. 
Collier d eter- 
mined to go in 
for an artistic 
career his fa- 
ther, the first 
Lord l\fonks- 
well, got Sir 
Lawrence to 
agree to take 
him as a pupil. 
[t was in order 
to instruct .:\lr. 
Collier in the 
painting of flesh 
that Sir La w- 
rence painted 
his life-size 
nude figure, 
"The Sculptor's 
l\lodel." 1\1 r. 
Collier, who 
was present 
from the time 
the picture was 
begun un til it 
was finis h ed, 
was introduced 
into the canvas, 
for Sir Law- 
rence painted 
his portrait as 
the sculptor. 
The two sea- 
scapes are very 
fine examples. 
That of :\lr, 
:\100 r e repre- 
sents a moonlight effect, while that of .:\1r. 
Colin Hunter is a twilight one. Both are 
done with that mastery of execution for 
which the artists are renowned. 
Although not a seascape, :\lr. Charles 
\Yyllie's "Cherry Garden Stairs" may not 
inaptly follow, for it is a ri ver scene and rep- 
resents a reach of the Thames near Rother- 
hithe. The building on the right-hand side 
of the picture is a public-house, which con- 
tains the captain's room described by the 
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The Cruel Winter. 


By E. F. BrewtnalI, R." .s. 


. 1 


late Sir \Yalter Besant in his novel of that 
name. The stairs by it, leading from the 
river to the land, are "Cherry Garden 
Stairs," but the cherry gardens have, it 
need hardly be said, long ago vanished 
from the scene, though the life depicted. 
the boys bathing in the water, may be wit- 
nessed any Sat- 
urday after- 
noon in the 
summer. Un- 
like most of the 
other pictures, 
this is very full 
of detail and 
will repay care- 
ful study with a 
magnifying 
glass. 

Ir. Pope's 
picture is en- 
titled "The 
Sleepwalker." 
The first fact 
which will 
strike the ob 
server is that he 
has represented 
her not in a 
room, but out- 
side, as if she 
were the her- 
oine of the 
opera "La 
Sonnambula," 
while the sec- 
ond is that, 
unlike Shake- 
speare's meth- 
od of repre- 
senting Lady 
AI acbelh, whose 
eyes are open, 
hers are closed. 
No one, indeed, 
could by any possibility make the mistake 
of thinking that the artist had Lady .J.1Iac- 
belli in his mind. If he did, the modern 
candlestick in the left hand of the figure 
would quickly contradict any such thought. 
Just as :\1r. l\lc\Yhirter is famous as the 
painter of birch trees, so 
Ir, Briton Ri- 
vière, R..-\., is one of the greatest English 
painters of lions. In his case, as in that of 

1r. 
lc\Yhirter, the suggestion of special- 
ism is equally ill founded, for, in the first 
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In The Garden. 


By Marcu<; Stone, R.A. 
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Polar Bears. 
By the late John :\1. 
S\\an. R.A. 


The Studio. 
By :\Irs. R. Williams. 


The l>rawing-}{oom. 
By :\Irs. R. Williams. 


place, he has painted many other animals 
besides lions, and, in the second, he has 
often introduced the human figure into his 
pictures. In" Lions" it will be noticed 
he has adopted a difficult composition, 
for he represents the great beasts advanc- 
ing toward the spectator, as they prowl 
through the desert at night, with the 
moonlight throwing their shadows before 
them. 
X 0 one could have any difficulty in 
recognizing the subject. of the beautiful 
picture of ::\1r. Frank Dicksee, R..\., even 
if it were not known by its many reproduc- 
tions, It is "
-\ndromeda," and represents 
the maiden just after she had been chained 
to the rock to await the coming of the 
monster which was to devour her, In 
this panel, however, it will be 
een that 
there is no suggestion of the terrible fate 


The Panel Room, 
By :\liss Hipkins. 


Andrull1cda 
By Frank Did,see, R.A. 


she expected, or of htr miraculous rescue 
from it by Perseus, a later embodiment 
of one of the legends of Apollo, as St. 
George was a still later variant of the 
same story. 
Implied compliments to Sir Lawrence 
ha,'e, as has been seen, been the detennin- 
ing factor in the selection of certain sub- 
jects. This was the case, too, with regard 
to "A Fight Between Two Centaurs," by 
::\lr. J. .-\rcher, R.S.A" for he wished to 
associate his design with Sir Lawrence's 
great knowledge of archæology, of the 
past and his skill in reproducing it. The 
fact which decided him to select centaurs 
for the purpose was that he had, some time 
before, painted a picture in which centaurs 
appeared, and Sir Lawrence had expressed 
a great admiration for it. A glance will re- 
veal the waterfall in front of which the two 
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An Italian Kight. 
B} Sir rdward Pu}nter, F.R.A_ 


\" enetian Girls. 


By C. \" an I1aanen. 


centaurs are fighting on a ledge of rock. 

Ir. .'-rcher's reason for introducing this, in- 
stead of mere rocks, was that in the course 
of his reading he came upon an allusion to 
them as the sons of Zeus and K ephele (the 
cloud) as the symbols of the torrent which, 
in its everlasting course, hurls onward great 
stones and branches of trees the weapons 
the centaurs used in their combats. 
Another classical picture is " A Christian 
:Martyr," by 
Ir. Herbert Schmalz, which 
everyone who has seen the artist's famous 
"Christiani ad Leones," or "The :\Iartyrs," 
will recognize as one of the chief figures in 
that composition. It was, indeed, Sir Law- 
rence's own idea that this fìgure should 
form the subject of the panel, conveying as 
it does so much of the spirit of the large 
3 12 
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A House Painter at Work. Cherry Garden Stairs, 
By C. \'an Haanen. By Charles Wyllie. 


picture which has been exhibited in most of 
the countries of the world with the greatest 
success. The picture was a veritable in- 
spiration. l\lr. Schmalz had no intention 
of painting it, or anything like it, when, one 
day, a young girl of fifteen who was sitting 
to him was resting after a pose. "Then she 
was about to resume her original position 
she took up an attitude which greatly im- 
pressed the artist. "Hold that position," 
he said, and as she stood he took up a can- 
vas and made a rapid sketch of her. From 
that simple sketch grew the idea of the 
" :Martyrs." 
Classical too, in spirit, though entirely 
modern in reality, is" The Bathers," about 
which :Mr, J. R, \Yeguelin once said to me, 
"It may represent an incident occurring in 
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any serene and l
nely spot where the sea is 
blue and smooth, say the Greek islands, in 
an age when manners were simple. 77 How 
far" is" transcends "may be" is illustrated 
by the fact that the picture was painted in 
the little village of \\-inchelsea in Sussex, 
where :Miss Ellen Terry had a country 
house for many years. In that quaint olel 
town l\Ir. \Yeguelin had his studio; and a 
fault in its construction caused the sun to 
penetrate into it, and so gave him an op- 
portunity of painting the figures in actual 
sunlight with the happy result which can 
be judged from the reproduction. 
In the romantic genre, is :\1r, \\ïrgman's 
" Joan of Are," in full armor, with the white 
banner powdered with fleurs-de-lys in one 
mailed hand, while in the other is the cross- 
hilted sword. In the background an angel 
carries, in its uplifted hands, the circlet of 
immortality with which to crown the maid, 
who is realistically represented by the artist 
as a typical French peasant, though he has 
preserved the rapt look of the mystic in her 
eyes. 
Bridging the past with the present, a sym- 
bol of the everlasting East where custom 
never changes, is the "Indian Girl," by the 
late 
1r. \'al Prinsep. It shows her going 
down the sacred steps to the Ganges in order 
to fill with water the two pitchers she carries 
in her hands. 
1r. Prinsep made his study 
for this figure on the sput at the time when 
he went to India tu paint the great picture 
of the" l)roclamation of Queen \ïctoria as 
Empress of India," in the year r8ï7. 
Quite modern is "The Cruel \\Tinter," br 

1r. E. F. Brewtnall, R.\V.S. It is made 
additionally interesting by the fact that a 
water-color drawing of this subject was 
exhibited by him at the Royal Society of 
Painters in \Yater Colors and caused his 
election as a full member. The suhject is 
not entirely imagin'ary, for it was suggested 
to him one very se,-ere winter when a lar- 
ger number of birds than usual was killed 
by the cold. 
In "Peace," 
[r. 
-\ndrew C- (
ow, R..\., 
rerresents a Royalist gentleman whose son 
is sitting on the horse in front uf him, while 
the animal quietly drinks from the stream 
under a bridge oyer the side of which a buy 
leans to talk to the gentleman. The scene 
naturally suggests the termination of the 
war between King Charles the First and 
the soldiers of the Commonwealth. 
\'OL. XLIX,-31 
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It was only a short time before his unfort- 
unate death that the late John :\1. Swan, 
R.A., sent his contribution to Sir Lawrence, 
who holds the memory of his friend in affec- 
tion as deep as is his admiration for the art 
uf the dead painter, It is the last contribu- 
tion, so far, to the Hall of Panels. Polar 
bears were favorite subjects for the display 
of 1\1r. Swan's consummate art, and in this 
panel he is at his hest. In this instance, un- 
fortunately, the beautiful coloring does not 
lend itself to reproduction by the camera, 
and the three bears which come looming out 
of the distance in the original and seem to 
grow in intensity of outline as the eye gets 
accustomed to the color scheme appear 
only as shadowy figures in the photograph. 
Even though so much is lost, there is still 
something of the same sensation of visual 
growth if one looks intently at the illustra- 
tion, which also conveys, in a subtle manner, 
the suggestion of the cold of the frozen 
nurth; which chills the sense as one studies 
the original. In spite of the comparatively 
small size of the panel-it is not more than 
six inches wide-there is a remarkable sug- 
gestion of bigness in the work-an im- 
pression of ,-ast sweeps of frozen landscape 
stretching as far as the eye can see, 
Although not strictly belonging to the 
panels, there are certain artistic objects 
connected with the hall in which they are 
exhibited to which a ref
rence must he 
made since they gi,'e completeness to the 
whole scheme, 
The first of these is the decorative design 
which runs round the room above the pan- 
els. It is composed of various flowers, an 
eminently appropriate selection, for Sir 
Lawrence himself is, as a man, exceedingly 
fond of flowers of all sorts, while, as an 
artist, e,-ery one knows the important dec- 
orative part they play in his pictures. 
These fluwers were painted by .:\lrs. R. 
\\'il1iams, who has done her work with ex- 
quisite feeling, though unfortunately it is 
not possible for it to be appreciated in the 
reproduction in the same way as it is possi- 
ble to appreciate the beauty of the panels. 
The second of these objects is formed by 
the tiles of which the floor is composed. 
They were designed by 1\1r. George Hen- 
schel, the famous musician, and represent 
the letters L. A, T., which form the mono- 
gram of the members of Sir Lawrence's 
family. Obviously, they are the initials d 
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"should she live, I anticipate for her some 
of her grandmother's talent for writing, par- 
ticularlyas I have great confidence in phre- 
nology." This I insert more as a contribu- 
tion to the annals of the science of bumps, 
than with confidence in its interest to the 
public, 
The Carys of my father's line had been 
scholars, leaders, and land-owners in the 
Virginian Colony since 16--1-0, and before 
that were well known in south-western 
Britain. 
1\ly father was at the time of his death 
just entering upon his fortieth year(a period 
traditionally dreaded by Cary men as likely 
to cut short their mortal span), living in 
the beautiful mountain town of Cumber- 
land, in 1\laryland, where he was editor 
of its leading newspaper, The Cumberland 
Civilian, Bred in the practice of literary 
study, well equipped in history, a classic by 
descent from men educated at English uni- 
versities and owners of the best libraries in 
the State, he was also an ardent \Yhig poli- 
tician and has left printed pamphlets, 
speeches, and editorials without number, 
breathing the fiery spirit of his creed. One 
of my earliest recollections was being taken 
to a hotel in Cumberland to visit his idol, 
Henry Clay, then an aged man, who lifted 
me in his arms and kissed me, to my secret 
discomfiture as I thought him dreadfully 
old and ugly. A gentleman present re- 
marked: "Little girl, you must never for- 
get that you started in life with a kiss and 
a blessing from the immortal Henry Clay." 
Of that interview I ought to have retained 
a silver pencil-case, which I promptly lost. 
1\ly father, when a young lawyer of three- 
and-twenty, had married his distant cousin, 
l\Ionimia, youngest daughter of Thomas, 
ninth Lord Fairfax, Baron of Cameron in 
the Scottish peerage, who residing quietly 
on his estates in Yirginia, had never as- 
sumed his title except when going once to 
England to claim an inheritance. 
1\J y grandparents sometimes took a house 
in \Vashington for the season, and there 
my mother, making her début at seventeen, 
had been admired and belauded in the so- 
ciety of the capital. Chapman, the artist, 
commissioned to paint "The Baptism of 
Pocahontas" for the rotunda of the Capitol, 
asked leave to introduce her into his pict- 
ure as one of the two Englishwomen, their 
heads wrapped in scarfs, who stand directly 


behind the kneeling Pocahontas, which vms 
done. :\ly mother, at this time, made 
friends with 1\lr. and :Mrs. N. P. \\Tillis, he 
greatly extolling her beauty and inviting 
her to accompany them to various festivi- 
ties. She remembered going to see them 
one day in their sitting-room at a hotel, and 
finding the lion still at his breakfast in a 
gorgeous dressing-gown and smoking-cap, 
like Thackeray's Clarence Bulbul; with a 
page-boy kneeling before the fire at his feet, 
toasting each mouthful of bread as de- 
manded by his fastidious master, "ï11is de- 
claring "it was the only way to make toast 
tolerable," to the amusement of the little 
\ïrginia girl bred in simplicity by her aus- 
tere sire, 
:\1y father, very indulgent to his only 
girl, used to delight me with endless stories. 
Particularly did I relish those of the French- 
Indian campaign in that very neighborhood 
and of young Colonel \Vashington's re- 
turn from the disastrous venture, to :Mount 
Vernon where our mother's grandfather, 
Col. \Villiam Fairfax of Belvoir, his son, 
George the Tory (Washington's old com- 
rade in surveyin.g), and George's fascinat- 
ing wife, Sally, our father's great-aunt, had 
hastened to console the young Achilles sulk- 
ing in his tent, by kind notes and visits. 
I loved all the gossip about the 1\Iount 
Vernon and Belvoir families, and felt as if 
they stillli}'ed in my day, Then there were 
Indian massacres of the most exciting sort, 
the scenes of occurrence in the mountain 
fastnesses around us; and often was I bid to 
travel over sea and hear about the mother- 
land and the people we sprang from there. 
But, affectionate to England, my father be- 
lieved with all his heart in the ideal of our 
own republic and its institutions, He used 
to describe how its borders would go on 
broadening till it compassed the whole 
mighty continent; and once pointed out to 
me suddenly, in the red glow of sunset, the 
splendid cleft in the Alleghanies through 
which a rivu and a raihvay ran, westward 
of the town, "That, my daughter, is the 
gateway for the future greatness of our 
land," he said, so impressively that I 
looked to see some. actual titanic form with 
trailing garments sweep outward through 
the gorge. 
1\Iy education was carried on. at dar- 
school, in the polite establishment for youn
 
ladies of a :Miss Jane Kena.h, where I must 
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ha,'e done something, however inadequate, 
to win from her the copy of "The Lady of 
the Lake" in faded red and gold, which 
still haunJs my book-shelves, "presented to 
Constance Cary, as a reward for scholar- 
ship, by her loving teacher." I honestly do 
not now belie,'e I desen'e it in the least, for 
I did not enjoy that school, nor yet the les- 
sons in Latin imposed upon me by my 
father, at the hands of the amiable and 
learned Rev. Hillhouse Buel, in his study 
at the rectory. I must have made them a 
misery to my instructor! And as to mathe- 
matics in general, I have always considered 
them an invention of the Evil One! 
The rule of our house was firm if loving. 
There was no weak yielding by either par- 
ent to our whims. Our pleasures were 
of a simple sort, long walks on the hills, 
flower-picking, skating in ,vinter, and sled- 
ding over "jumps" on the steep snow- 
clad heights above our home; excursions to 
Flintstone, Frostburg, and the :Mines, tea- 
parties with our little friends, and, at rare 
intervals, a show at some town-hall, into 
which we walked proudly with free tickets 
as children of the editor. I think we heard 
::\Ime. Anna Bishop sing. 1Iy brother's 
sled bore her name in crimson letters. 
A vivid memory of my father is of an oc- 
casion when, my busy mother going off for 
one of her rare holiday jaunts to Berkeley 
Springs, and leaving her children and their 
nurse in his care, I awoke in the night cry- 
ing for her and would not be consoled, 
Noone heard me, no one answered, and I 
sprang out of bed and ran barefooted down 
the stairs. There, in the little study where 
he was accustomed to sit half the night (in 
an arm-chair I still possess) and make 
clippings from exchange journals for The 
Civìlioll, I beheld the editor buried in read- 
ing, snowed in with newspapers. At my 
timid note of alarm, he looked up, frowned 
a little, then smiled tenderly, and bounding 
up the steps, caugh t me in his arms, pressed 
me to his breast, carried me down to his den, 
and after a brief delicious time of cosseting 
and soothing, carried me back to bed, and 
stayed by me, tender as any mother, till 
I slept. 
'Vith his death, our Cumberland home 
was broken up forever. :My mother, with 
her three young children, was reclaimed by 
her own mother, who took the long journey 
from Alexandria to Cumberland to fetch us. 
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It did not seem a hardship to go to live with 
dear Grandmamma Fairfax-sweetest and 
gentlest of mortals, 
Grandmamma was now a widow-the 
cold, stately old patriarch with silver locks 
and eyes of steely blue, whom I dimly re- 
called in earliest infancy, having gone to 
sleep with his grandfathers on the slope of 
a Virginian hillside. 
Vaucluse, the place in Fairfax County, 
near the Theological Seminary of Virginia, 
had been left to the widow during her life- 
time, to her son Reginald after her, And 
at Vaucluse our composite family lived until 
it was destroyed by the war between the 
States. 'Vhen the dear chatelaine breathed 
her last there, our sailor uncle declared 
that everything must be kept as it was, 
to be a happy port for him at the end of 
his voyages. I was very much overawed 
by the continual remembrance of my dead 
grandpapa when first we reached Vaucluse. 
I did not dare tell anyone how I was pos- 
sessed by my chief image of him when I 
was three years old (seen through an acci- 
dentally opened door, lying in bed in the 
Long Room in the wing, whether ill or 
merely asleep I have no idea), but the pict- 
ure of that stern ivory profile against the 
pillow, and the long locks like spun glass 
beside it, haunted me for years with shud- 
dering, There was a flight of stairs lead- 
ing past his door to my mother's room, up 
which I used to fly with fast-beating heart 
after nightfall. Also, I dreaded a long 
clock-case standing at the foot, which I 
associated with a story in a chap-book, 
told me by my nurse, about a corpse set 
on end in one of them. 


II 


OUR establishment at Vaucluse now con- 
sisted of the dear and beneficent lady, its 
head, and her two widowed daughters with 
their children (six of the latter, off and on), 
together with an endless procession, coming 
and going, of aunts and cousins who stayed 
as long as they found it convenient and 
agreeable. Now, the "connection," as it 
was called, embraced a surprising number 
of people with the same blood in their veins, 
and habit had made it law that anyone in- 
cluded in this brotherhood should be sacro- 
sanct and free of all the house could offer 
as entailed upon hospitality, So the old 
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white stu
'tO dwelling" with - its wings to 
righ t and left under the great oak trees of its 
bwns, went on stretching to receive guests, 
the stable took in their horses, the servants' 
huilding a little way from the pantry wing 
received their attendants, and nobody ven
- 
ured to think anybody was ever inconven- 
ienced! 
The two daughters of the house, my 
mother and my aunt, 
lrs. Hyde, took care 
he tween them of the housekeeping. Our 
servants were hired black people, good and 
faithful souls, but thank heaven, not sla,'es 
of ours. My grandfather Fairfax had been 
the first gentleman in \"irginia to manumit 
his slaves, had each of them taught a trade, 
and the efficient ones sent to Liberia at his 
expense. The latter part of his humani- 
tarian scheme was, needless to say, no suc- 
cess, most of them writing imploring letters 
to "old 1farse" to take them back again. 
There was no farm attached to the place, 
only gardens, a chicken-yard, orchard, and 
dairy, from which the table was supplied 
with country dainties. In the rooms were 
assemhled the flotsam of family furnishings, 
accumulated from other homes in England 
and Yirginia- Towlston, Beh"oir, and Ash- 
grove. \Ye had on the walls a few interest- 
ing old Fairfax portraits, a" I)ercy, Earl of 

 orthumberland," a" Parliamentary Gen- 
eral," ladies with busks carrying long 
feathers in their hands, Roundheads and 
Cavaliers; and in the secretary, many old 
parchments, and a pedigree illuminated in 
Elizabethan days, with a land transfer of 
the date of Richard Cæur de Lion. The 
drawing-room was large and bright, with 
man y windows, all furnished and curtained 
in crimson damask. A wide open grate 
held in winter a fire of logs and lumps of 
coal making a royal blaze; upon the man- 
tel were girandoles and ostrich eggs, with 
some Dresden cups and saucers beautifully 
painted with wreaths of blossoms, In an 
alcove to one side, were shelves of books, 
mostly old Engli.sh volumes, saffron-hued 

nd musty, that when opened were apt to 
send little queer bloodless insects scuttling 
out of them. There I sat (oftenest upon 
my foot) poring over the world of joy 
I got from this fragment of a library. 
'Vhen not thus employed, I was out of 
doors, scouring the woods, climhing trees, 
riding horses to water, wading streams, and 
picking wild flowers. Except for my cous- 


in, ,Meta Hyde, younger,than I, a hig-eyed 
quaint creature whom her brothers teased 
and petted alternately, I was the only girl 
at Yaucluse, Of the yuung men and boy 
cousins, - passing in and out of the house, 
Yaucluse sent fourteen or fifteen to the war, 
They always seemed to me to illustrate 
what Colonel Lambert told Harry \Varring- 
ton about the Persians: "They can ride 
and speak the truth." The wonder is I 
was not spoiled utterly by their setting me 
on a pinnacle and doing all I asked, big or 
little, in or out of season. 
It was then decided by my mother that I 
should no longcrroam and ride, or go shoot- 
ing with the boys; so, after a long foreign 
correspondence, a French governess, :Made- 
moiselle Adami, appeared upon the scene 
and was instructed to keep with me always 
in my walks abroad. Poor lady! It must 
be owned that she had her hands full, that I 
writhed under her mincing conventionali- 
ties of social doctrine; and that the boys 
played many a welcome trick on her, in- 
duding the offering of persimmons from a 
tree in the pasture l
pon which frost had not 
yet laid its red{'cming spell. But she knew 
how to teach. and in school hours I was in- 
terestt'rl, and learned to like reading in 
French, which I have kept up unremittingly 
all my life since. 
'Vashington, our chief shopping-place, 
eight miles distant, was usually attained 
from Vaucluse in the family coach drawn 
by two highly groomed chestnuts ,vith long 
frizzled tails, in ,vhich we jogged over the 
Long Bridge to have our daguerreotypes 
taken at \Yhitehurst's, to order bonnets of 
11iss Wilson, and to eat ices at Gautier's. 
To keep us children quiet on the drive, so 
that the elders could talk coherently, it was 
grandmamma's practice to smuggle intu 
the carriage Scotch cakes, Everton toffee, 
and rosy apples, \Vhile we nibbled and 
munched (especially if the draw on the 
hridge were off and some slow-sailing Po- 
tomac craft were pursuing its digniiied 
course down the tawny stream) they chatted, 
and oh! of what interesting things! Of the 
duings at Queen Victoria's court, which 
these British-lined ladies dearly 100"ed to 
discuss, of Washington social affairs and 
notabilities, of the dear bishop our neigh- 
bor, and matters of the church in Virginia, 
of books read, and of events, ancient and 
modern, in families who somehow or other 
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scemed always to he of kin to ours! .\s the 
war came on, the talk grew more solemn, 
They none of them wanted .secession, and 
were waiting to see-what Col. Robert Lec 
would do. Sometimes, mademoiselle was 
told off to conduct us upon improving vis- 
its to the dentist and various governmcnt 
lmildings, especially the Patent Offi<.'e, while 
my mother and aunt made calls upon old 
friends. Somctimes wc children, too, were 
takcn to call upon long-suffering acquaint- 
ances. At the corner of I Street and Six- 
tcenth, stood a hrick house overgrown with 
i,'y, around which was a pleasant old garden. 
Herc li,'cd a kinswoman, :Mrs. Richard 
Cutts, and in residence with her was her 
mother 
Irs, Hackley, sister of my grand- 
mother Carr. 11y obeisance accomplishe<l 
to Aunt Hackley, I generally made all speed 
to the garden, in company with our little 
Cutts cousins, (;ertrude (now 1Irs. :Moore- 
field Storey, of Boston) and her sister 
Lucia. 11 y first glimpse of the radiant 
Adelaide Cutts, afterward 
Irs. Stephen 
A. Douglas, was in this garden, and the vi- 
sion smote my heart-strings with delight. 

-\nd, strange to say, in part of the same 
enclosure was afterward built the house 
where I have now pitched my tent, "a 
day's march nearer home." 
:My grandmother Fairfax had a daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Irwin, living in \Vashington with 
her husband and two children; so that ,ve 
had always a pied à terre for visits and stops 
ovcr to see srecial sights. To this kind 
aunt, lowed many happinesses as I grew 
older, and from her house, years after, I 
went to my first ball in \Vashington at the 
house of my present next-door neighbor- 
'still living in the same spacious mansion 
with its wide garden shadowed on my side 
hy a noble maple, in which, in early spring, 
come to perch numberless migrating birds, 
including the cardinal grosbeak, who taps 
at my window-pane and flits through the 
hranches, revealing his scarlet majesty, be- 
fore the leaves are out. 
Time glided by peacefully in our sweet 
old home, broken only by the necessary sc,-- 
cring of links in the chain of life that, by 
hca,'en's mercy, close again to give us cour- 
age to go on, The early death of my 
brother Falhland was followed in a few 
years hy that of my gentle grandmothcr. 
\Ye had few cxcitements; occasionally we 
went to the Springs, to make visits at Char- 
lottesvillc, Baltimorc, or 'Yashington, and 
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to the country-houses of friends. I had 
one journey only to the Korth, to visit the 
home- of my aunt and uncle, the Gouver- 
neur "Iorrises of l\Iorrisania. Not only 
did it seem wonderful to be penetrating to 
such a far-away region as 
 ew York, but 
I had heard such interesting .stories about 
1-10rrisania. How it was built upon the site 
-of his carlier home by Gouverneur :l\Iorris, 
member of the convention which adorted 
thc Constitution of the 'Cnited States, sen- 
ator, and minister to France during the 
Reign of Terror-who had known fami- 
liarly all the great actors of that awful 
drama, and the grandees of other countries. 
How he had come back to live at l\1orri- 
sania, bringing a ship-load of relics from 
old palaces in France, mirrors, tapestries, 
gilded chairs and couches, books, a rare 
dessert sen-ice of old Sèvres, with forks 
and spoons of sulid gold-and had put all 
these inside the oak-panelled walls of his 
home on the Harlem Kills, where they 
still remained. How he had entertained 
Talleyrand, the Jerome Bonapartes, Tom 
:\foorc, and all the visiting celebrities as 
well as statesmen of his day. How his 
romantic marriage at sixty with :\iiss Anne 
Randolph, of Virginia, had occurred there, 
his wife having a year later given him his 
only son, the present master of the house. 
How the second GoU\'erneur had in his 
turn married a Virginian lady, a first cousin. 
How when Grandmamma Cary went to see 
hcr nephew at ß-lorrisania, in the early days 
after her sister's death, they would drive 
and drive, and be always, like the Marquis 
of Carabas, u
on his own land! Now the 
estate had come down to forty acres sur- 
rounding the delightful, mellow old house. 
Piece by piece, - my uncle had sold it for 
stations on-the Hartford and 
ew Hayen 
railway, or else the great encroaching mon- 
ster of New York had swallowed it by bits. 
Naturally, I was eager to visit there, and 
it was a time of unalloyed pleasure with my 
uncle and aunt and their family of boys and 
girls near my own age. 
But nothing whispered 10 me that one 
day, after a terrible war that should destroy 
my own home, I should he married from 
:\1orrisania, And yet this was to be. 
I am making no attempt to record chron- 
ologically the events of my modest expe- 
rience in childhood. I am simply writing 
down as they drift to me out of the mists of 
memory) things about the people most fa- 
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miliar to me, thinking it may interest read- 
ers as a page torn from old-time chronicles 
of American social life before the war. The 
two or three years after the reign of my 
French governess came to an end, were 
spent by me in Richmond at the boarding- 
school of 11. Hubert Pierre Lefebvre, As 
a rule, narratives of boarding-school life are 
more interesting to the teller than to hear- 
ers, and I will only say that the experience 
broadened my horizon in introducing to me 
types of girls from the higher classes of so- 
ciety all over the. South, and convincing me 
that the surrounding of slave service was in- 
spiring neither to the energy of body nor 
independence of ideas I had been taught 
to consider indispensable. 
Iany of these 
pretty languid creatures from the far South- 
ern States had never put on a shoe or 
stocking for themselves; and their point of 
yiew about owning and chastising fellow- 
beings who might chance to offend them, 
was abhorrent to me. 
For in some mysterious way, I had drunk 
in with my mother's milk-who inherited it 
from her stern Swedenborgian father-a 
detestation of the curse of slavery upon our 
beautiful Southern land. Then, of course, 
omnivorous reader tpat I was, I had early 
found and devoured" Uncle Tom's Cabin," 
"that mischievous incendiary book," as 
some of our friends called it. \Vheh the 
thunderbolt of John Brown's raid broke 
over Virginia, I was inwardly terrified, be- 
cause I thought it was God's vengeance for 
the torture of such as Uncle Tom. 
I was on a visit to my aunt, 11rs. Irwin, 
in \Vashington, following :ì\Ir. Lincoln's 
inauguration, while yet arose spirited dis- 
cussion in many households concerning the 
outcome of national events. \Ve young 
people had not waked up to a full under- 
standing of the issues involved, nor had 
become the fierce partisans of after days. 
\Yhen, therefore, my aunt's husband (who 
remained a supporter of the Union dur- 
ing the war) insisted that as an epoch in 
life, I should he taken to see the new Presi- 
dent, I went wi.th him to one of the levees 
at the "'hite House. A terrible crush of 
people, it seemed to me 1 of all sorts and con- 
ditions, foreign ministers preceding back- 
woodsmen in flannel shirts and Sunday 
coats, grandcs dames of the administration 
in line with struggling women and children 
hardly dressed or kempt for festal occasion. 
That was the reception where the curtains 


had pieces cut out of them for souvenirs 
by the backwoodsmen who, it was said, 
swarmed to \\r ashington in the wake of the 
"man of the people." Budding secessionist 
although I was, I can distinctly remember 
that the power of Abraham Lincoln's then 
personality impressed itself upon me for a 
lifetime. Everything faded out of sight he- 
side the apparition of the new President, 
towering at the entrance of the Blue Room, 
He held back the crowd a minute, while my 
hand had a curious feeling of being en- 
gulfed in his enormous palm, clad in an ill- 
fitting white kid glove. He said something 
kind to his youthful visitor, and over his 
rugged face played a summer-lightning 
smile. \Ve passed on, and I saw him no 
more till he drove past our house in capt- 
ured Richmond, in an ambulance, with his 
little son upon his knee. 


III 


-bm now the war-clarion blew, the clans 
were all alert, and every male creature be- 
longing to us was straining for the fray. 
As Vaucluse lay in the track of probably 
advancing armies, my mother and aunt de- 
cided promrtly to send their younger chil- 
dren out of harm's way. Accordingly, to my 
unmitigated despair, I was packed off with 
my brother Clarence, and my little cousin 
:Meta Hyde, to stop with a relation at ß,1ill- 
wood, in Clarke County, Virginia. Conso- 
lation, in the shape of lovely surroundings, 
bountiful hQspitality, visits to such places 
as Saratoga, Carter Hall, The l\loorings, 
Annfield, etc., made the J\Jay days dance. 
along, until we were suddenly confronted 
with the news that Yaucluse had been for- 
saken by my mother and aunt, who had 
driven away by night in their own carriage, 
their destination the immediate neighbor- 
hood of l\lanassas Junction where the 
Southern troops were massing. 
One of the letters from my mother of this 
date told howat the last moment beforeleav- 
ing Vaucluse, having no way of despatch- 
ing the silver to a safety vault in Washing- 
ton or Alexandria, she had undertaken to 
bury it in the cellar of the house. Aided 
by a young nephew who was to go on the 
morrow to volunteer at :Manassas and a 
faithful old negro gardener, who died soon 
afterward (she holding a lantern), they 
worked half the night till p
ts were made 
large enough to contain two large travelling 
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trunks into which the silver had been hasti- 
ly packed. The pits iìlled in and rubbish 
strewn over them, my mother got into the 
carriage before daybreak and drove away 
to the Confederate lines. 
Four years later, the house having been 
destroyed by incendiaries, all the splen- 
did old trees on the place cut down for 
breast-works, and the site used for a 'Cnited 
States camp during many months, she came 
back to her home, accompanied by men 
with spades and picks. Save for slight 
depressions in the grass, there was no 
token of where the house had stood, and 
many be'\vildered moments were spent in 
searching for it. Some hours followed 
while the men toiled, and my mother sat 
on the ground and looked on, amid gath- 
ering tears. Any idle soldier prodding the 
ground might have struck the boxes, she 
argued, and there was little hope. Just 
as she was about giving the order to stop 
work, one of the men cried out, holding 
up a tea-spoon black as jet! Soon, the 
earth was covered with dark objects from 
around which the boxes had rotted. Can- 
delabra, urn, tea-sets, tankards, bowls, 
dishes, and the complete service of small 
sih-er were recovered, not a salt-spoon 
missing! Sent to Galt's in ""ashington 
for treatment, they were soon restored to 
pristine brilliancy. 
If we were to join them at all, wrote my 
mother from Bristoe Station, it must be 
now, as who knew when the military lines 
might shut us out? She '\varned me in elo- 
quent phrase, that our sylvan paradise at 
:Millwood must be exchanged for a poor Ii ttle 
roadside tavern on the Orange and Alex- 
andria railroad, treeless, shabby, crowded 
to excess with officers' families, under burn- 
ing sun all day, no ice for rather muddy 
water, no fruit, the plainest of fare, and 
nowhere to walk but up and down the rail- 
way track. Per contra, the camp containing 
our boys was but fiTe miles away, we would 
get all the army news direct; and day after 
day saw trains thundering by, full of eager 
soldiers thrilling and shouting with joy 
that they were so near the goal! \Vhen 
the battle came we should be nearest it, to 
do our best for them. If our troops were to 
be driven back-why then, we would" take 
our chance"! 
We went. By lumbering stage-coach 
do,,,n the peaceful Shenandoah valley clad 
in the radiancy of summer foliage; by way- 
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train here and there, passing "the J unc- 
tion," the centre of all hope and thought, 
the cradle of the future Army of Northern 
\'irginia-arri,-ing safely and gladly at Bris- 
toe to "take our chance" with the others. 
The month that elapsed before the first 
battle of the war, on July 18, 1861, was one 
in which I woke up to the strongest feeling 
of my young life. l\Iy mother saw her only 
remaining son, aged fifteen, looking several 
years younger, go into service as a marker 
in an .-\.lexandria regiment. She sewed for 
him, with the neatest of stitches, little white 
gaiters, and a "havelock" for his cap- 
these afterward abandoned by authority as 
too shining marks for riflemen-tears drop- 
ping now and then upon her handiwork, 
but neyer a thought of telling him he should 
not go. All about me, were women ready 
to give their all. I realized that love of 
country can mean more than love of self. 
In the family carriage, sold later, as a 
superfluity of lu.'{ury, to refugees and hospi- 
tal nurses, we drove to several impromptu 
entertainments at Camp Pickens, during 
the month of waiting the enemy's advance. 
\Vhat young girl's heart would not beat 
quicker in response to such experience? 
There were dinners cooked and served to 
us by our soldier-lads, spread upon rough 
boards, eaten out of tin plates and cups 
amid such a storm of rollicking gayety and 
high hope that war seemed a merry pastime. 
In the infancy of war, the Louisiana chief- 
tain, Gen, Pierre Gustave Toutant Beau- 
regard, of ancient creole family, was dis- 
tinctly looked upon as the future leader of 
the Confederacy. His name was upon all 
lips, his praise on every breeze that blew. 
Some early war rhymester wrote verses of 
which the refrain was: 


"Beau canon, Beauregard! Beau soldat, 
Beauregard! 
Beau sabreur! Beau frappcur1 Beauregard, 
Beauregard! " 


Needless to say that to be received with 
visitors' honors at his head-quarters, was a 
source of undying pride. \Ve met or saw 
on those occasions the lamented Brigadier- 
General Bartow, killed at the first battle 
of :ßlanassas, General Longstreet (who in 
those days before he lost several children 
at once by scarlet fever, was rollicking and 
jolly always), looking as his aid, 
foxley 
Sorrel, afterward said of him, "like a rock 
of steadiness when sometimes in battle the 
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world seemed flying to pieces "; and many 
another destined to high fame. There were 
drills, drcss parades, and reviews, viewed 
from the head-quarters tents of grcat gen- 
erals. In all our dreams sounded the 
blare of trumpets, the roll of drums. And 
so till the morning of July 17th, when 
word camc that our troops were moving 
forward. 
KoVl' knew we the rude realitv! Those 
women and girls and children l
ft at Bris- 
toe who, on thc 18th, spent all day on the 
railway tracks straining cycs and ears in 
the dircction of the belt of woodland above 
which arose columns of dun smoke, hearing 
the first guns of the war as distinctly as one 
hears a fog-horn on an Atlantic liner, had 
mostly. all they loved best in the fight. It 
seemed eternal, that sullen roar of artillery, 
that crackle of fire-arms. And who should 
say how it was coming out? \Ve could not 
rest, we could not speak or eat. Toward 
afternoon, appeared, limping dO\vn a long 
red-clay road, a single smoke-stained, fiery- 
faced, bandaged soldier. \\ïth one accord 
the women fell upon him like a swarm of 
bees, questioned, fed, soothed, exalted him. 
He was rather a dreadful-looking person, 
we had to own, and his manner unpleasant 
to say the least. His wound, on examina- 
tion, proved a mere scratch on the middle 
finger, but he rose to the occasion as a hero, 
and answered our fevered, eager queries 
with statements that took our breath away. 
"The Seventeenth \ïrginia?" he re- 
sponded to our especial inquiry. "'Vhy, 
they fought like tigers and was cut all to 
pieces. Hardly an officcr was left." 
A beaming smile and a strong whiff of 
whiskey accompanying this revelation, we 
took heart to doubt. But none the less, 
that first wounded soldier from Bull Run 
had had a monopoly of patriotic sympathy 
never again to be surpassed, 
A little later, we heard of Confederate 
victory and that our boys were safe. It 
nen'ed us for the c\'ening's work. After 
dark, a train came thundering into our 
station, stopping to ask food and drink for 
the wounded. By lantcrn light, we passad 
through the cars, carrying and distributing 
all there '..'as to givc, 
Over and again we were to do this sen'ice 
during the four years to come. Kevcr, 
perhaps, with such keen emotion. 
The day before, a closcIy veiled, shab- 
Lily dressed little woman, her luggage a 


small archaic hair trunk inscribed with an 
undistinguished name, had been put off a 
train from Richmond upon the platform 
before our poor overpacked hostelry. In 
,'ain did Lipscomb, our distracted host, as- 
sure her there wasn't a room or a bed left 
for anyone-nothing save a sen"ant's pallet 
on the floor of a hot garret. Also, he stated, 
looking her oyer doubtfully, all thc occu- 
pants of this hotel were members of officers' 
families well known to General Beauregard. 
She kept her ground manfully, explained 
that shc had been ill of typhoid, had come 
all the way from X ew Orleans to be near her 
brother at the front, and had no strength to 
turn back; so he gaye her the garret, where 
a negro girl carried her food and drink; and 
we lookers-on thought no more of her in the 
greater excitement of the hattIe, 
In the e,'ening, my mother ha viug gone on 
to Culpeper Court House to yolunteer as a 
nurse in the new military hospital, my aunt. 
who was busy elscwherc, suggestcd that I 
go up to see what had become of the odd 
little woman in the garret. ''"hen I tapped 
at the door, it was no uneducated voice that 
bade me enter, but one sweet and refined, 
coming from a girl huddled on a chair near 
the window, who sprang up to meet me with 
a cry of joy. 
" K e\vs ? X ews from the front?" That 
was all she wantcd, not supper or anythin
. 
The sen'ant-girl had told her the troops 
were moving. It was a mercy to speak to 
anyone; she had cried all day, and now 
thought she would go mad, 
Little bv little it came out that she was 
the pettcd daughter of a wealthy creole 
family, engaged to a lieutenant of artillery 
with whom she had quarrelled and broken, 
just as he went off to Virginia with the bat- 
talion in which her brother also was an 
officer. Repenthg, she tried to wire him 
her regrets, and finally on the impulse of a 
moment had left the plantation where her 
family were, went in to her mother's town 
house, possessed herself of the housekeep- 
er's trunk and garments, and set off for \ïr- 
ginia. Her intention, only to see him and 
then go back again, spite of her dread of the 
brother's wrath should he find out her esca- 
pade, was now fru'strated by the movement 
to the front. 
Taken thus into confidence by a rare ro- 
mance of which the heroine seemed to mv 
Íer\'id imagination one of the most fascinat- 
ing little creatures eYer seen-charmed by 
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her, good looks,' her dainty lingerie with fine- 
embroidery and lace, the rich toilet articles 
strewn about, and the gold-edged writing- 
case from which she took her lover's por- 
trait to show it to me-I readily promised 
secrecy and, if possible, help. She cheered 
up at this, and to my surprise ended by 
kissing me, then promised to eat her neg- 
lectcd supper and try to sleep. 
During the battle, next day, she passed 
quite out of my mind, and when, at dusk, a 
shabby little veiled figure stole up upon the 
platform and begged me to go with her for 
an instant to her room, I acquiesced. \Vhen 
there, she bur-st into a storm of tears and 
sobs. The day had nearly killed her, she 
had spoken to nobody, her heart was break- 
ing with anxiety. She had heard there was 
a list of wounded in the grocery store, would 
I mind seeing whether /z is name or her 
brother's was upon it? 
And then she told the names which I was 
to come to know well and respect as they 
deserved, in after days. 
I coaxed her downstairs again, and while 
all the rest of us squeezed into the little 
country store where behind the counter, by 
the light of a tallow candle, a man was spell- 
ing out a newly arrived register of the cas- 
ualties of the day, she stood outside in the 
darkness, afraid to show herself.' Begging 
for a glance at the paper, I ran my eye has- 
tily over it, and the third or fourth name 
was that of her Im-er, "badly v\'Ounded," 
And-strange happening of my first war 
love-story-just after I had induced her to 
go back to her room with her misery, the 
fÌrst train of wounded men from 1Ianassas 
slowed up at Bristoe, and while every v\'Om- 
an and girl in the hotel except herself went 
throûgh it carrying milk, water, brandy, 
and bread, to my lot it fell to minister 
to a young Louisiana artilleryman lying 
upon a cot in a freight car, suffering 
greatly, but with perfect fortitude; while 
she who had been his affianced was at 
ten steps from him wearing her heart out 
in longing for - him, yet knowing nothing 
of his vicinity. 
The sequel of this episode was, alas! not 
cheerful. They met again in Richmond, 
whither he was taken and she followed, hut 
the hreach between them widened instead 
of drawing together, and then two lives 
went apart. 
On Saturday evening, July 20, a messen- 
ger was sent by General Beauregard to the 
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ladies and children at Bristoe, saying that 
an engine and car would be placed at their 
disposal immediately; with urgent advice 
for them to leave for a point of greater 
safety, since a battle was impending upon 
whose issue it was impossible to count. 
The women, sewing flannel shirts and 
making bandages fast as hands could fly, 
looked at each other and sent thanks to 
the general, with the answer that they pre- 
ferred to stay. 
That Sunday of the "first 
fanassas" 
was a repetition on a larger scale of our ex- 
perience of the 18th. Some women sewed 
awhile, then ran bareheaded, desperate, 
out in the burning sun to look, to listen, 
to pray, to yearn. \Vith every fresh roar 
of cannon, came the piercing javelin of 
thought: "\Y as mine taken then?" ,,\\Y as 
mine? " 
By mid-day we heard of victory and the 
rout of the Federal forces. By evening we 
had individual returns. Again, those most 
near to us were preserved in safety. 
l\Iy brother, the marker, although twice 
ordered by his sympathetic superiors to 
the rear to guard hospital stoies, had 
managed to get his full share of the excite- 
ment, The story told by his captain of 
seeing the tired little fellow, during an in- 
terval in the fight, asleep under a tree, near 
which a shell had burst without warning 
or awakening him, went into the newspa- 
pers with sundry other more sensational ac- 
counts of his prowess, since disavowed. He 
told us later, of wading Bull Run quite up 
to his knees, in pursuit of the fleeing enemy, 
and of the long tramp to Fairfax Court 
House and back; the greatest hardship to 
our troops being that they were obliged to 
pass by forsaken tents with delicious soup 
boiling itself away upon the fires, and abun- 
dant food everywhere-together with a sut- 
ler's wagon broken open, its tempting con- 
tents scattered on the ground-when all 
they could lay hold of as first spoilS ot war 
was a jar of sticks of candy, greatly en- 
joyed in the ranks as far as it would go. 
l\Iy brother was that same evening or- 
dered by General Longstreet, who picked 
him up upon the field, to his head-quarters 
as "courier." His dutiès of message-car- 
rying to the various head-quarters through 
the camps were made lighter-by the neces- 
sity of exercising the fine horses of a late 
staff officer, Colonel Fisher, killed in the 
action of the 2 1st; and his leisure time more 
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assigned to us by l\Iajor .\. D. Banks, to self a charming writer of verse, conveyed 
whom the Committee gave the pleasing task. my flag to the general, together with a sin- 
I only remember that our faithful friend, cere but rather high-flown note of presenta- 
Congressman Bo}ce, was of their number. tion. (\Ye still modelled our correspond- 
\Yhen finished, we were at liberty each to ence in these parts after that of Sir \Valter 
present one to any general of our selection Scott's heroines, sometimes dropping to a 
as head-quarters flag, :l\fiss Hetty Cary, touch of Cherubina de \Villoughby!) 
having first choice, sent her's to her per- l\Iy flag went with Van Dorn through 
sonal friend, Gen. Joseph E. Johnston, much brilliant service to the Confederacy 
the favored son of l\1:aryland. :Miss Jennie in Virginia, in the Trans-l\Iississippi, and 
Cary's went to General Beauregard, serv- in the States of Tennessee and l\Iississippi, 
ing, later, to drape the coffins of Beauregard Torn with bullets and stained with the 
and Jefferson Davis; and mine to Gen. battle-smoke of Pea Ridge, Corinth, Iuka, 
Earl Vall Dorn, a dashing cavalry leader and Holly Springs, it ultimately came back 
whom I had never seen, for whom we pre- to me at the hands of Capt, Clement Sul- 
dieted great fame and success. One of livan, Gen, Van Dorn's nephew and 
his aides, Capt. Durant da Ponté, of New aide-de-camp, in accordance with instruc- 
Orleans, grandson of Lorenzo da Ponté, tions found in the dead leader's papers, and 
the librettist of "Don Giovanni," and him- is now in my home in \Vashington, 
(To be continued.) 
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[tJ LIVE was not to know it 
from the outward charac- 
ter of her reception, which 
maintained the best tradi- 
II tions of bush hospitality, but 
there had been a fairly 
strong prejudice against her on the station. 
It was no fault of hers, but a \"Ïcarious 
reproach which a very little knowledge of 
the girl herself sufficed to remove, Yet 
the inauspicious fact remained that her 
brother had been there before her, not as 
a guest, but in a somewhat responsible 
position in which he had failed to give sig- 
nal satisfaction. It was many years ago, 
in Olive's childhood, but Philip Armitage 
had been writing bush stories ever since, 
\vith that station and its mighty paddocks 
for the unmistakable background of the 
often impudent picture. In the silly Old 
Country he was said to be taken quite seri- 
ously as a representatÏ\re Australian writer. 
If so, as l\fr. Pochin averred, "it was about 
time those colonies paddled their own ca- 
noe"; but he and his at any rate knew the 
fellow for what he had been as a beardless 


boy in their midst. It was like his nerve to 
write and tell them when his young sister 
was going out for her health, which he 
described as having broken down after 
the strain of working for her B. .\. degree. 
Ladies with B. A, degrees, with or without 
brothers who put people intö books, were 
not wanted on l\Ieringul Station, N. S. \V. 
But after such a letter some little attention 
was the geographical necessity of an irk- 
some'"situation. And so it came that Olive 
Armitage penetrated to the Riverina, in re- 
sponse to a justifiably indefinite invitation, 
and in happy ignorance of the literary and 
scholastic shadow that she cast before her. 
Indeed, she had never felt prouder of 
her brother than on the journey, to her a 
triumphal progress through scenes that 
seemed almost as much his handiwork as 
that of "nature learning how to write." 
All through Victoria there were his forests 
of "weird" gum-trees, amply justifying 
their inseparable epithet, and in the l\Iur- 
ray region the train put up a perfect cloud 
of sulphur-crested cockatoos, These were 
not Philip's favorite scenes or properties, 
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IJUt he had written about them more than 
once. It was when she reached the coach- 
ing stage, from Denliquin to Hay and from 
Hay to Jumping Sandhills, that 
liss Armi- 
tage felt like one of her brother's heroines. 
To be sure, no dandy bush ranger stuck up 
the coach; but that "yermilion ,"ehicle" 
duly "panted" on its leather springs, as 
described by Philip with somewhat cynical 
iteration, ,\nd the road-side shanties were 
all that he had painted them; the Jumping 
Sandhills did shimmer and change places, 
like liYing things, on the brazen and blue 
horizon; and there at last was one of 
})hilip's own dilapidated horsemen, a figure 
of tantalizing interest, because there also 
was a tiresomely smart young man, come to 
meet her in an equally smart buggy, and in- 
troducing himself unconstrainedly as God- 
frey Pochin. 
"I remember your brother perfectly," 
said the young man, smiling at the long 
tails of the pair he droye. ,. I was one of 
his pupils, He taught us Latin grammar 
and sentences, and a lot of extraordinary 
rhymes about Latin genders. I remember 
some of them still, but I can't say they 
come in extra handy in the back-blocks," 
Oli,'c laughed quite heartily. 
"Poor old boy, he had only just escaped 
from school himself," she urged in Philip's 
defence; "he was obliged to teach you 
something he knew!" 
But she was greatly tickled, and God- 
frey Pochin as pleasantly surprised as he 
had been by her merry interesting face and 
sparkling eyes. She was dark, too, and 
he had an idea that all the girls from Home 
were pin.k and yellow; the only difference 
between this onc and a bush brunette was 
that Olive had not been sunburnt from the 
cradle, but had turned the very color of 
her own name without losing her sweet 
English purity of skin, Keither was she 
quite blinded by the reflected lustre of her 
brother's notoriety. She could see the hu- 
mor of some of Godfrey's reminiscences, 
the new point of view of Philip's stories, 
The point of view was not obtruded, so her 
loyal reseryes were not called out in de- 
fence of the stories, nor her lips sealed on 
the subject of their local color. 
"It's all exactly as I pictured it," she de- 
clared at the station itself: \I this red-brick 
veranda, these white posts, those other little 
buildings-the wire fences and the crows 
-the corrugated roofs-there! That's the 
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very noise he says they make in the heat! 
There's only onc thing he seems to me 
wrong about, but he should really he for- 
given much for that-because I haven't met 
a single one of his characters!" 
This was when they were all at tea. 
There was a slightly chilling pause. 
"I don't think you'll meet them here," 
said 
lr. Pochin, gazing into his cup. He 
was himself the fair-bearded and blue-eyed 
squatter of half the tales, but Olive did not 
see it till she had spoken, because the beard 
had grown gray and was close-cropped. But 
now she realized that Philip had never done 
justice to her courteous and attentive host. 
"That wasn't what I meant," the girl 
colored up as she explained. "I was think- 
ing of the picturesque people in red shirts 
and spurs, not of what he's pleased to call 
the parlor folk." 
"That's goocl!" said Godfrey, encour- 
aging her tentative smile with a broad grin. 
"That's one of the sayings that evidently 
sank into 
Ir. Armitage." 
"I was thinking," insisted Olive, "of his 
little army of lost angels in the shape of 
gentlemanly whim-drivers, boundary-ri- 
ders, and bushrangers." 
"l\ly whim-drivers and boundary-riders 
don't answer to that description," replied 
the squatter, laughing. "And as for 
ush- 
rangers, :\liss Armitage, the Kellys were 
the last authentic gang, and that was some 
rears before your brother was out here." 
"But surely you haye the stockman and 
the tramp -who have seen better days?" 
"I've no douht we have, but they don't 
always gÍ\'e it away for our benefit." 
.\nd the blue eyes twinkled merrily with 
the hit, at which Godfrey and Olive laughed 
outright. 
"''"hat ahout old Stafford?" asked Fred, 
an elder son of fewer words; and ::\Irs. 
Pochin and the girls, who began to wish 
they had been with Godfrey to meet the 
coach, remarked that they had just been 
thinking of old 
tafford. 
"To be sure!" cried ßlr. Pochin. "He's 
the nearest thing of the kind we've got to 
show. I was forgetting Stafford. He's a 
poet." 
"A poet?" queried Olive, politely scep- 
tical. It was a word of which she thought 
she knew the value, and she could not help 
looking amused, 
1\ ""hen he isn't riding my houndaries 
or minding my sheep," said l\[r. Pochin, 
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chuckling consumedly, "Quite a charac- 
ter, Stafford; you must see him for your- 
self, and tell us what your brother would 
have made of him." 
"\Ve did see him, at the sandhills," God- 
frey informed 11iss Armitage and the com- 
pany-"waiting for his Bulletin as usua1." 
He had no need to remind their visi tor of 
the dilapidated horseman who had met the 
coach on his own account. Her single 
glimpse of him had appealed to Olive more 
than she cared to say in such ch-ilized com- 
pany, yet now her interest would ha,'e been 
greater if she had not seen him. That a 
poet [ They all laughed at the serio-comic 
face that she made at the thought; for of 
course she was right, and those of them 
who had seen any of the lucubrations en- 
couraged her dismay, while the laconic Fred 
found words to denounce the best of them 
as a barefaced imitation of Han'ey Devlin. 
Poor Devlin, most mercurial of bush ballad- 
mongers, but a true singer in his own com- 
pass, still enjoyed a posthumous popularity 
in the bush itself, if not such universal fame 
as his indigenous admirers imagined; but 
it so happened that ülive Armitage, who 
thought she knew something about it, was 
a recent convert to their creed. She had 
bought the little selection of the real thing 
in l\lelbourne, and she wished to hear no 
more about the false, But here Godfrey had 
a word to say, and it was strangely in favor of 
the plagiarist and an early visit to his hut; 
in fact it so happened that Godfrey himself 
would have to be going out there next day, 
with some things the old man had been ask- 
ing for that afternoon, and he seemed quite 
anxious to take Oli,'e with him. 
" You'll really rather like the old chap, 
:l\Iiss Armitage," said Godfrey. "He's a 
Lit mad, but perfectly harmless, and I be- 
lieve myself that he's only just missed being 
a genius, You should see all the extraor- 
dinary mad mottoes and things he's got 
plastered about the place!" 
Olive saw them, They were stuck all 
over a hut otherwise as familiar to her as 
though she had been brought up in such 
another. She looked at once for the wide 
log chimney, with the white ash of ages on 
the hearth, the billy-can in the ashes, the 
slush-lamp on the Robinson Crusoe table, 
the ration-bags dependent from the beams; 
and for none of these things did she look in 
,rain. The only feature not on ]>hilip's list 
was the pencil jottings tacked like texts to 


the unbarked timbers, in place of the fly- 
blown uddments from illustrated papers 
which had invariably garnished that au- 
thor's pet interior. The hut-keeper being 
out about his business, Olive lost no time 
in inspecting the scraps of dirty paper, to 
see what subjects the poor man was mad 
on; and Godfrey looked over her shoulder 
with a running chuckle. 
"Poetry, of course [" said Godfrey. 
And Olive read out below her breath: 


" 'Hateful is the dark-blue sky, 
Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea. 
Death is the end of life; then why 
Should life all labor be?' 


"Poor fellow [" was her only comment, 
with a side glance into the outer radiance. 
"That isn't Stafford's[" exclaimed God- 
frey, emphatically. 
"No, indeed, it isn't; and only one word 
wrong [ " 
Olive was looking about for books. 
"1 believe it's a bit your brother once 
gave us for dictation. I seem to remember 
that about the sky," 
"Then he wasn't here in vain," said 
Olive, with a look of pleasure. It was a 
transitory look; the writing on the wall en- 
grossed and troubled her. It was all of 
the same sort, remembered fragments of 
great verse, immortal images rescued prac- 
tically intact from the ruins of ancient read- 
ing. The extracts ranged from a single line, 
as "In Tempe or the dales of Arcady," or 
"One day when all days are one day to 
me," to most of the second chorus in 
" Atalanta " and the opening couplets of 
"Locksley Hall," Oli,'e read them all, only 
muttering an occasional line aloud, and 
Godfrey danced attendance with his eyes 
seldom off her dark crisp hair and clear sun- 
burnt skin. She was so ahsorbed that he 
could look his fill at her for the first time. 
She knew how to dress, he noted; her white 
linen frock was crisp like her hair, as 
though hot from the iron; and yet he had 
never seen anybody look so cool and trim 
in the heat, or striking picture more tell- 
ingly composed than that of Olive in the 
languorous gloom of the bushman's hut, 
with a vertical sun still striking through 
stray holes in the roof, and breaking its 
lances on her snowy shoulders. 
Godfrey was all the more disappointed 
and aggrieved when she turned to him in 
the end with glistening eyes. 
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He had no need to remind their ,"isitor of the dilapidated horseman \\ ho had met the coach on his 
own account.-Page 328. 


"I must see something he's written him- 
self," she whispered. "I can't think it can 
be as bad as vou all sav. And I don't be- 
lieve in a mall' who remémbers only the verv 
best being such a slavish imitator"of-Ha;- 
vey Devlin!" 
Godfrey rooted in a corner pink with 
copies of the Sydney Bulletin. In a few 
moments he unearthed a battered Shake- 
peare (who was not represented on the 
walls) and a quarto scribbling-book in de- 
based American cloth, 
"He keeps good company, you obsen"e," 
said Godfrey, turning over the blue-lined 
leaves without compunction. "
o, he 
won't mind, lIiss 
\rmitage. He's often 
shown me them himself." 
"But that's not quite the same thing 
as your showing them to me," suggested 
Olive, whose eyebrows had already sig- 
nified her qualms; but the protest went for 
nothing with the confident young man. 
"Here's a new one, by Jove!" cried hè, 
"I say, this is rather good; he must have 
written this when he knocked down his last 
check. at the Kew Year," 
And there was no stopping him from 
reading every word of it aloud, with a 
marginal supply of his own remarks: 


"'There'sa hut in Ri,'erina where a solitan' hand 
1fav weaken on himself and all that's his; 
Theré's a pub in Riverina "here they keep a 
smashing brand 
Of every sort 0' liquor short 0' fizz. 
YOI.. X LIX.-32 


.-\nd rYe been and blued another fifty-pounder 
at the pub- 
\" ou 're ,'ery sorry for me, I'll be bound: 
Rut when a man is fit up free with hut an' horse 
an' grub, 
\\ hat the blazes does he ""ant \\ ith fift," pound? 
\\'hy the dickens should he hoard his fifty 
quid? 
Who would be a bit the better if he did? 
Thuugh the," slithered in a week 
\Yher. I coúldn't see or speak, 
Do ) ou think I'm here to squeak? 
Lord forbid:'" 


So the thing began; but Godfrey had 
stopped to explain that this was obviously 
the hut, and Stafford himself the "solitary 
hand," Oli\"e seemed sorry to hear it; and 
quite contrary to expectation it was the 
reader who waxed enthusiastic as he pro- 
ceeded, and the listener who grew luke- 
warm. In the next stanza it appeared that 
the re\"eller had been duly \\ arned against 
the "pub in Riverina," which Godfrey 
offered to show )Iiss Armitage any day 
she liked: 


"'The boss was in the homestead. \Yhen he 
gi, e me good advice 
I took m," oath, but took his check as well. 
And to mé the moonlit shanty looked a pocket 
Paradise, 
Though the boss had just been calling it a 
HelL' 


,. You'll see which you think it," said 
Godfrey, "and what you make of the publi- 
can and sinner who runs the sink! He's 
hit him off to the life. Listen!" And he 
3 2 9 
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gabbled on to the titbit, only to giye it with 
the greater unction: 
" 'But the shanty-keeper smoked behind the bar. 
Oh, his words were gra\"e and few, 
And he ne\"er looked at you, 
And he just uncorked a ne\\' 
Gallon jar.' 
"I can see him doing it!" cried Godfrey, 
"But I must say I'd no idea old Stafford 
could do anything as good as this-if it's 
his own." 
Olive found herself keenly hoping it was 
not, and thinking of the snatches of Keats 
and Tennyson on the walls, So she was 
fortunate enough to miss a little of what 
followed: 


U '\Y e fed, and then we started in the bar at nine 
o'clock. 
At twelve' we made a move into the cool; 
The shanty-keeper he was just as steady as a 
rock, 
And me as paralytic as a fool. 
I remember the veranda. like a sinking \"essel's 
deck, 
And a brace of moons suspended in the sky- 
And nothing more till waking and inquiring for 
my check-" 
")Ir. Pochin!" interrupted Olive at this 
ultimate point. 
\I 'V ell ? \Vhat's wrong?" 
" The whole thing. It's terrible ! " 
"It's jolly clever, if you ask me. I only 
want to know who really wrote it." 
"I didn't mean that-not the verses 
as verses-but the complacent degradation 
of the thing itself!" 
c'I'm afraid that's just -where it's so true 
to life," he answered, tuning his tone to 
hers. "I wish it wasn't, but it's only too 
true of nearly all our hands." 
Oliye took her eyes from the scraps of 
pencilled paper. He resented their drowned 
sparkle. 
"True of this one?" she asked. 
"Old Stafford? Rather! He's like all 
the rest; he'll slave for months and months, 
and then knock down a check for all his 
earnings at the nearest bar." 
"Then I don't want to hear any more." 
And she took herself to the open door, 
where she could turn her back without dis- 
courtesy, as though in sudden admiration 
of the yellow shimmering salt-bush plains, 
with their blobs of gray-green fodder and 
their smudges of bottle-green scrub, The 
long streak of desolate sandhills was picked 
out by telegraph posts running right anu left 


into intÎnity, like an endless row of pins, 
against the loud blue sky so harped upon 
by her brother; and at her feet lay the 
shadow of the hut, sharp and dark as his 
standing simile of a sheet of new brown 
paper. 
But at her elbow Godfrey was saying 
that she must just hear the end, and forcing 
her to realize the unmerited consolations of 
the debauchee's return to the very threshold 
on which she stood, 


"Yet the gates have not come open that I shut, 
I have seen no fences broken, and I've found no 
weak sheep bogged, 
And my little cat is purring in the hut! 
There's tea, too, for the billy-can, there's water in 
the tanks, 
The ration bags hang heavy all around, 
And my good old bunk and blanket beat the bare 
veranda planks 
Of the shanty where I blued my fift}' pound! 
Here I stick until I'm worth fifty more, 
When I'll take another check from the store; 
And with Riverina men 
All the betting is that then- 
I shall knock it down again 
As before.'" 


Oli,'e was still standing in the doorway 
when a gaunt brO\vn man rode up on his 
very counterpart in horse-flesh, and she 
could look upon yesterday's tatterdemalion 
in the light of the verse he wrote and the 
poems he loved. 
1\0; he was not the fine gentleman 
buried in the bush; it was hardly from 
social heights that he had fallen, of that she 
was quite certain, and knew not whether 
to be glad or sorry. But a starved lover of 
literature he was; the life-long passion 
beamed in his tanned and furrowed face, 
turning its oaken hue to a rich mahogany 
when Godfrey told him that 
Iiss Armi- 
tage admired his taste. Olive filled out 
the statement with enthusiastic detail, and 
in a minute he and she were capping each 
other's quotations while Godfrey remained 
mumchance on mere earth. N or did all 
this sadden the battered creature, as it 
might have done if ever in the past he had 
been familiar with such as Olive; his joy 
in the moment was like a child's; but he 
had a wild eye, with a tragic twinkle in it, 
that kept the author of his own lines ever 
before the girl. 
Godfrey soon had enough of it. He 
must push on to the sandhills with the out- 
going mail-bag; but he had to push on 
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alone. Olive preferred to wait in the cool him ha'"e his chuckle in advance at the fun 
shelter of the hut. \nd there in another they would all have oYer the manuscript 
half-hour he found her somewhat hurriedly in her possession; then she informed him, 
receiving a few sheets of 
rs" ohyiously cavalierly as she knew even at the time, that 
torn from the old scribbling-book in the they were none of them to see a single line. 
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Xur did all this 
addell the battered creature; his joy in the moment was like 
a child's.-Page 330. 


bushman's hands, and giving in receipt 
some verbal undertaking that Godfrey 
failed to catch. 
"Old Stafford and you seemed as thick 
as thieves," said the young man, cutting his 
horses smartly on the way home. "\\'as 
that another poem of his that he was giv- 
ing you?" 
., Yes." 
" One of his own writing, for a change?" 
"He wrote them all, 
Ir, Pochin." 
i'SO he's cracking-as they once used to 
say about here, and still do in your hrother's 
books! " 
"I don't see why you should dishelieye 
it," said Oli\'e, warmly. i, .\t any rate 
there's no question about the verses rye 
borrowed." 
"Then we shall have a treat!" 
Oli,.e felt seriously aggrieved. All that 
was great in her had been touched and tired 
bv the wild old fellow and his almost won- 
d
rful work; but she was not great enough 
to resist snubbing Godfrey as he deserved, 
e"en though she thought him a very nice 
young man, and harl made a friend of him 
so far to the comDarative exclusion of all 
the other members of his family, She let 


.. \Yas that what he was getting you to 
promise him?" dema.nded Godfrey in his 
point-blank fashion. 
"Yes-it was." 
"\\'ell, of all the cheek 
" 
., On my part?" 
" You know I mean on his. As if it were 
a pearl of price, and we the swine!" 
"That's not a ,.ery pretty way of putting 
it," retorted Olive, "But it is a little gem, 
in my opinion. though I don't suppose you 
would see its beauty e\"en if you could! ,. 
That was obvioush' the last word, hut 
Olive was not proud"' of it for a single in- 
stant. She felt hot and sore, and soon not 
least so with herself, for her own rudeness; 
hut that only angered her the more with 
(;odfrey, who had hrought it on himself. It 
was too much that she should come out 
there to he told what was and what was not 
a genuine poem. That was not exactly 
what had happened, but her pride of intel- 
lect was wounded; it was a vulnerable point. 
Olive was the last person in the world to ex- 
ploit her learning or to give herself conscious 
airs of scholarly superiority; but she consid- 
ered her opinion entitled to some respect un 
nnttcrs of which she might be accounted a 
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reasonably qualitìed judge, She did not 
realize that she had a rather decided opin- 
ion on most mundane matters, and often a 
tart way of expressing it under oppositioñ. 
An ð.pert on some subjects, she was in- 
clined to extend her own province unduly, 
and to meet rather more than half-way the 
slightest attack upon her intellectual fron- 
tiers. Butin this case her heart was involved 
as well, since into it she had taken the outcast 
poet and all his works. And matters were 
not mended by the only other remark that 
Godfrey ewr volunteered on the subject. 
"I'm sorry we got to logger-heads about 
poor old Stafford," said the frank young 
man, as they exchanged good-nights on the 
veranda. "I've no doubt the poem you 
liked is all you think it. I'm no judge of 
that; but I kno,,- the man hetter than you 
possibly can. If it's as good as all that, 
,'ou bet he's hagged the whole thing from 
l{arvey De,-lin or some other old poet!" 
.\nd this time Olh"e did succeed in curh- 
ing a natural pugnacity to which she had 
given only too much rein before; hut her 
silence was more chilling than any \Yords, 
and henceforward there was a studied 
coolness between two young people who 
had been drawn together, almost at sight, 
by a strong mutual attraction. Its very 
strength made their mutual resentment all 
the stronger in its turn. In her ignorance 
of the world, Oli,-e had not expected to 
meet a young man of Godfrey's parts at its 
uttermost ends. He was quick-witted, capa- 
ble, full of character as herself; her inferior 
in book-learning, but by no means in gen- 
eral knowledge or intelligence. Through 
him she gained some insight into the mod- 
ern li,-e Australian, clear thinker and plain 
speaker on social and industrial questions, 
sapper and miner in the world's advance, 
as opposed to the hardy upstart with a nasal 
twang who seemed to have made such an 
impression on Philip in his early wander- 
ings. Philip, she began to fear, had not 
1 )cen a very great character as a young man 
from the old country; Lut Godfrey Pochin, 
still so young, had every strong quality ex- 
cept breadth and charity of view. 
In much the same fashion (;odfrey re- 
vised his opinion of young Englishwomen 
in general, and of young women with de- 
grees before all others; but it was at a dis- 
tance that the pair came to appreciate each 
other to such a nicety, Their intimacy was 


a matter of the first twenty-four hours only. 
They were alike in nothing more than in 
their pride. They had come to LIO\n about 
a matter of no importance to either of them, 
and each was too proud to refer to it again_ 
1\ot that it was so unimportant to Oli'T 
as she pretended on occasions when Stafford 
and his hobby became a table topic, and she 
would fight his bd.ttles with a forced levity, 
,,,hill' Godfrey sat ostentatiously aloof from 
the discussion. Stafford himself she saw 
more than once, but never again alone in 
his hut. It was remarked in her presence 
that he had beaten all his records in the 
length of time which had elapsed since he 
last knocked down a check. That was as 
yet her only reward for the little she had 
done for him, and the much, the very much, 
she hoped to do. 
Late summer cooled into an autumn in 
name only, and a winter unworthy even of 
that, despite a fire at nights and coats on 
horseback, and all the wraps that one could 
find for a long drive across the plains. 
Olive thought it the loveliest weather she 
had ever known; it was the safest suhject 
that she still had in common with God- 
frey, and they discussed it daily with ani- 
mated courtesy, Oli,"e was to stay till after 
shearing, if her people at home could spare 
her so long: it would only mean a six 
months' visit then, her kind friends said. 
She was more than willing to stay; it was 
a glorious rest and change, amI the girl 
was happy enough, and the cause of happi- 
ness to all save one. But after about three 
months she grew suddenly restless: the 
incoming mail excited her strangely; she 
was absurdly disappointed when there was 
nothing for her. _\nd then one day her 
delight knew no bounds, and it was a little 
awkward, because Godfrey had been the 
one to empty out the mail-bag, and they 
happened to have the homestead to them- 
selves. Olive had backed out of a ride for 
no other purpose than to see if her letter had 
not come at last; and it actually had. 
" Godfrey!" she cried, as he was retreat- 
ing into the store with the business corrc- 
spondence. She had ne,'er addressed him 
so familiarly before, and did not know that 
she had done it now. 
It brought him to her in a stride, 
"X ot bad news, I hope?" 
"Xo, no, the very hest! I don't know 
how to tdl you; it seems like raking up dis- 
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agreeahles, and I know I was yery rude. 
But I was right, right, right all the time!" 
"Right?" he repeateù, I'Right about 
what? " 
I'That poor man Stafford, of course," 
"Oh! I saw him this afternoon. when 
I got the mail." 
remarked God - 
frey, wi th forced 
inconsequence, 
.. I'm thinking 
of three months 
ago. I ne,-er told 
you what I did at 
the t i me. You 
were so dreadful- 
ly unsympathetic, 
hut I know you 
won't he now! I 
sent the poem he 
lent me home to 
Phil 
 " 
1\ 'Yell?" 
"You said it 
couldn't be origi- 
nal ! " 
"I on Iv said 
what I tho
ghton 
general grounds. 
You wouldn't 
gi,-e me a chance 
of judging for 
myself." 
"'Yell, if itwas- 
n't original, they 
would hardly put 
it in the Scrutator, 
'Would they?" 
"Kot if th ey 
knew it." 
"They'd know 
it all right!" the 
girl assured him, 
with radiant confidence, " Yet they did put 
it in, word for word as I wrote it out. and the 
very week after Philip submitted it!" 
Godfrey found it good to look upon her 
triumph, eyen at his own expense, Xe,'er 
had he seen so keen a brain flashing 
through such sparkling eyes, or such a great 
heart flooding with its warmth a face so 
sweet and fine. But there \vas something 
fine about Godfrey, too; he was not the one 
to truckle in his discomfìture, 
l'Is that what 
Ir. Armitage says?" he 
inquired, 
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1'1 haven't read what he says; but here's 
the poem itself from the Scrutator I" 
He read it while she read her letter, It 
was rough, but noble; eyen Godfrey could 
see the nobility; and there was nothing in 
the thought that might not haye come to a 
rugged sol ita r y 
over his hut fire, 
and found its wav 
out in just such 
words, A hroken 
cry from the wi 1- 
d
rness, it had 
won areadvhear- 
ing on th
 other 
side of the earth, 
and now it had 
travelled all the 
wa y out again to 
wake an echo in 
the heart of God- 
frev. And he 
looked back, and 
saw himself in 
the wrong. 
But just as he 
was as near 
abasement as was 
possi ble to his 
nature, a real cry 
broke from a Ii ye. 
. \nd the change 
in her was past 
belief; she stood 
before him 
abashed, humili- 
ated. demoralized 
by her letter. 
"You were 
right-I was 
wrong-after 
aU! " She spoke 
in jerks of pas- 
sionate indignation, "The whole thing ".as 
a fraud! You always said so; you were ab- 
solutely right. You said it was probably 
taken from Han-ey Devlin, and so it was, 
almost word for word! No sooner did it 
appear than some one wrote to say so- 
and-and there's a fearful row about it!" 
She could not help smiling guiltily at 
\\hat she had done, It had its humorous 
side, and to her credit Olive was the first to 
see it. She pictured poor Philip, sometimes 
a little self-important, always ready to do 
the striking thing and to boast of having 
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done it-pictured him in person at the 
Scrutator office-taking the greatest and 
kindliest trouble, but also some little credit 
for her find, And then all the vials of edi- 
torial wrath on his devoted head, as his 
were poured on hers, and hers on the orig- 
inal culprit out at Jumping Sandhills! 
"I'm glad there's something original 
about him," said Godfrey, grimly, when 
she used the phrase among harder say- 
ings, .-\nd Oli,"e laughed until she cried, 
which, however, was next moment, and 
quite bitterly. But Godfrey had not e\"Cn 
smiled. 
And then and there came the climax, with 
the uneven trailing of long spurs through 
the veranda, and the gaunt, uncouth figure 
of the pseudo-poet swaying in the doorway. 
His eyes were wilder than ever, but they 
steadied themse1\'es in a long gaze upon the 
guilty girl, and his voice did not disgrace 
him when he spoke, 
"\Yas it you, 1\Iiss Armitage, who sent 
my verses to a London paper?" 
His speech was low and yet distinct; it 
afforded no excuse for immediate interfer- 
ence on Godfrey's part. But Godfrey was 
not given a chance, 
"They weren't yours!" cried Olh"e, pas- 
sionately, 
"They were! 77 he thundered back, God- 
frey sprang forward; the man stopped him 
with the masterful wave of his lean brown 
hand, "They were my property," he re- 
sumed with his former self-control. "This 
young lady had no right to send them to 
any paper. I only lent them to her. It 
was a wrong thing to do." 
"'''hat about foisting what you ne,-er 
wrote on a lady who showed you kindness, 
and swearing it was all your own? 77 
Godfrey was very severe, but he had not 
yet adopted the bullying tone into which 
the best masters fall under ßufficient provo- 
cation. 
"That may be worse," returned Stafford, 
still slowly; "I don't say it isn't. But two 
wrongs never made a right, 
Ir. Godfrey, 
and it's no wrong of mine that's put all this 
fat in the fire," 
"Then you admit that the thing was 
lifted bodily out of Harvey Devlin?" 
"Out of a suppressed edition of his 
poems," supplemented Olh'e, quickly con- 
sulting her letter-" with hardly a single 
alteration! " 


"Oh, all right! I'll admit it if it makes 
you happy. Is that it in your hand, sir?" 
.And the man was actually holding out 
his own, 
"""hat the de,-il do you want with it?" 
Godfrey so far forgot himself in his lady's 
presence. 
"""ell, 
Ir. Godfrey, it's only fair that a 
man should see what's brought against him. 
I\"e only seen what the Bulletin's got to say 
about it, so far, They've got their laugh 0' 
the old country again; but it's not my fault, 
not altogether. Thanky, much obliged!" 
His words now telescoped in a manner 
worthy of his gait. He had certainly been 
drinking, and had abandoned a f1ne effort 
to conceal the fact, 
o sober impostor 
would have carried himself so jauntily in 
the hour of exposure, or gloated with maud- 
lin humor over so futile and impudent a 
fraud; but the last proof of poor Stafford's 
condition was afforded by a sudden revul- 
sion from fatuous fun to furious earnest, 
"And you put my name to it!" he shout- 
ed, crumpling the cutting in his fist. "I'd 
forgotten that!" 
· "I didn't do it," said Olive, with unthink- 
ing penitence. "I never meant it to be done. 
I had to gi\-e his name," she explained to 
Godfrey, ,. but it must have been the editor 
in London who put it to the poem," 
"Then damn the editor in London!" 
cried Stafford, and flung himself from the 
room with Godfrey at his heels, 
It was his last appearance at the home 
station; within a very few minutes Godfrey 
had made out the man's account, and sent 
him about his business with a check for the 
uttermost farthing standing to his credit in 
the station books. 
Olive, t10wn in more tears from the scene, 
did not know this at the time; when she 
found out it incensed her afresh against the 
poor young man. Had he really no sense 
of justice? Could he not see that this pre- 
posterous reprisal made it all the worse for 
her, since the whole thing was her fault in 
the beginning? She could not even swear 
that Stafford had actually said the poem 
was his; the fact did not affect his griev- 
ance against her; and now, so far from un- 
doing an atom of the harm she had done, 
she had got him discharged into the bar- 
gain! Godfrey was bidden to repair his 
share of the damage without delay; and 
apJ.rt from all other considerations whatso- 
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eyer, he had the fairness of mind to recog- 
nize that of the girl's demand. 
But unfortunately a yery serious delay 
had taken place before this scene between 
the two young people; and Stafford had 
spent a long night on frosty ground, hea,'ily 
asleep in nothing more than his moleskins 
and his Crimean shirt. üli,-e had a note 
from Godfrey to say that the man had been 
reinstated in his hut; hut Godfrey himself 
did not return, and old 
Ir, Pochin looked 
worried hut said nothing. 

--\nd then next night Oli,'e was awakened 
by a queer noise on the blind of her o1->en 
window, and there \\'as Godfrey just below, 
flogging it like a trout-stream with his 
buggy whip. 
.'It's poor old Stafford," he whispered, 
"He's pretty bad and wants to see you. If 
you'd care to hring one of the girls-" 
His sentence had to wait unfinished while 
she dressed. 
.'It's only you he wants to see," he went 
on under the stars; "but if you'd like one 
of the others-" 
"I'd like to start this minute," said 
Oliye, decidedly. e, How long will it take 
U:-5 to drive?" 
It took them the best part of the hour he- 
fore dawn, and the smoke from the horses' 
}Jacks was a ,-isihle pillar of cloud when 
tlwy pulled up, 
.\ tongue of orange light played in and 
out of the open door, and on and off the 
faded purple blanket spread like a canopy 
oyer four low uprights driyen into the naked 
earth; but under the blanket ran the ridge 
of a great gaunt frame, and from one end a 
pair of ca yernous eyes burnt like beacons 
as they entered, OIÏ\'e stooped over the 
pinched and shrunken face, and could feel 
its heat as though it were a fire. 
"It's kind of you to come," he whis- 
pered-but his eyes rolled uneasily, "And 
you've really come alone? That's right, 
that's right! I've something to tell you 
both, but no one else, You promise? 
Not another soul?" 
They promised, and Godfrey gave him 
new life from a replenished flask. In an- 
other instant they were trying to talk the 
sick man down; for he had begun at once 
about those unlucky lines of Han'ey Dev- 
lin's. He had another confession to make. 
That was quite enough for them. Olive 
especially begged him to say no more. But 


he would go on; and they must hear the 
truth; for that was why he had got them 
there together, but no third person must 
eyer know, 
"Harvey Devlin! \Yhat a poet to steal 
from! " 
There was the gallant twinkle in his 
fe"ered eyes; they seemed to haye caught 
the scraps of paper on the walls. 
c. But he was a worse man," he mut- 
tered, " You know the life he led, and how 
he was supposed to haye tinished him..;df 
in the bush? It wasn't quite true, though 
very nearly. He was sick of life; dead sick 
of writing all he wrote, and yet being what 
he was! He hid his head in the bush, and 
was very near what he thought of doing, 
when he came across a man who'd done it 
weeks before. That was the man they 
found and buried as Han'ey Deylin. J I 
took good care they should!" 
" You?" they cried. 
"And I've li,-ed tu be accuseù of stealing 
from mvself!" 
A sO\
ereign effort had gi yen him a cll'ar 
run of intelligible speech, and now it wa..; as 
though his voice fell dead at the post. But 
the tragic eyes were still twinkling as they 
closed in the sudden sleep of sheer prostra- 
tion. The two watchers exchanged long 
looks, but not a word, and presently one 
went and stood in the doorway as she had 
done that afternoon three months before. 
The da \\"n was coming up in a coppl'ry 
glow, straight ahead O\'er the sandhills, and 
the stars going out like street lamps at 
the proper time. In a minute the copper 
turned to paler bronze, and the bronze to 
dead pink gold, with a last star blazing just 
above. The contour of the hills stood out, 
studded with telegraph posts that dwindled 
into nothing north and south. And the new 
day woke with a sigh that blew a puff of 
sand into the hut, and fluttered the ca}Jti,-e 
scrap of paper nearest the door, 
Olive peered at it between firelight and 
daylight, and for once even she could tind 
no flaw in the quotation: 


.. The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn," 


Godfrey came very quietly and took her 
hand, One look told her why; for a magic 
casement had opened in the hut, and the 
young man and woman were there alone. 
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II ' 'LTHO'GGH St. Georgedis- 
, .) 
. 'pensed his hospitality with- 

 
 out form or pretence, never 
referring to his functions 
) .. except in a casual way, the 

 news of so unusual a dinner 
to so notorious a man, could not long be 
kept quiet. 
'''hile a few habitués occupying the arm- 
chairs on the sidewalk were chagrined at 
not being invited, although they knew that 
ten guests had always been St. George's 
limit, others expressed their disapproval 
of the entire performance with more than a 
shrug of the shoulders. Captain 'Varfield 
was most outspoken: "Temple," he said, 
"like his father, is a law unto himself, and 
always entertains the queerest kind of 
people; and if he wants to do honor to a 
man of that stamp why that, of course, is 
his business, not mine." At which old Tom 
Purviance had blurted out-" And a shift- 
less vagabond too, \Varfield, if what I hear 
is true. Fine subject for St. George to 
waste his ßIadeira on!" Purviance had 
never read a dozen lines of anybody's 
poetry in his life, and looked upon all liter- 
ary men as no better than play actors, 
It was then that Richard Horn, his big 
deep-set eyes flashing, had retorted: 
"If I did not know how kind-hearted 
you were, Purviance, and how thoughtless 
you can sometimes be in your criticisms, I 
might ask you to apologize to both 
lr. Poe 
and myself, 'V ould it surprise you to 
know that there is no more truth in what 
you say than there is in the reports of that 
gentleman's habitual drunkenness? It 
was but a year ago that I met him at his 
cousin's house and I shall never forget him. 
'Vould it also surprise you to learn that he 
has the appearance of a man of very great 
distinction ?-that he was faultlessly at- 
tired in a full suit of black and had the 
finest pair of eyes in his head I have ever 
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looked into? )lr. Poe is not of your 
world, or of mine-he is above it, There 
is too much of this sort of judgment abroad 
in the land. No-my dear Purviance- 
I don't want to be rude and I am sure you 
will not think I am personal. I am only 
trying to be just to one of the master spirits 
of our time so that I won't be humiliated 
when his real worth becomes a household 
word. " 
The women took a different view: 
"I can't understand what :Mr. Temple 
is thinking of "-said the wife of the arch- 
deacon to )lrs. Cheston. "This 1\.lr. Poe 
is something dreadful-never sober, I hear. 
ßIr. Temple is invariably polite to every- 
body, but when he goes out of his way to 
do honor to a man like this he only makes it 
harder for those of us who are trying to 
help our sons and brothers-" to which 1\1rs, 
Cheston had replied with a twinkle in her 
mouse eyes and a toss of her gray head:- 
"So was Byron, my dear woman-a very 
dreadful and most disreputable person, but 
I can't spare him from my library, nor 
should you," 
None of these criticisms would have af- 
fected St. George had he heard them, and 
we may be sure no one dared tell him. He 
was too busy, in fact-and so was Harry, 
helping him for that matter-setting his 
house in order for the coming function. 
That the table itself might be made the 
more worthy of the great man, orders were 
given that the big silver loving cup-the 
one presented to his father by no less a per- 
son than the :l\Iarquis de Castellux 'himself 
-should be brought out to be filled later on 
with Cloth of Gold roses so placed that 
their color and fragrance would reach the 
eyes as well as the nostrils of his guests, 
while the rest of the family silver, bright- 
ened to a mirror finish by Todd, was either 
sent down to Aunt Jemima to be ready for 
the special dishes for which the house was 
famous, or disposed on the sideboard and 
serving table for instant use when required, 
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Easy chairs were next brought from up- 
stairs-tobacco and pipes, with wax can- 
dle
, were arranged on teakwood tra ys, 
and an extra dozen or so of bubble-blown 
glasses banked on a convenient shelf. The 
banquet room too, for it was late summer, 
was kept as cool as the season permitted, 
the green shutters being closed, thus bar- 
ring out the heat of early September-and 
the same precaution was taken-in the dress- 
ing-room, which was to serve as a recep- 
tacle for hats and canes. 
And Todd as usual was his able assistant. 
All the darky's training came into play 
when his master was gidng a dinner: what 
:l\Iadeira to decant, and what to leave in its 
jacket of dust, with its waistcoat of a label 
unlaundered for half a century; the tem- 
perature of the claret; the exact angle at 
which the Burgundy must be tilted and 
when it was to be opened-and. how-es- 
pecially the "how"-the disturbing of a 
single grain of sediment being a capital of- 
fence; the final brandies, particularly that 
old Peach Brandy hidden in Tom Coston's 
father's cellar during the war of 1812, and 
sent to that gentleman as an especial" mark 
of my appreciation to my dear friend and 
kinsman, S1. George \Vilmot Temple," etc., 
etc.-all this Todd knew to his finger ends. 
For with S1. George to dine meant some- 
thing more than the mere satisfying of one's 
hunger. To dine meant to get your elbows 
next to your dearest friend-half a dozen 
or more of your dearest friends, if'possible 
-to look into their eyes, hear them talk, 
regale them with the best your purse 
afforded, and last and best of all to open 
for them your rarest wines-wines bred in 
the open, amid tender, clustering leaves; 
wines mellowed by a thousand sunbeams; 
nurtured, cared for, -and put tenderly to 
sleep, only to awake years thereafter to 
warm the hearts and cheer the souls of those 
who honored them with their respect and 
ne\'er degraded them with their debauchery. 
As for the dishes themselves-here St. 
George with Jemima's help was past- 
master: dishes sizzling hot; dishes warm, 
and dishes stone cold. 
\nd their several 
arrivals and departures, accompanied by 
their several staffs: the soup as an ad\'ance 
guard -of gumbo or clams-or both if 
you choose; then a sheepshead caught off 
Cobb's Island the day before, just arrh-ed 
hy the day boat, with potatoes that would 


melt in your mouth-in white uniforI:1s 
these; then soft-shell crabs-big, crisp 
fellows, with fixed bayonets of legs, and 
orderlies of cucumber-the first served on 
a huge silver platter with the coat-of-arms 
of the Temples cut in the centre of the rim 
and the last on an old English cut glass 
dish. Then the woodcock and green peas 
-and green corn-their teeth in a broad 
grin; then an olio of- pineapple, and a 
wonderful Cheshire cheese, just arrived in 
a late invoice-and marvellous crackers- 
and coffee-and fruit (cantaloupes and 
peaches that would make your mouth 
water), then nuts, and last a few crusts of 
dry bread! And here everything came to 
a halt and all the troops were sent back to 
the barracks-(Aunt Jemima will do for 
the barracks). 
- \Yith this there was to follow a change of 
base-a most important change.' Every- 
thing eatable and drinkable and all the 
glasses and dishes, were to be lifted from 
the table-one half at a time-the cloth 
rolled back and whisked away and the 
polished mahogany laid bare; J the silver 
coasters posted in advantageous positions, 
and in was to rattle the light artillery:- 
Black \Varrior of 181o-Port of 181s-a 
Royal Brown Sherry that nobody knew 
anything about, and had no desire to, so 
fragrant was it. Last of all the fmger- 
bowls in which to cool the delicate, pipe- 
stem glasses; and then, and only then, did 
the real dinner begin. 
All this Todd had done dozens of dozens 
of times before, and all this (with l\ialachi's 
assistance-Richard Horn consenting-for 
there was nothing too good for the great 
poet) would Todd do again on this event- 
ful night, 
. As to the guests, this particular fea
t 
being given to the most distinguished liter- 
ary genius the country had yet produced, 
those who were bidden were, of course, 
selected with more than usual care: :Mr. 
John P. Kennedy, the distinguished author 
and statesman, and l\ir. John H. B. La- 
trobe, equally noteworthy as counsellor, 
mathematician, and patron of the fine arts, 
both of whom had been Poe's friends for 
years, and who had first recognized his 
genius; Richard Horn, who never lost an 
opportunity to praise him, together with 
Judge Pancoast, 1\iajor Clayton, the rich- 
. est aristocrat about Kennedy Square and 
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whose cellar was--f-amous the country over
 
and last, the Honorable Prim. Xot be- 
cause old Seymour possessed any especial 
fitness one wav or the other for a dinner of 
this kind, but" because his presence would 
afford an underground communication by 
which Kate could learn how fine and splen- 
did 
arry - was-(sly old diplomat St. 
George!)-and how well he had appeared 
at a table about which were seated the best 
Kennedy Square could produce. 
"I'll put you right opposite 1\1r, Poe, 
Harry-so you can study him at your 
leisure," St. George had said when dis- 
cussing the placing of the guests, "and be 
sure you look at his ha
ds, they are just 
like a girl's, they are so soft and white. 
And his eyes-you '\-vill never forget them. 
And there is an air about him too-an air 
of-well, a sort of haughty distraction- 
something I can't quite explain-as if he 
had a contempt for small things-things 
that you and I, and your father and all of 
us about here, believe in. Blood or no 
blood, he's a gentleman, even if he does 
come of very plain people ;-and they were 
players I hear. It seems natural, when 
you think it over, that Latrobe and Ken- 
nedy and Horn should be men of genius, 
because their blood entitles them to it, but 
how a man raised as -'Ir, Poe has been 
should-well-all I can say is that he up- 
sets all our theories," 
"But I think you are wrong, uncle 
George, about his birth. I've been looking 
him up and his grandfather was a general 
in the Revolution." 
"\Yell, I'm glad of it-and I hope he 
was a very good general, and very much of 
a gentleman-but there is no question of 
his descendant being a wonder. But that 
is neither here nor there-you'll be right 
opposite and can study him in your own 
way." 


:Ur. Kennedy arrh.ed first. Although 
his family name is the same as that which 
dignifies the scene of these chronicles, none 
of his .ancestors, so far as I know, were 
responsible for its title. N or did his own 
domicile front on its confines. In fact, at 
this period of his varied and distinguished 
life, he was seldom seen in Kennedy Square, 
his duties at \Vashington occupying all his 
time, and it was bv the merest chance that 
he could be present. 
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"Ah, St. .George!". he exclaimed, as he 
handed his hat to Todd and grasped his 
host's hand. "So very good of you to let 
me come. How cool and delicious it is 
in here-and the superb roses- Ah yes! 
-the old Castcllux cup. I remember it per- 
fectly; your father once gave me a sip from 
its rim when I was a young fellow. And 
now tell me-how is our genius? \Yhat a 
master stroke is his last-the whole country 
is ringing with it. How did you get hold of 
him? " 
"Yeryeasily, He wrote me he was pass- 
ing through on his way to Richmond, and 
you naturally popped into my head as the 
proper man to sit next him," replied St. 
George in his hearty manner. 
" And you were on top of him, I suppose, 
before he got out of bed. Safer, some- 
times," and he smiled significantly, 
"Yes, found him at Guy's. Sit here, 
Kennedy, where the air is cooler." 
"And quite himself?" continued the 
writer, settling himself in a chair that St. 
George had just drawn out for him. 
"Perhaps a little thinner, and a little 
worn. It was only when I told him you 
were coming, that I got a smile out of him. 
He never forgets you and he never should." 
Again Todd answered the knocker and 
:l\Iajor Clayton and Richard Horn joined 
the group. The major, who was rather 
stout, apologized for his light seersucker 
coat, owing to the heat, although his other 
garments were above criticism. Richard, 
however, looked as if he had just stepped 
out of an old portrait in his dull blue coat 
and white silk scarf, St. George's eyes light- 
ing up as he took in the combination- 
nothing pleased St. George so much as a 
well-dressed man, and Richard never dis- 
appointed him. 
The Honorable Prim now stalked in and 
shook hands gravely and with great dig- 
nity, especially with 
Ir. Kennedy, whose 
career as a statesman he had always great- 
Iv admired. St. George always said, in 
s.peaking of this manner of the Scotch- 
man's, that Prim's precise pomposity was 
entirely due to the fact that he had swal- 
loweù himself and couldn't digest the meal; 
that if he would once in a while let out a 
big, hearty laugh it might crack his skin 
wide enough for him to get a natural breath. 
St. George kept his eyes on Harry when 
the boy stepped forward and shook Prim 
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by the hand, but he had no need for anx- 
iety. The face of the young prince lighted 
up and his manner was as gracious as if 
nothing had ever occurred to mar the har- 
mony between the Seymour clan and him- 
self. 
Eyerybody had seated themselves now- 
:\falachi having passed around a course of 
palm-leaf fans-Clayton and Horn at one 
open window overlooking the tired trees- 
it was in the dog days-Seymour and the 
judge at the other, while St. George took a 
position so that he could catch the first 
glimpse of the famous poet as he crossed 
the Square-(it was still light), the dinner 
hour having arrived and Todd already 
getting nervous, 
Again the talk dwelt on the guest of 
honor-l\Ir. Kennedy, who, of all men of 
his time, could best appreciate Poe's 
genius, and who, with Mr. Latrobe, had 
kept it alive, telling for the hundredth time 
the old story of his first meeting with the 
poet, turning now and then to Latrobe for 
confirm a tion. 
"Oh, some ten or more years ago, wasn't 
it, Latrobe? \Ve happened to be on the 
committee for awarding a prize story, and 
Poe had sent in his 'l\'Ianuscript in a 
Bottle,' among others. It would have 
broken your hearts, gentlemen, to have 
seen him. His black coat was buttoned 
up close to his chin-seedy, badly worn- 
he himself shabby and down at the heels 
but ere,ct and extremely courteous-a most 
pitiable object. 1\1 y servant wasn't going 
to let him in at first, he looked so much the 
vagrant." 
"And you know, of course, Kennedy, 
that he had no shirt on under that coat, 
don't you?" rejoined Latrobe, rising from 
his seat as he spoke and joining St. George 
at the window. 
"Do you think so?" echoed 1\lr. Ken- 
nedy. 
"I am sure of it. He came to see me 
next day and wanted me to let him know 
whether he had been successful. He said 
if the committee only knew how much the 
prize would mean to him they would stretch 
a point in his favor. I am quite sure I told 
you about it at the time, St. George," and 
he laid his hand on his host's shoulder. 
"There was no need of stretching it, 
Latrobe," rejoined Richard Horn in his 
low incisive voice, his eyes on Kennedy's 


face, although he was speaking to the 
counsellor. " You and Kennedy did the 
world a great service at the right moment. 
:Many a man of brains-one with some- 
thing new to say-has gone to the wall and 
left his fellow men that much poorer be- 
cause no one helped him into the Pool of 
Healing at the right moment." (Dear 
Richard !-he was already beginning to 
understand something of this in his own 
experience. ) 
Todd's entrance interrupted the talk for 
a moment. His face was screwed up into 
knots, both eyes lost in the deepest crease. 
"Fo' Gawd, l\larse George," he whispered 
in his master's ear-" dem woodcock'll be 
sp'iled if dat gemman don't come!" 
St. George shook his head: "\Ve will 
wait a few minutes more, Todd. Tell Aunt 
Jemima what I say," 
Clayton, who despite the thinness of his 
seersucker coat, had kept his palm-leaf 
fan busy since he had taken his seat, and 
who had waited until his host's ear was 
again free, now broke in cheerily: 
" I am not at all sure, St. George, of what 
this bee of literature can do to a man when 
it gets to buzzing, Kennedy is a lament- 
able example of what it has done to him. 
He started out as a soldier, dropped into 
law, and now is trying to break into Con- 
gress again-and all the time writes-writes 
-writes. It has spoiled everything he has 
tried to do in life-and it will spoil every- 
thing he touches from this on-and now 
comes along this man Poe, who-" 
"-No, he doesn't come along," chimed 
in Pancoast, who so far had kept silence, 
his palm-leaf fan having done all the talk- 
ing. "I wish he would," 
" You are right, judge," chuckled Clay- 
ton, "and that is just my point. Here I 
say, comes along this man Poe and spoils 
my dinner. Something, I tell you, has got 
to be done or I shall collapse. By the 
way, Kennedy-didn't you send Poe a suit 
of clothes once in which to come to your 
house to dinner?" 
The distinguished statesman, who had 
been smiling at the major's good-natured 
badinage, made no reply: that was a mat- 
ter between the poet and himself. 
"And didn't he keep everybody wait- 
ing?" persisted Cl.ayton, "until your man 
found him and brought him back in your 
own outfit-only the shirt was four sizes too 
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big for his bean-pole of a body. Am I 
right?" he laughed. 
"He has often dined with me, Clayton," 
replied Kennedy in his most courteous 
and kindly tone, ignoring the question as 
well as all allusion to his charity-" and 
never in all my experience have I ever met 
a more dazzling conversationalist. Start 
him on one of his weird tales and let him 
see that you are interested, and in sym- 
pathy with him, and you will never forget 
it. He gave us parts of an unfinished story 
one night at my house, so tremendous in 
its power that everyone was frozen stiff in 
his seat." 

\gain Clayton cut in, this time to St. 
George, He was getting horribly hungry 
-as were the others. I t was now twenty 
minutes past the dinner hour and there 
were still no signs of Poe, nor had any word 
come from him. "For mercy's sake, St. 
George, try the suit of clothes method- 
any suit of clothes-here-he can have 
mine! I'll be twiCe as comfortable without 
them. " 
"He couldn't get into them," returned 
St. George with a smile-" nor could he 
into mine, although he is half our weight; 
and as for our hats-they wouldn't get fur- 
ther down on his head than the top of his 
crown," 
"But I insist on the experiment," bub- 
bled the major good-naturedly. " Here 
we are, hungry as wolves and everything 
being burned up: Try the suit of clothes 
trick-Kennedy did it-and it won't take 
your Todd ten minutes to go to Guy's and 
bring him back inside of them." 
"Those days are over for Poe," Kennedy 
remarked with a slight frown. The major's 
continued allusions to a brother writer's 
poverty, though pure badinage, had begun 
to jar on the author. 
Again Todd's face was thrust in at the 
door. This time it looked like a martyr's 
being slowly roasted at the stake. 
" Yes, Todd-serve dinner!" called St. 
George in a tone that showed how great 
was his disappointment. "\Ye won't wait 
any longer, gentlemen. Geniuses must be 
allowed some leeway, Something has de- 
tained our guest." 
"He's got an idea in his head and has 
stopped in somewhere to write it down," 
continued Clayton in his habitual good- 
natured tone: it was the overdone wood- 
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cock-(he had heard Todd's warning)- 
that still filled his mind. 
"I could forgive him for that," exclaimed 
the judge-" some of his best work, I hear, 
has been done on the spur of the moment- 
and you should forgive him too, Clay ton- 
unbeliever and iconoclast as you are-and 
you would forgh"e him if you knew as much 
about fresh poetry as you do about stale 
port. " 
Clayton's stout body shook with laugh- 
ter: "11y dear Pancoast," he cried, "you 
do not know what you are talking about, 
No man living or dead should be forgiven 
who keeps a woodcock on the spit five min- 
utes over time. Forgive him! Why my 
dear sir, your poet ought to be drawn and 
quartered, and what is left of him boiled 
in oil. \Vhere shall I sit, St. George?" 
"Alongside of Latrobe. Kennedy, I 
shall put you next to Poe's vacant chair- 
he knows and loves you best. Seymour, 
will you and Richard take your places 
alongside of Pancoast, and Harry, will you 
please sit opposite 
1r. Kennedy?" 
And so the dinner began. 


XIII 


\VHETHER it was St. George's cheery an- 
nouncement: "'Yell, gentlemen, I am sorry, 
but we still have each other, and so we will 
remember our guest in our hearts even if 
we cannot have his charming person," or 
whether it was that the absence of Poe 
made little difference when a dinner with 
St. George was in question-certain it is 
that before many moments the delinquent 
poet was for the most part forgotten. 
As the several dishes passed in review, 
:Malachi in charge of the small arms- 
plates, knives and forks-and Todd follow- 
ing with the heavier guns-silver platters 
and the like-the talk branched out to more 
diversified topics: the new omnibuses which 
had been allowed to run in the town; the 
serious financial situation, few people hav- 
ing recovered from the effects of the last 
great panic; the expected reception to :Ur. 
Polk; the new Historical Society, of which 
everyone present was a member except St. 
George and Harry; the successful experi- 
ments which the New York painter, a :Ur. 
::\Iorse, was making in what he was pleased 
to call )'lagnetic Telegraphy, and the ab- 
surdity of his claim that his invention would 
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soon come into general use--everyone com- 
menting unfavorably except Richard Horn: 
-
-\ll these shuttlecocks were tossed into 
mid-air for each battledore to crack and all 
these, with infinite tact the better to hide his 
own and his companions' disappointment 
over the loss of his honored guest-did St. 
George keep on the move, 
\Yith the shifting of the cloth and the 
placing of the coasters-the nuts, crusts of 
bread, and finger-bowls being within easy 
reach-most of this desultory talk ceased. 
Something more delicate, more human, 
more captivating than sport, finance, or 
politics; more satisfying than all the poets 
\\"ho ever lived, filled everybody's mind. 
Certain Rip Van \\ïnkles of bottles with 
tattered garments, dust-begrimed faces, and 
cobwebs in their hair, were lifted tenderly 
from the sideboard and awakened to con- 
sciousness; (some of them hadn't opened 
their mouths for twenty years, except to 
have them immediately stopped with a new 
cork), and placed in the expectant coasters, 
Todd handling each one with the reverence 
of a priest serving in a temple. Crusty, pot- 
bellied old fellows, who hadn't uttered a 
ciYil word to anybody since they had heen 
shut up in their youth, now laughed them- 
sch'es wide open. ^ squat, lean-necked, 
jolly little jug \vithout legs-labelled in ink 
_I. Crab-apple, 180 7," spread himself over 
as much of the mahogany as he could cover, 
and admired his fat shape upside down in its 
polish. Diamond-cut decanters-regular 
swells these-with sih'er chains and medals 
on their chests-went swaggering round, 
boasting of their ancestors; saying " Your 
good health" every time anyone invited 
them to have a drop-or lose one-while a 
modest little demijohn-or rather a semi- 
demi-little-john-all in his wicker-basket 
dothes, with a card sewed ön his jacket- 
like a lost boy (Peggy Coston of \Yesler 
did the sewing) bearing its name and ad- 
dress-" Old Peach, 1796, Wesley, Eastern 

hore," was placed on St. George's right 
within reach of his hand. "It reminds me 
of the dear woman herself, gentlemen, in 
her homely outside and her warm, loving 
heart underneath, and I wouldn't change 
any part of it for the world." 
"\Vhat l\Iadeira is this, St. George?" 
It was the judge who was speaking-he 
had not yet raised the thin glass to his lips; 
the old wine taster was too absorbed in its 


rich amber color and in the delicate aroma, 
which was now reaching his nostrils. In- 
deed a new-several new fragrances, were 
by this time permeating the room. 
"It is the same, judge, that I always give 
you." 
"N ot your father's Black \Varrior?" 
"Yes, the 1810, don't you recognize it? 
K ot corked, is it?" 
"Corked, my dear man! It's a posy of 
roses, But I thought that was all gone." 
"No, there are a few bottles still in my 
cellar-some- How many are there, 
Todd, of the Black \Varrior?" 
"Dat's de las' 'cept two, l\farse George." 
"Dying in a good cause, judge-I'll send 
them to you to-morrow." 
" You'll do nothing of the kind, you 
spendthrift. Give them to Kennedy or 
Clayton." 
" No, give them to nobody!" laughed 
Kennedy. "Keep them where they are 
and don't let anybody draw either cork 
until you invite me to dinner again." 
"Only two bottles left," cried Latrobe in 
consternation!" \Vell, what the devil are 
we going to do when they are gone?- 
what's anybody going to do?" The "we" 
was the key to the situation. The good 
l\ladeira of Kennedy Square was for those 
who honored it, and in that sense-and 
that sense only-was common property. 
"Don't be frightened, Latrobe," laughed 
St. George-" I've got a lot of the Black- 
burn Reserve of 1812 left. Todd, serve 
that last bottle I brought up this morning- 
I put it in that low decanter next to- Ah, 
l\Ialachi-vou are nearest. Pass that to 
1\1r. Latrobe, l\Ialachi- Yes-that's the 
one. Now tell me how you like it? It is a 
little pricked, I think, and may be slightly 
bruised in the handling. I spent half an 
hour picking out the cork this morning- 
!Jut there is no question of its value." 
" Yes," rejoined Latrobe moistening his 
lips with the topaz-colored liquid-" it is a 
little bruised. I wouldn't have served it- 
better lay it aside for a month or two in the 
decanter. Are all your corks down to that, 
St, George?" 
"All the 1810 and '12-dry as powder 
some of them. I've got one over on the 
sideboard that I'm afraid to tackle"-here 
he turned to Clayton: "11ajor, you are the 
only man I know who can pick out a cork 
properly. Yes, Todd-the bottle at the end 
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next to that Burgundy-that's it. Try 
your hand on that, major." 
The Honorable Prim bent closer. "\Yhat 
is it, St. Georgc, somc old Port?" he asked 
in a perfunctory way, Rare old wincs 
never interested him. "They are an affec- 
tation," he used to say. 
"No, Seymour-it's really a bottle of the 
Peter Remsen 1817 
Iadeira, Part of a lot 
which-" 
"',"ell-but why don't YOlt draw the 
cork, St. George?" interrupted the major 
from across the table, his cyes on Todd, 
who was searching for the rarity among the 
others flanking the sideboard. 
"I dare not-that is, I'm afraid to try. 
You are the man for a cork like that-and 
Todd!-hand :Major Clayton the cork- 
screw and one of those sih"er nut-picks." 
The bottle was passed, every eye watch- 
ing it with the greatest interest: 
"No, never mind the corkscrew, Todd;' 
remarked the major, examining the haz- 
ardous cork with the care of a watchmaker 
handling a hroken-down chronometer. 
"y ou're right, 
t. George-it's too far gone 
-I'll pick it out. Don't watch me, Sey- 
mour, or I'll get nervous. You'll hoodoo 
it too-you Scotchmen are the devil when 
it comes to anything fit to drink," and he 
winked at Prim. 
"How much is there left of it, 
t. 
George?" asked Latrobe, watching the 
major manipulate the nut-pick. 
"
ot a drop outside that boule." 
"Let us pray-for the cork," sighed 
Latrobe. "Easy-e-a-sy, major-think of 
your responsibility, man!" 
It was out now, the major dusting the 
opening with one end of his napkin-his 
face wreathed in smiles \vhen his nostrils 
caught the first whiff of its aroma. 
"By Jove!-gentlemen!- "'hen I'm 
being snuffed out I'll at least go like a gen- 
tleman if I have a drop of this on my lips. 
It's a bunch of roses-a veritable nosegay, 
Heavens!-what a bouquet! Some fresh 
glasses, Todd." 
:l\Ialachi and Todd both stepped forward 
for the honor of serving it, but the major 
waved them aside, and rising to his feet 
began the round of the table, filling each 
slender pipe-stem glass to the hrim. 
Then the talk, that had long since drifted 
away from general topics, turned to the 
color and sparkle of some of the morc fa- 
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mous wines ahsorbed these many years by 
their distinguished votarics. This was fol- 
lowed by the proper filtration and racking 
both of Ports and \Iadeiras, and whether 
milk or egg were best for the purpose- 
Kennedy recounting his experience of dif- 
ferent vintages both 'here and abroad, the 
others joining in, and all with the same in- 
tense interest that a group of scientists or 
collectors would have eYÏnccd in discussing 
some new discovery in chemistry or phys- 
ics, or the coming to light of some rare 
volume long since out of print-everybody, 
indeed, taking a hand in the discussion ex- 
cept Latrobc, whose mouth was occupied 
in the slow sipping of his favorite 
Iadeira 
-tilting a few drops now and then on the 
end of his tongue, his eyes devoutly closed 
that he might the better relish its flavor and 
aroma. 
It was all an object lesson to Harry, who 
had never been to a dinner of older men- 
not even at his fathcr's-and though at first 
he smiled at what seemed to him a great 
fuss O\"er nothing, he finally began to take 
a broader view, 'Yinc, then, was like food 
or music, or poetry-or good-fellowship- 
something to be enjoyed in its place-and 
never out of it. F or all tha t, he had allowed 
no drop of anything to fall into his own 
glass-a determination which Todd un- 
derstood perfectly but which he as studi- 
ously chose to ignore-so as not to cause 

Iarse Harry any embarrassment. Even 
the" 18q" was turned down by the young 
man with a parrying gesture which caught 
the alert eyes of the major. 
" You are right, my boy," the bon vivant 
said sententiously. "It is a wine for old 
men. But look after your stomach, you 
dog-or you may wake up some fine morn- 
ing and not be able to know good 
Iadeira 
from had. You young bloods with your vile 
concoctions of toddies, punches, and other 
satanic brews, are fast going to the devil- 
your palates, I am speaking of, If you 
c\"cr saw the inside of a distillery you would 
never drink another drop of whiskey- 
there's poison in eyery thimble-full; there's 
sunshine in this, sir;" and he held the glass 
to his eyes until the light of the candles 
Hashed through it. 
"But I'ye nc\"er seen the insidc or out- 
side of a distillery in my life," answered 
Harry with a laugh, a reply which did not 
in thc least quench the major's enthusi- 
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sms, who went on dilating, wine-glass in 
hand, on the vulgarity of drinking standing 
up-the habitual custom of whiskey tip- 
plers-in contrast with the refinement of 
sipping wines sitting down--one being a 
\"'ice and the other a virtue. 
Richard too, had been noticing Harry, 
He had overheard as the dinner progressed, 
a remark the boy had made to the guest 
next him, regarding the peculiar rhythm of 
Poe's verse-Harry repeating the closing 
lines of the poem with such keen apprecia- 
tion of their meaning that Richard at once 
joined in the talk, commending him for his 
insight and discrimination. He had always 
supposed that Rutter's son, like all the 
younger bloods of his time, had abandoned 
his books when he left college and had af- 
fected horses and dogs instead, The dis- 
covery ended in his scrutinizing Harry's 
face the closer, reading between the lines- 
his father here, his mother there-until a 
quick knitting of the brows, and a flash 
from out the deep brown eyes, upset all 
his preconceived opinions: he had expected 
grit and courage in the boy-there couldn't 
help being that when one thought of his 
father-but where did the lad get h.is imagi- 
nation? Richard wondered-that which 
millions could not purchase. " A most en- 
gaging young man in spite of his madcap 
life," he said to himself-" I don't wonder 
St. George loves him." 
\Vhen the bell in the old church struck 
the hour of ten, Harry again turned to 
Richard and said with a sigh of disappoint- 
ment: 
"I'm afraid it's too late to expect him- 
don't you think so?" 
"Yes, I fear so," rejoined Richard, who 
all through the dinner had never ceased 
to bend his ear to every sound, hoping for 
the rumble of wheels or the quick step of a 
man in the hall. "Something extra9rdinary 
must have happened to him or he may ha\-e 
been called suddenly to Richmond and 
taken the steamboat." Then leaning tow- 
ard his host he called across the table. 
" :\fight I make a suggestion, St. George?" 
St. George paused in his talk with 1\lr. 
Kennedy and Latrobe and raised his head: 
" Well, Richard?" 
"I was just saying to young Harry here, 
that perhaps Mr. Poe has been called sud- 
denly to Richmond and has sent you a note 
which has not reached you," 


"Or he might be ill," suggested Harry 
in his anxiety to leave no loophole through 
which the poet could escape. 
"Or, he might be ill," repeated Richard 
-" quite true. N ow would you mind if I 
sent l\falachi to Guy's to find out?" 
" No, Richard-but I'll send Todd. \Ve 
can get along, I expect, with :\1alachi until 
he gets back. Todd!" 
"Yes, sah." 
"You go to Guy's and ask 1\1r, Lampson 
if 
1r. Poe is still in the hotel. If he is not 
there ask for any letter addressed to me and 
then come back. If he is in, go up to his 
room and present my compliments, and say 
we are waiting dinner for him." 
Todd's face lengthened, but he missed 
no word of his master's instructions. 
\part 
from these his mind was occupied with the 
number of minutes it would take him to 
run all the way to Guy's Hotel, mount the 
steps, deliver his message, and race back 
again. l\falachi, who was nearly twice his 
age, and who had had twice his experience, 
might be all right until he reached that olcl 
Burgundy, but" dere warn't nobody could 
handle dem corks but himself; l\1alachi'd 
bust 'em sho' and spile em' fo' he could git 
back." 
" 'Spose clere ain't no gemman and no 
letter, den what?" he asked as a last 
resort. 
"Then come straight home." 
"Yes, sah," and he backed regretfully 
from the room and closed the door behind 
him. 
St. George turned to Horn again: "Very 
good idea, Richard-wonder I hadn't 
thought of it before. I should probably, 
had I not expected him every minute. And 
he was so glad to come. He told me he had 
never forgotten the dinner at Kennedy's 
some years ago, and when he heard you 
would be here as well, his whole face lighted 
up. I was too greatly struck with the im- 
provement in his appearance, he seemed 
more a man of the world than when I first 
knew him-carried himself better and was 
more carefully dressed. This morning 
when I went in he-" 
Todd, who had opened the door silently 
and crept in, laid his hand on his master's 
shoulder. 
"l\farse George, can I speak to you a 
minute?" he whispered. The boy looked 
as if he had seen a ghost, 
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talking and he would be himself again; let 
him once be seated, and ten chances to one 
he would fall asleep at the table. 
"Ko, don't sit down, :\fr. Poe-not yet. 
Give us that great story of yours-the one 
you told at my house that night-we have 
never forgotten it. Gentlemen, all take 
your sea ts- I promise you one of the grea t 
treats of your lives." 
Poe stood for an instant undecided, the 
light of the candles illuminating his black 
hair, pallid face, and haggard features; 
fixed his eyes on Todd and 
ialachi, as if 
trying to account for their presence, and 
stood wavering, his deep, restless eyes 
gleaming like slumbering coals flashing 
points of hot ligh t. 
Again 1\lr, Kennedy's voice rang out: 
"Anyone of your stories, :I\Ir. Poe-we 
lea '"e it to you," 
Everybody was seated now with eyes 
fixed on the poet. Harry, overcome and 
still dazed, pressed close to Richard who, 
bending forward, had put his elbow on 
the table, his chin in his hand. Clayton 
wheeled up a big chair and placed it back 
some little distance, so that he could get a 
better view of the poet. Seymour, Latrobe, 
and the others, canted their seats to face the 
speaker squarely. All felt that Kennedy's 
tact had saved the situation and restored 
the equilibrium. It was the poet now who 
stood before them-the man of genius- 
the man whose name was known the coun- 
try through. That he was drunk was only 
part of the performance. Booth had been 
drunk when he chased a super from the 
stage; 'Vebster made his best speeches when 
he was half-seas-oyer-was making them 
at that very moment. It was so with many 
other men of genius the world over. If 
they could hear one of Poe's poems-or 
better still, one of his short stories, like 
"The Black Cat" or the" l\lurders in the 
Rue :Morgue," it would be like hearing 
Emerson read one of his Essays, or Long- 
fellow recite his "Hyperion." This in itself 
The silence that followed was appalling would atone for everything. Kennedy was 
-an expectant silence like that which pre- right-it would be one of the treats of their 
cedes the explosion of a bomh, Kennedy, lives. 
who had known him the longest and best, Poe gra
ped with one hand the back of 
and who knew that if his mind could once. the chair re
en"ed for him; stood swaying 
be set working he would recover his tongue for an instant, passed the other hand ner- 
and wits, having seen him hefore in a yously across his forehead, brushed back a 
similar crisis, stepped nearer and laid both stray lock that had fallen over his eyebrow, 
hands on Poe's shoulders. Get Poe to loosened the top button of his coat, re'"eal- 


"Speak to me! 'Vhy haven't you taken 
my message, Todd?" 
" Yes, sah-dat is-can't ye step in de 
hall a minute, :\Iarse George-now-right 
away? " 
"The hall!-what for?-is there any- 
thing the matter?" 
St. George rose to his feet and followed 
Todd from the room. Something, e,"ident- 
ly had gone wrong-something demand- 
ing instant attention or Todd wouldn't 
be scared out of his wits. Those nearest 
him, who had m"erheard Todd's whispered 
words, halted in their talk in the hope of 
getting some clew to the situation; others, 
further away, kept on, unconscious that 
anything unusual had taken place. 
Several minutes passed: 
Again the door swung wide, and a man 
deathly pale, erect, faultlessly dressed in a 
full suit of black, the coat buttoned close to 
his chin, his cavernous eyes burning like 
coals of fire, entered on St. George's arm 
and advanced toward the group. 
Every guest was on his feet in an instant: 
"'Ve have him at last!" cried St. George 
in his cheeriest voice. "A little late, but 
doubly welcome, "Ir. Poe, gentlemen." 
Kennedy was the first to extend his hand, 
Horn crowding dose, the others waiting 
their turn. 
Poe straightened his body, focussed his 
eyes on Kennedy, shook his extended hand 
gravely, but without the slightest sign of 
recognition, and repeated the same cold 
greeting to each guest in the room. He 
spoke no word-did not open his lips- 
only the mechanical movement of his out- 
stretched hand - a movement so formal 
that it stifled all exclamations of praise on 
the part of the guests, or even of welcome. 
It vms as if he had grasped the hands of 
strangers beside an open grave. 
Then the cold, horrible truth Hashed 
upon them: . 
Edgar Allan Poe was dead drunk! 
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ing a fresh white scarf tied about his neck, 
dosed his eyes, and in a voice deep, so- 
norous, choked with tears one moment, 
ringing clear the next-word by word- 
slowly-with intinite tenderness and in- 
tinite dignity and with the solemnity of a 
condemned man awaiting death-repeated 
the Lord's Prayer to the end. 


Kennedy sat as if paralyzed. Richard 
Horn, who had lifted up his hands in horror 
as the opening sentence smote his ears, low- 
ered his head upon his chest as he would in 
church. There was no blasphemy in this! 
It was the wail of a lost soul pleading for 
mercy! 
Harry, cowering in his chair, gazed at 
Poe in amazement. Then a throb of such 
sympathy as he had ne,.er felt before 
shook him to his depths. Could that trans- 
figured man praying there, the undried 
tears still on his lids, be the same who 
had entered on his uncle's arm but a few 
moments before? 
Poe lifted his head, opened his eyes, 
walked in a tired, hopeless way, toward 
the mantel and sank into an easy chair, 
There he sat with bowed head, his face in 
his hands. 
One by one the men rose to their feet and 
with a nod or silent pressure of St, George's 
hand, moved toward the door. \Vhen they 
spoke to each other it was in whispers; to 
Todd, who brought their hats and canes; to 
Harry whom, unconsciously, they substi- 
tuted for host; shaking his hand, mutter- 
ing some word of sympathy for St. George: 
No-they would find their way, better not 
disturb his unde, etc. They ,,'ould see 
him in the morning, etc., and thus the 
group passed out in a body and left the 
house. 
Temple himself was profoundly moved. 
The utter helplessness of the man; his ab- 
ject and com plete surrender to the demon 
which possessed him -all this appalled 
him. He had seen many drunken men in 
his time-roisterers and brawlers, most of 
them-but never one like Poe. The poet 
seemed to have lost his identity-nothing 
of the man of the 'world was left-in speech, 
thought, or movement. 
\Vhen Harry re-entered, his uncle was 
sitting beside the poet, who had not yet ad- 
dressed him a word; nor had he again rai:-,cd 
his head. Every now and then the sound of 


an indrawn breath would escape Poe, as if 
hot tears were choking him. 
St. George waved his hand meaningly. 
"Tell Todd I'll ring for him when I want 
him, Harry," he whispered, "and now do 
you go to sleep." Then, pointing to the 
crouching man, "He must stay in my bed 
here to-night, I vwn't leave him. 'Vhat a 
pity! 0 God! ,vhat a pity! Poor fellow 
-how sorry I am for him!" 
Harry was even more affected. Terri- 
fied and awcstruck, he mounted the stairs 
to his room, locked his chamber door, and 
threw himself on his bed, his mother's 
and Kate's pleadings sounding in his ears, 
his mind filled with the picture of the poet 
standing erect with closed cycs, the prayer 
his mother had taught him falling from his 
lips. This, then, was what his mother and 
Kate meant-this-the greatcst of all ca- 
lamities-the overthrow of a man. 
For the hundredth time he turned his 
wandering search-light into his own heart. 
The salient features of his own short career 
passed in review: the Huttering of the torn 
card as it fell to the Hoor; the sharp crack 
of \\ïllits's pistol; the cold, harsh tones of 
his father's voice when he ordered him from 
the house; Kate's dear eyes streaming with 
tears and her uplifted hands-their repel- 
lent palms turned toward him as she sobbed 
-"Go away-my heart is broken!" And 
then the refrain of the poem which of late 
had haunted him night and day: 


"Disaster following fast and following faster, 
Till his song one burden bore," 


and then the full, rich tones of Poe's voice 
pleading with his J\Iaker: 
"Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive 
tho:-,e who trespass against us." 
., Yes: - Disaster had followed fast and 
faster. But wh y had it followed him? 'Vhat 
had he done to bring all this misery upon 
himself? How could he have acted diffcr- 
ently? \Vherein had he broken any law he 
had been taught to uphold, and if he had 
broken it why should he not be forgiven? 
\Yhy, too, had Kate turned away from him? 
He had promised her never to drink again; 
he had kept that promise, and God helping 
him he would always keep it, as would any 
other man who had seen what he had ju'st 
seen to-night. Perhaps he had trespassed in 
the duel, and yet he would fight \Villits 
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again were the circumstances the same, and 
in this view l:ncle George upheld him. But 
suppose he had trespassed-suppose he had 
committed a fault-as his father declarecl- 
why should not Kate forgive him? She had 
forgiven "ïllits, who was drunk, and yet 
she would not forgh-e him, who had not al- 
lowed a drop to pass his lips since he had 
given her his promise. How could she, who 
could do no wrong, expect to he forgÏ\-en 
herself when she not only shut the door in 
his face, but left him without a word or a 
line? How could his father ask forgh"eness 
of his God when he would not forgive his 
son? \Vhy were these two different from 
his mother and his L ncle George, and even 
old Alec-who had nothing but sympathy 
for him? Perhaps his education and train- 
ing had been at fault. Perhap
, as Richard 
Horn had said, his standards of living were 
old-fashioned and quixotic. 
Only when the gray dawn stole in through 
the small window of his room did the boy 
fall asleep. 


XIY 


KOT only Kennedy Square, but ::\loor- 
lands, rang with accounts of the dinner and 
its consequences" 
lost of those who were 
present, and who witnessed the distressing 
spectacle had only words of sympathy for 
the unfortunate man-his reverent manner, 
his contrite tones, and abject humiliation 
disarming their criticism. They felt that 
some sudden breaking down of the bar- 
riers of his will, either physical or mental, 
had led to the catastrophe. Richard Horn 
voiced the sentiments of Poe's sympathizers 
when, in rehearsing the episode the next 
afternoon at the club, he had said: 
"His pitiable condition, gentlemen, was 
not the result of debauchery. Poe neither 
spoke nor acted like a drunken man: he 
spoke and acted like a man whom a devil 
had overcome. It was pathetic, gentlemen, 
and it was heart-rending-really the most 
pitiful sight I ever remember witnessing. 
His anguish, his struggle, and his surrender 
I shall never forget; nor will his God-for 
the prayer came straight from his heart." 
"I don't agree with you, Horn," inter- 
rupted Clayton. "Poe was plumb drunk! 
It was the infernal whiskey he drinks that 
puts the devil in him, It may be he can't 
get anything else, but it's a damnable con- 
coction all the same. Kennedy has about 
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gh.en him up-told me so yesterday, and 
when Kennedy gives a fellow up that's the 
last of him." 
"Then I'm ashamed of Kennedy," re- 
torted Horn. "Any man who can write 
as Poe does should be forgh-en, no matter 
what he docs-if he be honest. There's 
nothing so rare as genius in this world and 
e,-en if his flame does hum from a vile- 
smelling wick it's a flame, rememher!-and 
one that will yet light the ages. If I know 
anything of the literature of our time Poe 
will live when these rhymers like ::\lr. ::\lar- 
tin Farquhar Tupper whom e,'erybody is 
talking about will be forgotten, He's pos- 
sessed of a devil, I tell you, who gets the bet- 
ter of him once in a while-it did the night 
of St. George's dinner." 
"Very charitable in you, Richard," ex- 
claimed Pancoast, another dissenter-" and 
perhaps it will he just as well for his family, 
if he has any, to accept your view-but 
devil or no dcdl, you must confess, Horn, 
that it was pretty hard on St. Georgc. If 
the man has any sense of retìnement-and 
he must have from the way he writes-the 
best way out of it is for him to own up like 
a man and say that Guy's barkeeper filled 
him too full of raw whiskey, and that he 
didn't come to until it was too late-that 
he was very sorry, and wouldn't do it again_ 
That's what I would ha'"e done, and that's 
what you, Richard, or any other gentleman, 
would have done." 
Others, who got their information second 
hand, followed the example of St. George's 
guests censuring or excusing the poet in 
accordance with thcir predous likes or dis- 
likes. The "\\'hat-did-I-telI-yous"-Bow- 
doin among them-and there were several 
-hroke into roars of laughter when they 
learned what had happened in the Temple 

 [ansion. So did those who had not heen 
im-ited, and who still felt some resentment 
at St. George's O\-ersight. 
_ \.nother group-and the
e were also to 
he found at the club-thought only of St. 
George, ::\Iurdoch ,"oicing their views when 
he said: "Temple laid himself out, so I 
hear, on that dinner, and some of us know 
what that means, And a dinner like that, 
remember, counts with St. (;eorge. In the 
future it ,\'iIl be just as well to draw the line 
at poets as well as actors." 
The Lord of 
Ioorlands had no patience 
with any of their yiews, \Yhether Poc was 
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a drunkard, or not, did not concern him in 
the least. 'Vhat did trouble him was the 
fact that St. George's cursed independence 
had made him so far forget himself and his 
own birth and breeding, as to place a chair 
at his table for a man in every way beneath 
him. Hospitality of that kind was under- 
standable in men like Kennedy and La- 
trobe-one the leading literary light of his 
State, whose civic duties brought him in 
contact with all classes-the other a dis- 
tinguished man of letters as well as being a 
poet, artist, and engineer, who naturally 
touched the sides of many personalities. So 
too, might Richard Horn be excused for 
stretching the point-he being a scientist 
whose duty it was to welcome to his home 
many kinds of people-this man l\Iorse 
among them, with his farcical telegraph, 
and who was courteous enough therefore 
not to draw the line at this l\1r. Poe-a man 
in the public eye who seemed to be more or 
less talked about in the public press; but of 
whom he himself knew nothing. But why 
St. George Temple, who in all probability 
had never read a line of Poe's, or anybody 
else's poetry in his life-should give this 
man a dinner-and why such sane gentle- 
men as Seymour, Clayton, and Pancoast 
should consider it an honor to touch elbows 
with him, was as unaccountable as it ,,,as 
incredible. 
Furthermore, and this is what rankled 
deepest in his heart-St, George was sub- 
jecting his only son, Harry, to corrupting 
influences, and at a time, too, when the boy 
needed the uplifting examples of all that 
was highest in men and manners, 
"And you tell me, Alec"- he blazed out 
on hearing the details, "that the fellow 
never appeared until the dinner was all over 
and then came in roaring drunk? " 
"\Vell, sah, I ain't yered nothin' 'bout de 
roarin', but he suttinly was' how-come-ye- 
so'-fer dey couldn't git 'im upstairs 'less 
dey toted him on dere backs. :Marse 
George Temple gin him his own baid an' 
sot up mos' ob de night, an' dar he stayed 
fo' fo' days till he come to. Dat's what 
Todd done tol' me, an' I reckon Todd 
knows." 
The colonel was in his den when this 
conversation took place. He was generally 
to be found there since the duel, his wife, or 
Alec, or some of his neighbors surprising 
him buried in his easy chair, an unopened 


book in his hand, his eyes staring straight 
ahead as if trying to solve some problem 
which constantly eluded his grasp. After 
the episode at the club he became more ab- 
sorbed than ever. It was that episode, in- 
deed, which had vexed him most. Not 
that St. George's tongue-lashing worried 
him-nor did Harry's blank look of amaze- 
ment linger in his thoughts, St. George, he 
had to confess to himself as he battled with 
the questions, was the soul of honor and 
had not meant to insult him. His love for 
Harry had incited the quixotic onslaught, 
for St. George dearly loved the boy, and 
this in itself wiped all resentment from the 
autocrat's heart. As to Harry's attitude 
toward himself, this he continued to reason 
was only a question of time. That young 
upstart had not learned his lesson yet-a 
harsh lesson, it was true, and one not un- 
derstood by the world at large-but then 
the world was not responsible for his son's 
bringing up. When the boy had learned it, 
and was willing to acknowledge the error of 
his ways, then, perhaps, he might kill the 
fatted calf-that is, of course, if the prod- 
igal should return on all fours and with no 
stilted and untenable ideas about his rights, 
etc., etc.-ideas that St. George, of course, 
was instilling into him every chance he got, 
etc., etc. 
So far, however, he had had to admit to 
himself that while he had kept steady 
watch of the line of hills skirting his mental 
horizon, up to the present moment no 
young gentleman in a dilapidated suit of 
clothes, inverted waist measure, and lean 
legs had shown himself above the sky line, 
On the contrary, if all reports were true- 
and Alec omitted no opportunity to keep 
him advised of :Marse Harry's every move- 
ment-the young Lord of l\loorlands was 
having the time of his life, even if his sweet- 
heart had renounced him and his father 
forced him into exile. Not only had he 
found a home and many comforts at Tem- 
ple's-being treated as an honored guest 
alongside of such men as Kennedy and La- 
trobe, Pancoast and the others, but now 
that S1. George had publicly declared him 
to be his heir, these distinctive marks of his 
approbation were likely to continue, Nor 
could he interfere, even if he wished to- 
which, of course, he did not, and never 
could so long as he lived, "Damn him!" 
etc., etc, And with this the book would 
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drop from his lap and he begin pacing the 
floor, his eyes on the carpet, his broad 
shoulders bent in his anxiety to solve the 
problem which haunted him night and day 
-how to get Harry back under his roof and 
not yield a jot or tittle of his pride or will- 
or to be more explicit, now that the moun- 
tain would not come to JvIahomet, how 
could Mahomet get over to the mountain? 
His friend and nearest neighbor, John 
Gorsuch, who was also his man of business, 
opened the way." The financier's servant 
had brought him a letter, just in by the af- 
ternoon coach, and with a glance at its con- 
tents the shrewd old fellow had at once or- 
dered his horse and set out for .nIoorlands, 
some two miles distant. Nor did he draw 
rein or break gallop until he threw the lines 
to a servant beside the lower step of the 
colonel's porch. 
"It's the Patapsco again! It will close 
its doors before the week is out t" he cried, 
striding into the library where the colonel, 
who had just come in from inspecting a dis- 
tant fleld on his estate, sat dusting his riding 
boots with his handkerchief. 
"Going to stop payment! Failed! "That 
the devil do you mean, John?" 
"I mean just what I say! Everything 
has gone to bally-hack in the city. Here's a 
letter I have just received from Harding- 
he's on the inside, and knows. He thinks 
there's some crooked business about it; 
they have been loaning money on all sorts 
of brickbats, he says, and the end has come, 
or will to-morrow. He wanted to post me 
in time." 
The colonel tossed his handkerchief on 
his writing table: "'\'ho will be hurt?" he 
asked hurriedly, ignoring the reference to 
the dishonesty of the directors, 
"Oh I-a lot of people. Temple, I know, 
keeps his account there. He ,vas short of 
cash a little while ago, for young Pawson, 
who has his law office in the basement of 
his house, offered me a mortgage on his 
Kennedy Square property, but I hadn't 
the money at the time and didn't take it. If 
he got it at last-and he paid heavily for it 
if he did-the way things have been going 
-and if he put that money in the Patapsro, 
it will be a bad blow to him. Harry, I hear, 
is with him-so I thought you ought to 
know." 
Rutter had given a slight start at the men- 
tion of St. George's name among the crip- 
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pled, and a strange glitter still lingered in 
his eyes. 
"Then I presume my son is dependent 
on a beggar," he exclaimed, rising from his 
seat, stripping off his brown velveteen rid- 
ing jacket and hanging it in a closet behind 
his chair. 
"Yes, it looks that way," 
Gorsuch was watching the colonel close- 
ly. He had another purpose in making his 
breakneck ride. He didn't have a dollar in 
the Patapsco, and he knew the colonel had 
not; he, like himself, was too shrewd a man 
to be bitten twice by the same dog, but he 
had a large interest in Harry and would 
leave no stone un turned to bring father and 
son together, 
The colonel again threw himself into his 
chair, stretched out his slender, well-turned 
legs, crooked one of his russet leather riding 
boots to be sure the spurs were still in place, 
and said slowly-rather absently as if the 
subject did not greatly interest him: 
"Patapsco failed and S1. George a beg- 
gar, eh?- Too bad!-too bad!" Then 
some disturbing suspicions must have en- 
tered his head, for he roused himself, looked 
at Gorsuch keenly, and asked in a search- 
ing tone: "And you came over full tilt, 
John, to tell me this?" 
"I thought you might help. S1. George 
needs all the friends he's got if this is true- 
and it looks to me as if it was," answered 
Gorsuch in a positive tone. 
Rutter relaxed his gaze and resumed his 
position. Had his suspicions been correct 
that Gorsuch's interest in Harry was great- 
er than his interest in the bank's failure, he 
would have resented it even from John Gor- 
such. 
His suspicions disarmed by the cool, un- 
flinching gaze of his man of business, his 
mind again took up in review all the inci- 
dents connected with S1. George and his 
son, and what part each had played in 
them. 
That Temple-good friend as he had al- 
ways been-had thwarted him in everyat- 
tempt to bring about a reconciliation be- 
tween himself and Harry, had been appar- 
ent from the very beginning of the difficulty. 
Even the affair at the club showed it. Thi
 
would have ended quite differently-and he 
had fully intended it should-had not St. 
George, with his cursed officiousQ-ess, inter- 
fered with his plans. For what he had 
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"Xo, he had some words; I had a julep," 
and the colonel smiled grimly. 
"But you are still on good terms, are you 
not? " 
"I am, but he isn't. But that is of no 
consequence. No man in his senses would 
ever get angry with St. George, no matter 
what he might say or do. He hasn't a 
friend in the world who could he so ill bred. 
And as to calling him out-you would as 
soon think of challenging your wife. St. 
George talks from his heart, never his head. 
I have loved him for thirty years and know 
exactly what I am talking about-and yet 
let me tell you, Gorsuch, with all his quali- 
ties-and he is the finest bred gentleman I 
know-he can come closer to being a natu- 
ral born fool than any man of his years and 
position in Kennedy Square. This treat- 
ment of my son whom I am trying to bring 
up a gentleman-is one proof of it, and 
this putting all his eggs into one basket- 
and that a rotten basket-is another." 
"Well, then-if that is your feeling about 
it, colonel, why not go and see him? As I 
have said, he needs all the friends he's got 
at a time like this," If he could bring the 
two men together the boy might come home. 
Not to be able to wa,.e back to Harry as 
he dashed past on Spitfire, had been a pri- 
vation which the whole settlement had felt. 
"That is, of course," he continued, "if St. 
(;eorge Temple would he willing to receiye 
you. He would be-wouldn't he?" 
"I don't know, John-and I don't care. 
H I should make up my mind to go-re- 
member, I said 'IF'-I'd go whether he 
liked it or not." 
He had made up his mind-had made it 
up at the precise moment the announcement 
of the hank's failure and St. George's proh- 
able ruin had dropped from Gorsuch's 
lips-but none of this must Gorsuch sus- 
pect. He would still be the doge and Vir- 
ginius; he alone must be the judge of when 
and how and where he would show leni- 
ency. Generations of Rutters were behind 
him-this boy was in the direct line-con- 
necting the past with the present-and on 
Colonel Talbot Rutter of :\loorlands, and 
on no other, rested the responsibility of 
keeping the glorious name unsmirched. 


really proposed to himself to do, on that 
spring morning when he had rolled up to 
the club in his coach, was to mount the 
steps, ignore his son at first, if he should run 
up against him-(and he had selected the 
very hour when he hoped he vwuld run up 
against him)-and then, 'when the boy 
broke down, as he surely must, to forgive 
him like a gentleman and a Rutter, and 
this too, before everybody. Seymour would 
see it-Kate would hear of it, and the honor 
of the Rutters remain unblemished, ::\Iore- 
over, this would silence once and for all 
those gabblers who had undertaken to 
criticise him for what they called his inhu- 
manity in banishing his only son when he 
was only trying to bring up that child in the 
way he should go, The tide now seemed 
to be on the turn. The failure of the 
Patapsco might be his opportunity. St. 
George would be at his wits' end; Harry 
would be forced to choose between the 
side\valk and 
Ioorlands, and the old life 
would go on as hefore. 
All these thoughts coursed through his 
mind as he leaned back in his chair, his lips 
tight set, the jaw firm and determined- 
only the lids quh-ering as he mastered the 
tears that crept to their edges, Now and 
then, in his mental absorption, he would 
absently cross his legs only to straighten 
them out again, his state of mind an open 
book to Gorsuch, who had followed the 
same line of reasoning and who had brought 
the news himself that he might the better 
\yatch its effect. 
" I'm surprised that Temple should select 
the Patapsco. It has never got over its last 
smash of four years ago," Gorsuch at last 
remarked, Hedid not intend to let the topic 
drift away from Harry if he could help it. 
"I am not surprised, John. St. George 
is the hest fellow in the world, hut he never 
lets anything work but his heart. "'hen 
you get at the bottom of it you will find that 
he's backed up the bank because some poor 
devil of a teller or clerk, or maybe some di- 
rector, is his friend. That's enough for St. 
George, and further than that he never goes. 
He's thrown away two fortunes now-his 
grandmother's, which was small, but sound 
-and his father's, which if he had attended 
to would have kept him comfortable all his 
life, " 
" You had some words at 
heard," interjected Gorsuch. 


Todd, with one of the Jogs at his heels, 
the club, I opened the door for him, smothering a 
"Gor-a-l\lighty!-sumpin's up fo' sho!" 
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when his hand turned the knob, He had 
heard the clatter of two horses and their 
sudden pull-up outside, and looking out, had 
read the situation at a glance. Old 
latthew 
was holding the reins of both mounts at the 
moment, for the colonel always rode in 
state. No tying to horse-blocks or tree- 
boxes, or picking. up of a loose negro to 
watch his restless steed when he had a 
stable full of thoroughbreds and quarters 
packed with grooms. 
"Yes, 11arse Colonel-yes, sah-:Marse 
George is inside-yes, sah-but :Marse 
Harry's out." He had not asked for Harry, 
but Todd wanted him to get all the facts in 
case there was to be another such scene as 
black John described had taken place at 
the dub on the occasion of the colonel's 
last yisit to the Chesapeake. 
"Then I'll go in unannounced, and you 
need not wait, Todd." 
S1. George was in his arm-chair by the 
mantel looking oyer one of his heavy duck- 
ing guns when the Lord of ::\loorlands en- 
tered. He was the last man in the world he 
expected to see, but he did not lose his self- 
control or show in any way his surprise. 
He was host, and Rutter v;;as his guest; 
nothing else counted now. 
S1. George rose to his feet, laid the gun 
carefully on the table, and with a smile 
on his face-one of extreme courtesy, ad- 
yanced to greet him. 
"Ah, Talbot-it has been some time 
since I had this pleasure. Let me draw 
up a chair for you-I'll ring for Todd 
and-" 
" No, St. George. I prefer to talk to you 
alone." 
_ "Todd is never an interruption," 
"He may be to-day. I ha,-e something 
to say to you-:-and I don't want either to 
be interrupted or misunderstood. You and 
I have known each other too many years 
to keep up this quarrel; I am getting rather 
sick of it myself," 
St. George shrugged his shoulders, nod- 
ded to Todd who left the room followed by 
Floe, and maintained an attenthoe attitude. 
He would either fight or make peace, but 
he must first learn the conditions. In the 
meantime he would hold his peace, 
Rutter strode past him to the fIreplace, 
opened his riding jacket, laid his whip on 
the mantel, and with his hands deep in his 
breeches pockets faced the room and his 
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host, who had again taken his place by the 
table. 
"The fact is, S1. (;eorge, I have been 
greatly disturbed of late by reports which 
have reached me about my son. He is with 
you, I presume." 
St. George nodded, 
Rutter waited for a verhal reply, and re- 
ceiving none, ,vent on: "Very greatly dis- 
turbed; so much so that I have made an 
especial trip from :\loorlands to call upon 
vou and ascertain their truth." 
. Again St, George nodded, the smile- 
one of extreme civility now, still on his face. 
Then he added, brushing some stray grair_s 
of tobacco from his sleeve with his fingers: 
"That was very good of you, Talbot-but 
go on-I'm listening." 
The colonel's eyes flashed. Temple's 
perfect repose-something he had not ex- 
pected-was beginning to get on his nerves. 
He cleared his throat impressh-ely and con- 
tinued, his voice rising in intensity. 
"Instead of leading the life of a young 
man brought up as a gentleman, I hear he 
is consorting with the lowest class of people 
here in your house-people who-" 
"-Are my guests," interrupted St, 
George calmly-loosening the buttons of 
his coat in search of his handkerchief, there 
being more tobacco on his clothes than he 
had supposed. 
"Yes, you have hit it exactly-your 
guests-and that is another thing I ha,-e 
come to tell you, for neither I, nor your 
friends, can understand how a man of your 
breeding should want to surround himself 
with-" 
"-Is it necessary that you should under- 
stand, Talbot?" -same low incisive but ex- 
tremely civil voice, almost monotonous in its 
cadences, The camhric was in full play now. 
" Of course it is necessary when it affects 
my own flesh and blood. You know as well 
as I do that this sot, Poe, is not a fit com- 
panion for a boy raised as my Harry has 
heen-a man picked out of the gutter-his 
family a lot of play-actors-e,'en worse, I 
hear. A fellow who staggers into your 
house dead drunk and doesn't sober up for 
a week! It's scandalous!" 

\gain St. George shrugged his shoulders, 
but one hand was clenched this time, the 
inside steel clamps in action, the handker- 
chief alone sa ,'ing the nails from pressing 
into the palms. 
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" 
\nd is that what you came from 
Ioor- 
lands to tell me, Talbot?" remarked St. 
George casually, adjusting the lapels of his 
coat. 
" Yes!" retorted Rutter-he was fast 
losing what "vas left of his self-control- 
"that and some other things! But we will 
attend to Harry first. You gave that boy 
shelter when-" 
"Please state it correctly, Talbot. \Ve 
can get on better if you stick to the facts." 
The words came slowly, but the enunciation 
was as perfect as if each word had veen cut 
with a knife, " I didn't give him shelter- 
I gave him a home--one you denied him. 
But go on-I prefer to hear you out." 
The colonel's eyes blazed. He had never 
seen St. George like this-it was Temple's 
hot outbursts that had made him so easy an 
adversary in their recent disputes. 
"And you will please do the same, St. 
George," he demanded in his most top- 
lofty tone. " You know perfectly well I 
turned him out of 
Ioorlands because he 
had disgraced his blood, and yet you-my 
life-long friend, have had the bad taste to 
interfere and drag him down still lower, so 
that now, instead of coming to his senses 
and asking my pardon, he parades himself 
at the club and at your dinners, putting on 
the airs of an injured man." 
St. George drew himself up to his full 
height. 
,. Let us change the subject, Talbot, or 
we will both forget ourselves, If you have 
anything to say to me that will benetìt 
Harry and settle the difficulty between him 
and you, I will meet you more than half- 
way, but I give you fair warning that the 
apology must come from you. You have- 
if you will permit me to say it, in my own 
house-behaved more like a hrute than a 
father. I told you so the night you turned 
him out in the rain for me to take care of, 
and I told you so again at the club when 
you tried to make a laughing-stock of him 
before your friends-and now I tell you so 
once more! Come I-let us drop the sub- 
ject-what may I offer you to drink ?-you 
must be rather chilled with your ride in." 
Rutter was about to flare out a denial 
when his better judgment got the best of 
him; some other tactics than the ones he 
had used must be brought' into play. So 
far he had made but little headway against 
Temple's astounding coolness. 


"And I am to understand then that you 
are going to keep him here?" he said, ig- 
noring both his host's criticisms and his 
proffered hospitality, 
"I certainly am," he was abreast of him 
now, his eyes boring into his-" just as long 
as he wishes to stay, which I hope will be all 
his life, or until you have)earned to be de- 
cent to him. And by decency, I mean com- 
panionship, and love, and tenderness-three 
things which your damned, high-toned no- 
tions have always deprived him of!" His 
,"oice was still under control, although his 
meaning was unmistakable. 
Rutter made a step forward, his eyes 
flashing, his teeth set: 
" You have the impertinence, sir, to 
charge me with-" 
"-Yes!-and it's true," the glance, 
steady as a rifle had not wavered, "and you 
know it's true! No, you needn't work 
yourself up into a passion-and as for your 
lordly dictatorial airs,. I am past the age 
when they affect me-keep them for your 
servants. By God!-what a farce it all is! 
Let us talk of something else-lam tired of 
it! " 
The words cut like a whip, but the Lord 
of 1Ioorlands had come to get his son, not 
to fight 51. George. Their sting, however, 
had completely changed his plans, Only 
the club which Gorsuch had put into his 
hands would count now. 
"Yes-a damnable farce!" he thundered, 
"and one played by a man with beggary 
staring him straight in the face, and yet to 
hear you talk one would think you were a 
Cræsus! You mortgaged this house to get 
ready money, did you not?" He was not 
sure, but this was no time in which to split 
words. 
St. George turned quickly: "Who told 
you that?" 
,. Is it true?" 
, , Yes! Do you suppose I would let Harry 
sneak around corners to avoid his credi- 
tors? " 
The colonel gave a quick start, the blood 
mounting to the roots of his hair. Then he 
suddenly paled: 
"You tell me that-you dared to-pay 
Harry's debts?" he stammered in amaze- 
ment. 
"Dared!" retorted St, George, lifting 
his chin contemptuously. "Really, Talbot, 
you amuse me. \Vhen you set that dirty 
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hound Gadgem on his trail, what did you 
expect me to do ?-im.ite him to dinner?- 
or have him sleep in the house until I sold 
furniture enough to get rid of him? " 
The colonel leaned back against the 
mantel as if for support. 
\ll the fight was 
out of him now; not only was the situation 
greatly complicated, but he himself was his 
host's debtor, Then the seriousness of the 
whole affair confronted him. For a vrief 
instant he gazed at the floor, his eyes on the 
hearth-rug, then he asked: "Have you 
any money left, St. George?" His voice 
was subdued enough now. Had he been 
his solicitor he could not ha,'e been more 
concerned. 
" Yes, a few thousand," returned St. 
George. He saw that some unexpected 
shot had hit the colonel, hut he did not 
know he had fired it. 
"Left over from the mortgage, I sup- 
pose ?-less what YOll paid out for Harry?" 
\I Yes, left over from the mortgage, less 
what I paid Gadgem. If you have brought 
any more of Harry's bills hand them out," 
he bridled. "\rhy the devil you ask, Tal- 
bot, is beyond my ken, but I have no oh- 
jection to your knowing," 
Rutter waved his hand impatiently, with 
a deprecating gesture; such trifles were no 
longer important. 
"You bank with the Patapsco, do you 
not?" he asked calmly. ,. .-\nswer me, 
please, and don't think I'm trying to pry in- 
to your affairs. The matter is much more 
serious than vou seem to think." The tone 
was so symp
thetic that 
t. George looked 
closer into his antagonist's face, trying to 
read the causc. 
"Always with the Patapsco. I ha,.e kept 
my account there for years," he rejoined 
simply. "\Vhy do you want to know?" 
" Because it has closed its doors-or will 
in a few hours. It is bankrupt!" 
There was no malice in his tone, nor any 
note of triumph. That St. George had beg- 
gared himself to pay his son's debts had 
wiped that clear. He was simply announc- 
ing a fact that caused him the deepest con- 
cern. 
St. George's face paled, and for a mo- 
ment a peculiar choking movement started 
in his throat. 
" Bankrupt I-the Patdpsco! How do 
you know?" He had heard some ugly 
rumors at the club a few days before, but 
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had dismissed them as part of Harding's 
croakings. 
" John Gorsuch received a letter last 
night from one of the directors; there is no 
doubt of its truth. I have suspected its 
condition for some time, so has Gorsuch, 
This hrought me here. You see how im- 
possible it is for my son to be any longer a 
burden on vou." 
St. Geo;ge walked slowly across the 
room and drawing out a chair settled him- 
self to collect his thoughts the better;- 
he had remained standing as the better 
way to terminate the interview should he be 
compelled to exercise that right, The two 
announcements had come like successive 
blows in the face. If the news of the bank's 
failure was true he was badly, if not hope- 
lessly crippled-this, however, would wait, 
as nothing he might do could pre\.ent the 
catastrophe. The other-Harry's being a 
burden to him, and Rutter using his mis- 
fortune as a lever to pry the boy loose from 
his care, must be met at once. 
He looked up and caught the colonel's 
eye scrutinizing his face. 
"As to Harry's being a burden," St. 
George said slowly, his lip curling slightly 
_Ie that is my affair. As to his remaining 
here, all I have to say is that if a boy is old 
enough to be compelled to pay his debts he 
is old enough to decide where he will live. 
\" ou have yourself established that rule and 
it will be carried out to the letter." 
Rutter's face hardened: "But you haven't 
got a dollar in the world to spare! " 
"That may be, Lut it doe-;n't alter the 
situation; it rather strengthens it." He 
rose from his chair: .. I think we are about 
through now, Talbot, and if you will excuse 
me I'll go down to the bank and see what 
is the matter, I will ring for Todd to Lring 
your hat and coat." He did not intend to 
continue the talk. There had just been 
uncoyered to him a side of Talbot Rutter's 
nature which had shocked him as much as 
had the threatened loss of his money. He 
had missed, it may be said, seeing another 
side-his sympathy for him in his misfort- 
une. That unfortunately he did not see: 
fate often plays such tri
ks with us all. 
The colonel stepped in front of him: his 
eyes had an ugly look in them-the note of 
sympathy was gone. 
" One moment! How long you are going 
to keep up this fool game, St. George, I 
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don't know; but my son stays here on whirled suddenly and swung wide the 
one condition, and one condition only, door. 
and you mi
ht as well understand it "
Iay I ask you, Talhot, to leave the 
now. From this time on I pay his board. room, or shall I? You certainlv cannot be 
Do you for one instant suppose I am in your senses to make me a 'proposition 
going to let you support him, and you a like that. This thing has got to come to an 
beggar?" end, and llO'ii.'! I wish you good-morning." 
St. George made a lunge toward the The colonel lifted his hands in a depre- 
speaker as if to strike him. Had Rutter catory way. 
tired point-blank at him he could not "As you will, St. George," and without 
have heen more astounded. For an in- another word the baffled autocrat strode 
stant he stood looking into his face, then from the room. 
(To be continued.) 
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By John liall \Vhcc]ock 


By gates of ocean and the seaward portal, 
Fortress and headland, bastions of the world, 
Gray walls and sea-sapped battlements and turret
, 
The weary \vings of twilight are unfurled. 


l
nder the gaunt and the windy skies of morning, 
Over the wide wastes and the fields of sea, 
Storm-signals, capes and tlashing promontories, 
Sirens, and bell-buoys rocking restlessly, 


Slips the first ray, like a s,,'ord unsheathed, of sunrise, 
And all the terror of the dawn lies bare; 
By channel and reef, by oozy bog and sand-bar 
The seaward guns shine grim in the morning air. 


Inland by desolate dock and lapping water 
Sick scurf and scum rise lazily and fall 
Along the wharves, indolent, sucked and drowsy 
Looms rotting fender-post and crumbling wall. 


But on the headland the sweet virgin city, 
.:\Iistrcss and guardian of the clamoring lands, 
Looks :seaward with glad eyes toward the nations, 
Sleepless, a sword forever in her hands; 


Holy and sacred. East and \Yest salute her, 
Clothed with the dawn and with the planets cro\\-ne<1, 
V oices and gongs and horns beyond the morning, 
Her myriad children on the wastes around. 
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II TRCX(; acro
s Canada on 
the right-of-way of the Xa- 
tional Tra:nscon tinen tal 
Railway there are some 
hundreds of construction 
camps where men of all na- 
tiuns li\"e, remote from ci\"ilization, and toil 
mightily, that the grade may pass with or- 
dered e'"enness through rock and hill and 
swamp, Pioneers who are opening up 
\"ast wildernesses for settlement, they scare 
from their path ,,"ith axe and dynamite 
the wolf, the moose, and the stray Indian. 
To the city-dweller, their Ih-es would seem 
full of strange incident and ach-enture; but 
to them accident and peril are part of the 
day's work. I ha'"e toiled among them 
with axe and spade for several months, 
and ha'"e found them intensely interest- 
ing folk. I would like to interest a large 
public in them, for they are inarticulate, 
unaccredited heroes, and the story of their 
long-drawn-out fight to carry" the steel" 
to the PacifÌc coast is one of Robert Louis 
SteH'nson's "incredible, unsung epics." 
Our camp is located in the heart of the 
dense forests to the north of Lake Xipigon, 
in Ontario, over a hundred miles distant 
from the ,"illage of XiI->igon, on the Canadian 
Pacific line, the nearest civilized settlement, 
if you except sume score of other camps 
along the eighty miles of right-of-way which 
the Xipigon Construction Company has the 
nmtract for grading. ::\[erely to reach the 
scene of its work, this company had to estab- 
li
h a steamboat service along the Xipigon 
Rh"er, build a " dinky" railroad eigh teen 
miles across a portage, construct 1\\"0 steam- 
ers to na,-igate the seventy-odd miles of the 
lake, and build five settlements to sen"e as 
depots for supplying the camps with stores 
and prodsions. All this for only eighty 
miles of line, You may form some idea of 
the magnitude of the whole task of build- 
ing the X ational Transcontinental. 
Last ()ctoher the hundred-mile journey 
took me a week. Snow-storms and hcavy 


gales kept the steamer two days and nights 
on the lake on a trip that usually occupies 
only a few hours, But it is during the 
long, bitter winter months, when the steam- 
ers are perforce laid up, that the conditions 
of travel are really hard. Post and" tote" 
sleighs are run acro
s the frozen lake-the 
only trail-by teams of dogs or horses, anll 
the length of the journey is problematical. 
Log huts ha,-e been built on some of the 
islands in the lake to sen"e as rest-hou
es, 
and there the tra,-eller sccures a few hours' 
immunity from the 
-\rctic se,"erity of the 
weather. Last winter a gang of men 
walked from their camp to Xrpigon, around 
the shore of the lake. They wandered in 
the woods for O\-er three \\"eeks before they 
reached cÌ\"ilization. Se'"eral of them were 
frostbitten, and for the last liye days they 
had no food at all. 
-\nother party of seven 
men essayed the same desperate enterprise, 
and were ne'"er seen again. \Yhether they 
perished of hunger and cold, or fell a prey 
to the timber woh-es, none can tell. The 
silent, pitiless forest holds the secret of 
their fate. 
A strangely grim story of this winter 
travel across the lake was told to me bv a 
French-Canadian teamster. His ch
lm 
died in camp, and the "walking boss" or- 
dered him to take the hody out on his 
"tote" sleigh, 
o that it might be sent 
home for hurial. Superstitious, as most 
of his race, he protested against the task, 
but there was no one else available, anù 
he had to go, 
.. By gar, I not do it once more for a 
l' ousanù dollar!" he said. "J neyer feel 
de cold so hitter an' de lake so lonely. I 
get t'inking of Jean-how he talk, how he 
look, how he dress. Den I keep on t'inking 
I see him in de 
now a little ways ahead of 
de sleigh -and all de time him in de box be- 
hin' me. I sing songs, jolly songs, like we 
sing down in Quebec when we drink de 
yiski blanc.. hut dat not make me feel 
better, 
o I try to rememher mass. Holy 
355 
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:Mackinaw! when I reach South Bav an' 
give up de box, I near to deat' with fright. 
I know dat had luck follow me. Sure 
'nough, next trip I get snow-blindness an' 
have to lie in camp t'ree week wid blankets 
roun' my bunk to keep out de light, " 
Last summer some Indians found a 
white man wandering in the forest, de- 
mented and weak from starvation. Thev 
carried him to the camp of a fire-ranger 
f 
the Ontario Government. \Vhen he re- 
covered, several weeks later, he said he had 
left one of the construction camps and tried 
to find his way through the bush to the 
Central Pacific Railway main line. He 
soon became lost, and when his scanty store 
of food was eaten he subsisted on berries. 
He had no idea how long he had been wan- 
dering; it turned out to be seventeen days. 
To a man who delights in the infìnite va- 
riety of humankind, the dwellers in a con- 
struction camp afford a study of abound- 
ing interest, I am one of a "station gang" 
which has taken a contract from a sub- 
contractor to dig a burrow-pit and grade a 
section of the line, In that gang there are 
four French-Canadians, four Russians, a 
Pole, a Swiss, a Hungarian, and an Eng- 
lishman-myself. That is a fair sample 
of the mixture of nationalities in the camps. 
The Swiss worked as a valet in several Lon- 
don hotels until two rears ago. You would 
hardly imagine that such training would 
qualify him to "make good" with the pick 
and shovel, but he is one of the best workers 
in the gang. "I like it better than myoid 
job," he told me. " A man feels more like 
a man working out here in the wood:.; than 
when he is waiting on gentlemen. Be- 
sides, most of the fellmvs ,vho make moncy 
in hotel work do it by stealing, and that I 
could nevcr do. " 
There are many Finlanders, Swedcs, 
Russians, and Italians in the camps. Brit- 
ishers and French-Canadians are numer- 
ous, and there is a sprinkling of a dozen 
othcr nationalities. \Vhen I started rail- 
roading I was rather prejudiced against 
" Dagoes" and other alien immigrants, be- 
lieving that thcir invasion of Canada and 
the United Statcs was a national peril to 
both countries. But living with them has 
changed that view. They are certainly not 
"the scum of Europe." If you think of it 
calmly for a moment, it will dawn upon you 
that men ,vho have the enterprise to emi- 


grate to a foreign country, and the resolu- 
tion to save money for that purpose, are 
not likely to be the worst of their race. 
Nor are the most of them rough, ignorant 
peasants, as many ill-informed newspaper 
writers would have us suppose. On the 
contrary, the average of education, espe- 
cially among the men of the northern Eu- 
ropean nations, is much higher than that 
of the nath'e-born Canadian railroader, 
_French or English. The Italians are an 
exception to this rule, but evcn among 
them I have known men qualified by 
training and natural gifts to fill responsible 
positions. One of them, whom we nick- 
named" Caruso," had travelled widely in 
the chorus of an itinerant opera company. 
He used to make music to the trees and thc 
chipmunks by day, as he toiled at clearing 
the right-of-way, and in our "shack" at 
night he entertained us with "Ah! ché la 
morte," and the toreador song from" Car- 
men. " A very cultured Swede, who fur- 
merly kept a gambling-hell in \' ancom.er 
until he was run out of town by the 
police, studied ckil engineering every even- 
ing through the medium of a correspon- 
dence school's course. A young Russian 
laborer in a camp I stayed at for a while 
used to spend his leisure reading a Russian 
translation of Professor Draper's" History 
of the Contlict between Religion and Sci- 
ence. " I worked for some time with a 
gang of Finlanders. All of them were men 
of education and refincment, and one had 
been a professor of singing in a Finnish 
university, Like many of the Finns and 
Russians here, he was obliged to leave his 
country because of his association with re\'- 
olutionary politics. At nights, in the sleep- 
ing-shack, he 'would lead his comrades in 
singing Finnish hymns and folk-songs. 
Their voices 'were full of sweetness and 
melody, but the compctition of the "
Ierry 
\rïdow" ,valtz, ground out nigh t after 
night on the accordion by a Frcnch-Cana- 
dian, rather spoiled the effect. 
If \\'illiam of \Vykeham was right and 
"manners makyth man," then the palm 
must be conceded to these Finns and Rus- 
sians. They are delightful folk to li\'c 
with, for they are gifted, not only with a 
graceful outward courtesy, but with a most 
delicate and thoughtful consideration for 
others. The Russians especially are, as a 
rule, unselfish to thc point of being unprac- 



I 


i . 
. . 


l__- 


tÏl'al. Their property seems to them to be 
sumething to give away. I remember an 
Iri:;;hman coming to a camp with only the 
clothes he stood up in, and those ragged as 
Falstaff's regiment. Several Russians con- 
sulted together and ga \"e him everything he 
needed--one, a pair of boots; another, 
o\"eralls; a third, socks and underclothes, 
and so forth, until he was fully provided. 
And they picked out, not the worst, but the 
best articles they possessed. They knew 
the man could ha\'e got all he needed on 
credit at the camp store, but they did not 
want him to start working heavily handi- 
capved hy debt. It was not the gift of the 
clothes that impressed me, for railroaders 
of all nationalities are often generous in 
that matter to one another-it was the deli- 
cacy with which they were gÏ\'en, as if the 
benefactors were the beneficiaries. 
The 
wedes bear the name of being 
the best of the foreign railroaders, and 
they are certainly splendid workers. They 
seem to never tire, and they are fertile 
of ingenious devices for pushing the work 
along quickly. They usually \vork togeth- 
er in .. station gangs," as do most of the 
other foreigners. The "station gang" is a 
curious institution, which most business 
men would consider to be opposed to all 
Imo.;ines
 principles. A sub-contractor unrler 
the construction company lets out a certain 
number of "stations" of his work (a "sta- 
tion" i:-; a hundred yards) on a second sub- 
contract to a gang of workmen. They 
han: nu capital wherewith to undertake 
it, and are asked to furnish none. The} 
may be as puor as Job after his calam- 
itie
, hut they can take a contract invoh-- 
ing. perhaps; many thousands of dollars. 
The :-,ub-contractor supplies them on crcdit 
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with all necessary stures, pw\"isions, tools, 
and horses; and they build their own 
.. shack ., close to their work, unless it hap- 
pens to be near enough to his camp to en- 
able them to board there. The "station 
man" occupies a dignified and independ- 
ent position in the world of labor that would 
seem idyllic to an English workingman, He 
is not merely a piece-worker. He has no 
,. boss"; he is a contractor who can do his 
work how he likes and when he likes. It is 
all "up to him." If he works hard, has 
fairly good luck with weather and dyna- 
mite shots, and keeps hi
 bill for stores 
down to a moderate figure, he may finish 
his contract with a "stake," three or four 
times as large as he could earn by day la- 
bor, On the other hand, he may end sev- 
eral months' work with practically nothing 
to draw. A gang of Galicians worked on 
a station job for O\-er nine months and had 
only seven dollars apiece at the finish. An 
Englishman, working alone on a muskeg 
contract-muskeg is waterlogged moss and 
roots, which has to be dug up and graded- 
made ovcr six hundred dollars in less than 
four months, after paying a heavy bill for 
clothing and stores. 

Iost of the foreigners are working with 
a serious purpose in view. They want to 
make a big "stake" and then settle down 
to a business or a farm, or perhaps start, in 
a small wa v as railroad sub-contractors 
themseh"es. . '.\ considerable number have 
succeeded in this last ambition. Again 
excepting the Italians, there is a general in- 
tention to settle either in Canada or the 
rnited States: the expatriates of Europe 
ha\"e no desire to return. .-\5 for the Ital- 
ians, their aims were ter
ely üpressed by 
one of them who told me: .. I maka 5i\:- 
357 
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seyen h underd dollar. Then I go back to 
Italy, he big man in my village, Taka 
wine-shop, buy a farm; all de peoples look 
up to me." 
The Canadians, Britishers, and 
\meri- 
cans, on the contrary, are generally reckless 
fellows who have knocked ahout the world 
a good deal, competent workmen who can 
make money all right, but cannot keep it 
3S x 


once they get within reach of the saloons in 
town. The commonest tale one hears in a 
camp is how "So-and-so got hoary-cyed 
drunk in Port Arthur, and they rolled him 
[i. e., robhed him] for fiye hundred dollars." 
The Swedes are usually steady folk, but I 
worked last summer under a Swedish fore- 
man who had a painful experience. 'Yc 
called him "Big Charlie," for he stood 
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nearly se,.en feet high, and was the most 
powerful man I ever met. \\Te went out 
together to l\ipigon, and at the paymaster's 
office I saw that he had oyer seyen hundred 
dollars, with his pay and his poker win- 
nings, for he was an inyeterate gambler, 
like most railroaders. Less than a week 
after we parted, I met him in Purt Arthur, 
and he greeted me with: 


"Say, boy, got the price of a drink?" 
"\rhat! Is it as bad as that?" I a
ked, 
"Sure thing! I not got a dime." 
"How's that ? You had all kinds of 
money. " 
"Xight 'fore last I guess they doped me 
an' went t'rough me for eyery last cent." 
_-\s he admitted himself, Big Charlie 
ought to haye known Lctter, for he was a po- 
359 
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liceman in Chicago se\'eral year-;. If that 
does not teach a man to heware of the wiles 
of the wicked, what will? 
I have read many stories in which rail- 
roaders are represented as being desper- 
ate and quarrelsome folk, but I ha \'e not 
found them so. The men of various na- 
tionalities IÏ\'e together in remarkable amity 
and good fellowship. Indeed, during nine 
months of railroading in se\'en camps, I 
ha\-e only witnessed one fight. That one is 
\\"orth recording, because it illustrates our 
code of honor in settling disputes, 
Two young fellows came into the camp 
one summer afternoon, suffering badly 
from the effects of a prolonged debauch. 
They had finished their last bottle of whis- 
key on the way, and were still half drunk 
and wholly ill-tempered. They tried to 
quarrel with e\'erybody they met, but we 
are used to such ca
es, and only told them 
to soak their heads and lie down until the\' 
felt better. Instead of taking this good ad- 
vice, they started fighting over the serious 
question, who drank the bigger part of that 
last bottle, One was slightly stabbed in 
the arm with a penknife. Howling like a 
maniac, he rushed into the cook-shack and 
snatched up the cook's clea\'er. )lurder 
might have been done, but the cook, armed 
with a broom, pelted after him, knocked 
him down, and recovered the dangerous 
weapon. 
"Let 'em kill each other, if they like," he 
growled, "but it's damned cheek to take my 
deaver. " 
The fight shifted to the back of the shack, 
\\ here I happened to be splitting some cord- 
wood. One of the combatants said, "Lend 
me your axe, I want to kill a man." "'hen 
I r
fused he seized a shoveL I knocked 
him down with a billet of wood, and took it 
away from him, By this time a crowd had 
ga thered, and the" walking boss" came up 
to see what was the matter. 
"Let them fight it out," he said to Big 
Charlie, "but see there's no scragging or 
kicking. I won't mix up in the affair. If 
I do, I may have to fire them both before 
thev\"e started work." 
,: You boys get into it wid your fists, " the 
Swedish giant ordered. "De first dat 
kicks, I yoost give hell to him mineself. " 
They started, but they had no more idea 
of the "noble art" than a mule, Thev 
tried frantically to kick one another in th
 


stomach, and to throttle. \rith an oath 
Big Charlie grasped one in each might
 
hand, lifted them clear of the ground, 
knocked their head-; together, and flung 
them down. It was the most striking exhi- 
bitionof physical strength I have witne:-.sed. 
Their own quarrel forgotten for the mo- 
ment, they rushed at him. Laughing joy- 
ously, he met the first with a crashing up- 
percut on the point of the jaw and laid 
him senseless on the ground. In a mo- 
ment the second was stretched beside him, 
weeping piteously with the pain of a brok- 
en nose. 
"By de Yoomping )Iackinaw!" yell
d 
Charlie, using his favorite expleti\'e, "I do 
dis to any son-of-a-gun what don' fight 
fair. If dere's any dirty work in dis camp. 
yoost call me to take a hand. " 
'Ye all endorsed Charlie's action. Fair, 
dean fighting, if fighting there must be, is 
the rule of e\'ery construction camp. But 
to what country do you suppose the two 
offenders belonged? Alas for our pride
 
they were not part of the alien invasion; 
they did not belong to "the criminal scum 
of Europe, e\'er ready to use the knife." 
They were Scotch-Canadians. And the 
despised "Dagoes" and "Squareheads" 
were shocked by their conduct. 
In spite of our isolation, \ve railroaders 
are not entirely depri\'ed of the means of 
grace. N ow and again a parson wanders 
into the camp, holds a service, and takes 
up a collection. It is the unwritten rule 
among us that e\Tery man shall give not less 
than fifty cents. " You can't expect the 
man to come all this way and work for noth- 
ing "-that is the feeling. The same fair- 
mindedness constrains us to "give him a 
show" by attending the service in force, 
whatever may be the denomination he rep- 
resents. I verilv believe that even a _\[or- 
mon or a :l\Iosle
 would receive a respect- 
ful hearing and the usual offertory. A 
minister of the Swedish Lutheran Church 
visited a camp at which I was staying, 
and preached in Swedish. Of course, the 
Swedes were especially delighted, but we 
all went. Russians, Italians, Americans, 
French-Canadians, and all, we listened to a 
long-winded sermon in a foreign tongue, 
with faces as intelligent and appreciative as 
we could make them, and at the close 
cheerfuHy subscribed our dollars and half- 
dollars. 
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I onlv knew one man \\"ho refused either 
to go t
 sen"ice or to pay up. 
\ young 
Church-of-England parson had come to 
our camp and was to hold evensong in the 
cook-:,hack after supper. 
.. .-\re 'you uoin a Cocknev?" I asked a 
_ b
' J 
young Londoner who held, with some 
other", a contract for grading se'"eral sta- 
tions of muskeg. 
.. X 0 bloom in ' fear:" he replied. '" E 
won't get no 'arf-dollar out 0' me, I 'ave 
to work 'ard for all I git. Let Ïm go an' 
do the sime." 
":-'0 he docs," retorted an old ., down- 
east Yankee." "D\'e think it's a soft con- 
tract ior a man to 
'ome here and try to 
conYert a lot of damned railroad stiffs?" 
,. 'Yell, if 'e wants the money so bad I'll 
gÏ\ c him a job diggin' muskeg at two-fifty a 
da,", .. .. Cocknev" said. "That's all 'e can 
lo
k ier from n
e, " 
:-,omehody told this to the clergyman after 
sen-ke, and he came along with us to the 
sleeping-shack and took" ('o('kney" at his 
word, .. I'll earn vour two and a half dol- 
lars ior the Church
 ,. he said, "Cocknev" 
tried to back out, but, of course, \\ e woúld 


not let him. It was too good a joke to 
lose. So, next day, the parson toiled and 
sweated for ten hours with shovel and 
wheelbarrow. In the evening" Cockney" 
and his partners offered him three dollar:-;, 
saying he had fairly earned that sum. 
"I'm holding another service this e,-en- 
ing," he replied. "Come along, and put 
it in the plate. " 
Everybody went to that sen"ice, and the 
collection broke all records. The tale was 
told up and down the line of construction, 
and "the muskeg parson" was a popular 
hero at every camp he visited. 
But by far the best missionary in my 
experience was a young Salvation Army 
lassie. Standing up, clear-eyed and fear- 
less, among a crowd of strange men, she 
astonished them by some home truths. 
" You earn your money here like men," 
she said, "and when you have made a stake 
you spend it like dogs in Fort \Yilliam and 
Port .\rthur, ruining your bodies and souls 
in vile dives like Pad(h' the Goat's and 
Blind-Eyed 
rary's. \\
e had a temper- 
ance rally in those two towns, and many of 
the old soaks swore off liquor. But the 
3 61 
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saloonkeepers don't worry over that, They 
say they have four thousand men working 
for them on the right-of-way at Lake Xipi- 
gon and Superior Junction. Isn't that a 
1Ìne thing for you to hear? '''hen you take 
your time-check or the engineer's estimate 


. 
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of your station-job, you think you have 
made a splendid stake-so many hundreds 
of dollars. But YOU don't need me to tell 
yOU how often, ii'1 a week or two, all that 
;-noney is in the pockets of the whiskey- 
seller and his hangers-on, and you are 
walking the streets without the price of a 
meal or a bed, looking for an employment 
agent to ship you hack to the camp. 
t'S ome of you know the tragic story of 
the man who hanged himself not far from 
this spot last winter. He had made nearly 
a thousand dollars by a long spell of steady 
work on the right-of-way. He went out, 
meaning to go back to his home town, 
to his wife and family, and start a busi- 
ness. He never got farther than Kip- 
igon. He didn't even go to Port _"-rthur 
to blow in his stake, as most of you do. 
He started drinking and gambling at the 
first saloon he struck, and kept it up for 
three weeks until all his money was gone. 
Then he went back to camp-to find a let- 
ter telling him that his wife was sick and in 
dire need of monev. In his remorse and 
desperation he made bad worse by hanging 
himself with a strand of hav-wire. There's 
a lesson for some of you yo
.mg men ! You 
have the chance of vour li,"es now. Use 
your money and r
ur strength 'wisely. 
Don't let them point at you in town apd say, 
t There goes another drunken railroad 
stiff!' You know what everybody thinks 


of the old soaks. For God's sake, don't 
be like them!" 
X obody took offence at this plain speaking 
-not even the steady men who saved their 
money and did not drink. All agreed that 
she had hit the nail pretty fairly on the head. 
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The work of railroad construction is full 
of danger in this desolate region, especially 
during the merciless winter. The weather 
is often arctic in its rigor. One morning 
last winter the thermometer recorded 720 
below zero (Fahr.) and then the glass broke, 
so that we do not know how much colder it 
got. This winter promises to be equally 
severe. Earlv in 
ovember we were work- 
ing in 300 beÍow zero. Cases of frostbite 
are often dealt with in the construction 
hospital, established at one of the lake set- 
tlemen ts, Save the teamsters, very few of 
the men wear heavy clothing; it is too hot 
when one is working hard. A woollen 
undershirt and a sweater, a pair of pants 
and thin overalls-that is the usual rig, 
even ip zero weather. The main point 
is to protect the fingers, toes, and ears. 
Three or four pairs of socks, two pairs of 
mitts, and a woolen parka cap that draw:-; 
down like a visor O\.er the face, leaving 
only a small aperture for eyes and nose- 
\vith these one may defy the coldt:st 
weather, even though the rest of one's cloth- 
ing is quite light. In a narrative of polar 
exploration which I read out in camp the 
thing that surprised us most was the 
extraordinarily heavy clothing it seemed 
necessary to wear. Yet the temperatures 
encountered, according to the statemenh. 
were not so low as men sometimes work 
in here. 
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\\'ork in a rock-cut is always dangerúus,- Page ,v4. 


The railroader's greatest peril lies in and has to he thawed before it can be used. 
the careless handling of dynamite. It is This is a dangerous business, and after- 
amazing how careless familiarity with that ward the cartridges are" tender" and much 
treacherous stuff makes many of the older more liable to accidental explosion than in 
hands, I haye heard men 
ay that they summer-time. Over fifty men were killed 
would rather work in a gang with a noyice by dynamite along the right-of-way in 1908, 
handling the cartridges, for at least he and many others were injured. It is safe to 
would haye a healthy respect for them. In say that for {',"ery man who suffered, a hun- 
winter the dynamite freezes ycry quickly, dred had the narrowest of escapes. Fif- 
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":-0 I i!"es up tu 'un an' }'ell
 ':,cat!' "-Page 365- 


teen Italians were killed or injured in a 
single explo
ion in a rock-cut near Dryden, 
on the line between \\ïnnipeg and Fort 
\\ïlliam. 
\rhen you are working in a rock-cut, it is 
a fairly common e
pcricnce to see large 
pieccs of granite hurtling through the air 
".ithin a few feet of ,'our head. That" a 
miss is as good as a l
ile" is orthodox rail- 
roader's philosophy. "If a rock don' hit 
you, don' holler," Big Charley once said to 
mc. "If he do hit you-well, den '"ou 
won't holler no morc
" I was chatting, 
onc summer afternoon, with the cook in a 
tent-camp. Suddenly a big ruck crashed 
through the canvas roof and smashed the 
table between us into splinters, spoiling a 
tine baking of bread that was resting upon 
it. The cook loudl v bewailed the lost 
bread. He was too old a railroader to eyen 
cornment upon his own narrow escape. 
\\ ork in a rock-cut is always dangerous. 
\rhen you are shifting masses of rock 
weil!hing se"eral hundredweight. it is easy 
to crush a foot or a hand-your own or 
somebody else's. In a CLlt i
 which I rc- 
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centl)' linished work. there were six acci- 
dents of this kind in less than two months. 
Here, again, long usage engenders careless- 
ness. I have often scen men stand non- 
chalantly under a tottering mass of stone, 
and jump clear at the last second as the 
stuff fell. I congratulated myself on hay- 
ing securcd safer employment when I trans- 
ferred from the rock-cut to a clay burrow- 
pit, where only spaùe and mattock had to 
be used. But on the vcry first day I went 
there I had the narrowest escape in my ex- 
perience. \Ye wcre shifting a heavy dump- 
car, and it tiltcd clean O\'cr, knocking me 
down. In falling I just managed to roll 
out of the way, escaping with a badly 
bruised arm, A foot nearer and I would 
ha'"e been under the car, crushed to death. 
Hardly a day passes by without somehody 
haying a narrow escape of losing life or 
limh. 
The danger from wild animals is not 
great, although the woods swarmed with 
them before the clearing of the right-of-way 
by axe and tire was commenced. The fre- 
<1
ent use of dynamite has scareù from our 
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neighborhood most of the creatures of the 
wild, but the squirrels and chipmunks re- 
main to play havoc with our stores of food., 
One would not ha'"e to go far into the bush, 
howe,'er, to shoot a moose, or, in summer- 
time, a bear. Now the latter are all hi- 
bernating in their holes. During last sum- 
mer I ,yorked in a district 'where the soil 
was all fine sand, so that it was not neces- 
sary to use any dynamite. Game was 
plentiful enough there, and more than once 
I saw a moose stalk majestically along the 
right-of-way, as if it belonged to him, 
A gang of station-men who lhoed in a 
shack near this camp had a distressing ex- 
perience with a bear. A teamster left a 
load of prodsions outside their hut and, 
driving past the place where they were 
working, told them to send a man to carry 
the stuff inside, A little Londoner, nick- 
named" Shorty," volunteered for the task. 
,Yhat followed had better be told in his own 
words, 
"\Yhen I got round the bend 0' the trail 
an' sees the shack, I near 'ad a fit. There 
was a bIoomin' big black bear right in front 
0' the door, with 'is blessed nose shm"ed 
in a tub 0' butter 'e 'ad knocked open. 
Blirney! but 'e looked a picture with the 
butter all over his mug. I tell you, 'e 
was fair playin' 'okey-pokey with our grub. 
Bacon, flour, prunes, pertaters, an' syrup- 
'e'd got 'em all mixed up together on the 
ground so's you could 'ardly tell t'other 
from which. Fust of all, I was madder'n 
'ell to see our stuff spoiled, so I goes up to 
'im an' yells, 'Scat!' 'E looks up, inquirin' 
like, an' we eyes each other fer a minute. 
Then 'e sez, 'Gr-r-r-r!' quite nasty, an' 
walks my way." 
"And what did you do then?" 
" \V ot 'ud you do?" with infinite scorn, 
"If you'd bin there, matey, you couldn't 
'aye seen my 'eels fur dust, I ran that 
fast." 
"\Vhat did your gang do when you got 
back and told them aLout it?" 
"They 'ad forty-seven different ways 0' 
killin' that bear, to 'ear 'em talk. One 
feller said murderin' bears was 'is 'obby, Sf) 
we told 'im to tike an axe an' kilJ that one. 
'E went along all right, but 'e soon come 
back, lookin' kind 0' white an' all out 0' 
breff with runnin'. 'E said 'e seen the 
hear, but it wasn't the kind 0' hear 'e was 
in the 'abit 0' killin'. So we waited till 
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'Is Xibs skiddooed back to the woods, an' it 
was precious littlc good our grub was to us 
arter 'e'd done with it." 


Our life on the right-of-way is strenuous, 
but simple. In summer, fishing, canoeing, 
and swimming form agreeable diversions 
after the day's toil under a hot sun; in the 
winter there is little save work, eating, and 
sleeping. The nights are often strangely 
beautiful, with brilliant moonlight making 
the snow-covered ground scintillate as if it 
were encrusted with diamonds; or with 
the wcird and gorgeous pyrotechny of the 
"Xorthern Lights," as the Canadians call 
the aurora borealis. But, except for an oc- 
casional trip to an9ther camp, the men pre- 
fer to stay near the red-hot stove in the 
centre of the shack, rather than admire the 
beauties of the night. Talking" shop" is 
thcir chief diversion, but sometimes they 
swap yarns of strange adventures in many 
lands and seas. There is usually a poker 
game going on for plugs of tobacco, or 
a game of bridge for love. I introduced 
the latter into several camps, and it has 
become immensely popular. Curiously 
enough, the men do not regard it as a me- 
dium for gambling; I have never seen 
them play it for money. Any stray news- 
papers or magazines are eagerly devoured 
and passed from hand to hand until they 
fall in pieces. 
Iost camps are lament- 
ably short of reading matter. The only 
books in the shack in which I am now liv- 
ing are Sir Gilbert Parker's" Seats of the 
\lighty," Jules Verne's" Round the \VorId 
in Eighty Days," and "The Original 
Gypsy Fortune-Teller." The last is, by 
all odds, the most popular, especially with 
the French-Canadians. 
Among the many civilized pleasures 
which must be foregone on the right-of-way, 
perhaps the greatest is women's society, 
You rarely see a woman in a camp, The 
contractors and engineers, who are in a 
position to bring their whoes, do not care, as 
a rule, to expose them to the loneliness and 
rigor of the life. "I have not spoken to 
an educated lady for m"er three years," 
one of the engineers told me. The few 
women who are here are treated with the 
greatest deference by the men, especially 
the hospital nurses. A Belgian station- 
man created consternation by bringing 
his wife to his shack and letting her dig 
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muskeg, side by side with him, day after 
day. Eyerybody said it was not fit work 
for a woman, which was quite true. But 
the young Belgian girl only laughed, and 
retorted that she would rather work with 
her husband than wait weary months for 
him in town. 
Talking of women, there was an Indian 
squaw ".ho interested me deeply when I 
was in a camp on the \Yhite Sand RiYer last 
summer. She would paddle down the 
riwr two or tbree times a week in a birch- 
bark canoe to our cook-shack, accompa- 
nied by her little daughter and a "husky" 
dog who looked three parts wolf. She 
washed aprons for the cook and his two 
" cookees," and was paid in food and to- 
bacco. Her English seemed to be con- 
fined to the words'" Goddam good!" which 
she said whenever anything was given to 
her. The little girl would not speak at all, 
hut watched our e\'ery action with the fur- 
ti\'e, apprehensiye look of the wild creatures 
of the wood she knew so well. She used to 
wander onto the right-of-way and gaze 
with dark, fathomless eyes at the wheeled 
scrapers as they devoured hills of sand and 
made the grade. \Ye often wanted to pet 
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her, for she was a little forest heauty of a 
delicacy and grace rare indeed among the 
Canadian Indians. But she would ha\-e 
none of our coaxing. \Ve were ali
n-re- 
mote-plainly hostile to all her sentiments 
and dreams. I am sure she deemed us har- 
barians who were invading and despoiling 
her sylvan domain, \Yhat will she think 
when the trains are running, and f.arms 
and settlements spring up in the forest that 
is her world? 


\rhen I first started railroading I only 
meant to put in a few weeks at it for the sake 
of an experience; hut the fascination of the 
life has held me to it month after month, 
and is still as powerful as ever. I t is a 
splendidly healthy life. One eats enor- 
mouslyand sleeps better in a bunkjìlled with 
balsam boughs than in the "Royal Suite" 
at the St. Regis. It is true that a man 
used to c, all that ever went with evening 
dress" may long now and then for the 
fleshpots of Egypt-for the lights of the 
"Great \Vhite \Vay," the society of club 
and ballroom-hut the feeling soon passe
. 
There is always the day's work to occupy 
brain and hand, 
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By Alice Corey 


\ IOLLT the waYes, and white all homing 
sails, 
. \s past the har they rUll: 
1 only know this t\\"ilight is the last 
Before to-morrow's sun. 



Iisty the sea beyond our harbor's 
line, 
Slowly the night shuts in: 
I only know that by to-morrow's light, 
Yoyagings begin. 


The night wind hurries through the little 
to\\"n, 
Calling the ships to 
ea: 
I only know it waits to fill the sails, 
Those sails that wait for me. 


Unknown the shores we seck, and, 
cek- 
ing, find; 
Unknown the resting-place: 
I only know how lonely is that land 
\\'here I find not your face. 


Blow, sunrise wind, and fill the hoisting sails. 
And, morning light, break clear: 
For now no longer is to-morrow feared- 
Hecause-to-day is here. 
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n y 1'- a t h a r i n c Full e r ton G e r 0 u 1 d 


S I was with Saxc during the 
four most desperatc weeks 
of his life, I think I may 
say that I knew him hettcr 
than anyone else, Those 
were also the four most arti c- 
ulate ,veeks, for they were a period of ter- 
rible inaction, spent on the decks of ocean 
steamships. Saxe was not much given to 
talking, but there was nothing else to do. 
Xo book that has ever been written could 
have held his attention for 1\\'0 minutes. I 
was with him, for that matter, off and on, 
until the cnd, \\'hat I have to tell I got 
partly from my own observation, partly 
from a good Ii ttle woman at the :l\Iission, 
partly from Saxc's letters, largely from his 
o,vn lips, and partly from natives. But if I 
recorded it as it came, unassimilated, un- 
chronologizcd-one fact often limping into 
camp six months after its own result-the 
story would be as unintelligible as the qui- 
pus of the Incas. It has taken me three 
years of steady staring to see the thing 
wholc. I know more about it now-in- 
cluding Saxe-than Saxe ever knew. In 
point of fact, one of the most significant 
pieces of e,-idence did not come in until 
after his death. (1 wish it clearly under- 
stood, by the way, that Saxe did not com- 
mit suicidc.) But, more than that, I have 
been thinking for threc years about :Mary 
Bradford. 1 could tell you as much about 
what she suffered-the subtlety and the 
brutality of hcr ordeal-as if she were one 
of my own heroines. God forbid that I 
should eycr think of :Mary Bradford as 
"material": that I should analyzc hcr, or 
dramatize her, or look at hcr with thc ar- 
tist's squint. If I tell hcr story, it is be- 
causc I think it right that we should know 
what things can be. For the most part, we 
keep to our own continents: the cruel na- 
tions arc the inscnsith.c nations, and thc 
s(!ueamish races arc kind. But :ì\Iary 
Bradford was the finest flower of 
ew Eng- 
land; ten home-keeping generations, only, 
lay between her and the Quest of 1620. It 
is chronic hypera'sthesia simply to be Kew 


English; and the pure-hred Xcw England- 
er had best stick to the euphemisms, the 
approximations, the reticences, of his own 
extraordinary villages. But .\Iary Brad- 
ford encountered all the physical realities 
of life in their crudest form, alone, in thc 
obscene heart of Africa, with black faces 
thrust always between her and the sky. 
Some cynic may put in his helittling word 
to the effect that the Kew Englander has 
always counted physical suffering less than 
spiritual discomfort. The mental torture 
was not lacking in ::\Iary Bradford's case. 
For o,-er a year, the temptation to suicide 
must have been like a terrible thirst, death 
-any death-luring her like a rippling 
spring. 1 told Saxe one night in mid-_-\t- 
lantic, to comfort him, tha.t she would of 
cour
e ha,-e killed herself if she saw no 
chance of escape. 
Saxe laughed dryly. "That's the most 
damnahle thing about it," he said. "
Iary 
would think it mortal sin to kill herself. 
She would stick on as long as God chose to 
keep the breath in her hody_" 
I' Sin?" 1 queried rather stupidly. 
"Yes, sin," he answered. "You don't 
know anything about it: you were brought 
up in Europe." 
"But, Saxe," I cried, "rather than-" I 
did not finish. 
"You don't know anything about Kew 
England," he said. "Damn your books! 
.\Iissionaries face e\-erything, and there's 
more than one kind of martyrdom. 1 hope 
she's dead_ I rather think she is." 
His voice was uneven, but with a mean- 
ingless unevenness like a boy's that is 
changing. There was no emotion in it. .\ 
week more of monotonous ploughing of the 
wa,-es would just have broken him, I think; 
but he pulled himself together when he 
touched the soil of Africa. Something in 
him went out to meet the curse that hung 
low over the land in the tropic afternoon; 
and encountering the Antagonist, his eyes 
grew sane again, But with sanity camethe 
reticence of battle. .\11 that I know of 
Saxe's and 
Iary Bradford's early livcs, 
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I learned in these four weeks. I ha,.e made 
out some things about her, since then, that 
probably Saxe never knew. As I said, I 
have been thinking about 
Iary Bradford 
f.)r three years, and it is no secret that to 
contemplate is, in the end, to know. The 
stigmata received by certain saints are, I 
take it, irrefutable proof of this. I do not 
pretend to carry upon me :l\Iary Bradford's 
wounds: I do not even canonize her in my 
heart. But I seriously believe that she had, 
on the whole, the most bitter single experi- 
ence ever undergone by woman; and much 
of the extraordinary horror of the ad,'ent- 
ure came from the very exquisiteness of 
the victim. I ha,-e often wondered if the 
Greek and Italian literatures that she knew 
so well offered her any mitigating memory 
of a woman more luckless than she. Ex- 
cept Jocasta, I positi,.ely cannot think of 
one; and J ocasta never lÏ\'eJ. All of us 
have dreams of a market where we could 
sell our old lamps for new. How must not 
:l\Iary Bradford ha,.e longed to change her 
humanities against mere foothold on the 
soil of America or Europe! But my preface 
is too long. 


K o,v and then, there is a story where all 
things work together for evil to the people 
involved; and these stories have, e,-en for 
their protagonists, a horrible fascination. 
The story of Saxe and :Mary Bradford is of 
this nature: a case, as it were, of double 
chicane. E,'erything happened precisely 
wrong. Almost anything happening differ- 
ently would ha,.e given them a chance. If 
:l\Iary Bradford had been born in Virginia, 
if her eyes had been blue instead of brown, 
if Kgawa had come hack three hours sooner 
-
Iaupassant would have told it all from 
that point of view, But I am not trying to 
make literature out of it: it is as history 
that this story is important to me, Saxe 
had been engaged to :l\lary Bradford since 
her last year in college. Her mother had 
died when l\Iary was born, and the Re,-er- 
end James Bradford had sailed, after his 
wife's death, for this little \Vest 
-\frican 
:;\Iission, leaving his child with a sister, 
:Mary was brought up in America, \\'hen 
she was ten, her father came home for a 
year, and took her back with him; but at 
t\\'e1\.e, she was sent definitely home to be 
educated. James Bradford could not have 
concei,.cd of depriving his child of Greek 


and trigonometry, and from school J\Iary 
,vent to college, She never, at any time, 
had any inclination to enter upon mission- 
ary work, though her religious faith was 
never at any moment in the smallest degree 
shaken. From her thirteenth year, she had 
been an acti,'e and enthusiastic member of 
her father's denomination, She was a bit 
of a blue-stocking, and occasionally some- 
what ironic in speech, "Then I asked Saxe 
"if she had no faults," these were all he 
could think of. 'Vhen she became en- 
gaged to Saxe, she stipulated that she 
should spend two winters with her father 
before marrying, The separation had 
never really parted J\lary and her father; 
they had never lost the habit of each other. 
You see those sympathies sometimes be- 
tween father and daughter: inarticulate, 
usually, like the speech of rock to rock, but 
absolutely indestructible. There was no 
question-l wish to emphasize this-about 
her love for Saxe, I had, for a time, her 
letters, It was a grallde passion-to use 
the unhallowed historic phrase; twenty 
love stories of old Louisiana could have 
been melted up into it Saxe, of course, 
consented to her going, During the r second 
spring, he was to go out, her father- was to 
marry them at the l\Iission, and they were 
to return to America after a honeymoon in 
Italy. There is not one detail that does 
not, in the end, deepen the irony of it, if you 
look at it all long enough, Italy! All that 
romantic shimmer and tinkle against the 
savage fact that was, She went, and for 
six months seems to have busied herself 
happily enough with good little 
lrs. Price 
at the l\Iission. She picked up a few dia- 
lects-she was always remarkably clever at 
languages, The l\lission hangs above a 
tiny seaport-if you can call it a seaport, 
for there is a great reef a few miles out, and 
the infrequent steamships stop outside that 
and send passengers and letters in by boat. 
It is not one of the regular ports of call, and 
its chief significance lies in its position at the 
mouth of a large-ish rÌ\-er that winds inland 
for a few hundred miles, finishing no one 
knows exactly where. The natives for a 
hundred miles up-stream are fairly friendly, 
and come down sometimes in big boats to 
trade; beyond that, the country runs into 
jungle and forest, and grows nastier and 
nastier. N a one knows precisely about 
that region, and it lies just outside every 
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one's sphere of influence; hut there seems 
to be a network of unhealthy trails, a con- 
stant intertribal warfare, and an occa- 
sional raid by the precocious pupil of an 
.-\rab slave-trader. It is too far south for 
the big caravans, of course, but there is un- 
doubtedly slave-stealing-though it is ex- 
tremely difficult to learn anything definite 
about the country, as there are a dozen dif- 
ferent tribes speaking entirely different lan- 
guages, and each lying tortuously about all 
the rest. This is all that Saxe could tell me 
about that /zinterland ,,-hich he had ne,'er 
expected to be interested in, 
In 
Iarch, after 1\1ary reached the 
Iis- 
sion (she sailed in July, immediately after 
graduation), the chief of a small tribe some 
hundred miles up-stream, descended in 
pomp to barter ivory for such treasure as 
oozes from European ships. Having sel- 
dom condescended to trade, he was disap- 
pointed at receiving so little for his ivory- 
a scanty lot of female tusks-and sought 
distraction and consolation within ear-shot 
of the ::\Iission piano. He took especially 
kindly to the Re,'erend J ames Bradford, 
gravely inspected the school, and issued an 
invitation for 
Ir. Bradford to come up- 
stream and Christianize his tribe. The 
:i\Iission had worked up and down the 
coast, as it could, but had never worked 
inland-more rumors than hoats came 
down the water-way, which was not really 
a high-road and certainly led to nothing 
good. They lacked money for such an en- 
terprise, and workers; but heing mission- 
aries, never forgot that the ri,.er, and all 
who dwelt on its banks, helonged to God. 
It did not occur to ] ames Bradford to re- 
fuse the call, which he took quite simply, as 
from brother to brother; it did not occur 
to 
Iary Bradford to let him go alone, or 
to her father to protest against her accom- 
panying him. The patriarchal tinge is still 
perceptible in the 
 ew English conception 
of the family. Let me say, here, that there 
is no evidence that Xgawa himself eyer 
broke faith with his white protégés. He 
was, like them, a victim of circumstances. 
They ,vere to go for six months. That 
would bring them to September. In Sep- 
tember, three new workers were to come 
out to the 
lission, and J ameS Bradford 
hoped that two could then be permanently 
spared for the new 
[ission up-stream 
which he already foresaw and yearned 
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over. In September, he and 
[ary would 
return to the ]>ort; in late .-\pril Saxe was 
coming out to marry ::\lary. They de- 
parted under the escort of 
gawa himself, 

Ir. Price I->romised to get a boat up to 
them in 
[ay, or at least a runner with 
letters. 
Such details of the final catastrophe as 
Saxe was acquainted with were brought to 
the l\Tission hy a native boy in September, 
just before the boat was to start up-stream 
(taking Adams and Jenks, the new re- 
cruits) to hring the Bradfords down. AU 
reports had hitherto been fa,.orable, if not 
astonishingly so, Kgawa had listened, and 
his heart seemed to incline to 
[r. Brad- 
ford's teachings, 
Iary had started a little 
school for the babies. But Xgawa had no 
intention of compelling his people to em- 
brace Christianity: he simply courteously 
permitted it to exist in his dominion, As 
talk of 'war came on, he was preoccupied 
with the affairs of his thatched state. The 
populace-they seem to ha,'e been a gentle 
crowd enough-grew apathetic to their 
apostles, and deposited the commanded 
tribute somewhat listlessly before their 
huts. The medicine-men "of course were 
hostile from the first, and as the war- 
drums beat in the forest and the men of the 
village gathered to sharpen their tufted 
spears, wild talk had undoubtedly not been 
wanting, The end had really been a bitter 
accident. N gawa absented himself for 
three days to do some la:,t exhorting and 
recruiting in his other villages. The at- 
tack that had not been expected for a week 
at least, was made a few hours before his 
return. It became a raid rather than a 
battle; the ,.illage resisted the siege only a 
short time, and the inyaders did .what they 
would, in the monstrous tropic dusk, 
Iany 
bf the nati\"e women were stahhed quickly; 
but the youngest ones, and 
Iary Bradford, 
\\ere dragged off as capti\"es. 
[r. Brad- 
ford was killed in the beginning-not by 
the enemy, who were busy despatching 
Xgawa's subjects, but by Xgawa's chief 
medicine-man, who stole out of the shad- 
ows, slit his throat twice across, caught the 
blood in a cup, and then slid back into the 
darkness. The boy who brought them the 
story averred that he had seen it all, hav- 
ing been present, though somehow left out 
of the 11lNée. The enemy, afraid of Xgawa'
 
return, did not stop for the half-grown chi
- 
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dren. The white girl tore away, the boy 
said, and started back to her father, but the 
warrior who held her hit her on the head, 
so that she dropped, and then carried her 
off. Oh yes, he had seen it all quite well: 
he had climbed into a tree. The huts were 
all burning, and it was lighter than day. 
l\gawa came back that night, and, later, 
they destroyed utterly the villages of the 
other tribe, but they got back no captives. 
These had heen killed at once, probably, or 
sold. Kgawa had gone back to the medi- 
cine-men. 
Ngawa's people must ha,-e been gentler 
than most of their color, for the boy an- 
swered all the questions of the stricken 
missionaries Lefore he asked to hear the 
piano, 
This was absolutely all that Saxe knew, 
when he stumbled into mv rooms and asked 
me to go out to Africa with him. The first 
cablegrams had simply announced the 
massacre, and it was only on receipt of 
letters from the Prices that Saxe learned 
about :Mary and her horrible shadowy 
chance of life. The Prices promised to 
cable any news, but it was unlikely that 
they would have any more. The boy who 
had brought them this story drifted down 
the coast, and for some months few boats 
came down the stream. Ngawa, they 
heard vaguely, had died, and his son reigned 
in his stead, a bitter disciple of unclean 
rites, Young Adams, in the pity of his 
heart, had gone the hundred miles to the 
village, hut the people had evidently noth- 
ing to tell. The white priest was dead, and 
the white girl was gone. Their own cap- 
ti,.es were gone, tOQ, and if they had been 
aLle to reco"er them would thev not have 
done it? rndouhtedly, they ,,:ere killed, 
hut their enemies had been punished. 
o: 
they were faithful to their own gods. \\"hat 
had the white god done for his priest, or 
for Kgawa, who had listened-and died? 
Doubtless 
-\dams would ha,.e been killed, 
if they had heen defeatcd in the war; hut he 
profited by the magnanimity of triumph. 
It was astonishing how little impression, 
except on Kgawa and one old medicine- 
man, James Bradford had made. Save 
that he had a<:hie,.ed martyrdom for him- 
self, he might as well ha,'e stayed peacefully 
at the .:\Iission. It is all, from first to last, 
a story of vain oblations. The people were 
inclined to forget that he had ever been 


there, but they registered their opinion that 
his white brother had better go back at 
once. Saxe's face, as Adams gave him 
this last news, was tense. He gripped the 
hand of the one white man who had visited 
that bitter scene, as if he would ne,'er let it 
go. 
lf Saxe had been delayed in America, it 
was only in order to arrange his affairs so 
that he could stay away indefinitely. He in- 
tended to follow 1\lary Bradford down 
those dim and bloody trails until at least he 
should have seen some witness of her death. 
Saxe was not rich, and his arrangements 
took him a certain length of time. \Ye 
sailed from New York in 1\larch, and 
caught the African liner at Plymouth. 
I will not enter upon the details of Saxe's 
activity during the next months, nor of the 
results he gained. It was a case where 
go,'ernments were of no use: the jungle 
that had swallowed up 'ßlary Bradford ac- 
knowledged no suzerain across the sea
, 
Saxe visited 
gawa's village, of course-" I 
am steel-proof," he said, and I think he be- 
lie'"ed it, The story of those-months is a 
senseless story of perishing lights and clews 
of twisted sand. \Ve spent three months in 
rescuing the yellow widow of a Portuguese 
pearl-fisher, who had heen captured by 
coast pirates and sold inland. \\Then Saxe 
stood face to face with the" white woman" 
he had vwrked hlindly to deli,.er, he reeled 
before her. "Tell him that I will marry 
him," said the woman with a noble gesture. 
She vms forty, fat, and hideous. I men- 
tion the incident-which turned me quite 
sick, and in which, to this day, I can see 
nothing humorous-simply to show the 
maddening nature of our task. Even I had 
believed that this mysterious white woman 
was 1Iary Bradford. In that land of ru- 
mor and superstition and ignorance and 
cunning-above all, of savage indifference 
-anything might Le true, and anything 
might be false. Three days after we had 
started off after the Portuguese hag, a real 
clue came in to the 
lission. Our three 
months had been quite lost, for the Prices 
could get no word to us on our knight- 
errant task. Poor Saxe! 
In September, Saxe, following this clew 
which seemed to bear some real relation to 
the e,.ents of the year before, tra,.elled 
solemnly, accompanied hy a few nativcs 
only, into thc heart of that /zinter/and which 
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sto\)d, to all the coast ahO\"e and below the 

Iission, for treachery, mystery, and death. 
In October, he reached the village of the 
chief in question-a sun-smitten kraal, 
caught between high blue mountains and 
the nasty bit of jungle that separated them 
from one of the big water-ways of Africa. 
Politics are largely a matter of geography: 
and his position was one of enviable inde- 
pendence, though he was to the neighbor- 
ing kings on the scale of Andorra to France 
and Spain. He 'was a greedy old man, and 
the sight of se'"eral pounds of beads made 
him very communicative. Half of his in- 
formation was bound, by African code, to 
be false, and Saxe had no means of know- 
ing which half; hut he owned to ha,'ing 
purchased, a few months before, from a 
wandering trader, a sla,'e woman of white 
blood. She had come high, he affirmed, 
cocking his eye at Saxe. But she was not 
Saxe's slave-Saxe had put it in that way 
in order to be remotely intelligihle to the 
savage mind. Oh, no! s1íe was the daughter 
of a 
Iandingo woman and an .-\rab. The 
trader had told him that: he had known 
the mother, Oh no! it could not be Saxe's 
slaxe, However, he was willing, for a 
really good price, to consider selling her. 
Saxe refused to be discouraged. The clew 
had seemed to him trustworthy; and the 
story about the 
Iandingo woman might be 
pure inwntion-bravado, to raise the price. 
He asked to see her. Oh, certainly: be- 
fore purchasing he should see her, But 
meanwhile there was the official cheer to 
taste-kava, abo,"e all, inimitably mixed- 
and she should be fetched. \Vhere was 
she? A young slave-girl suggested sar- 
donically that she was probably at her 
toilet. Since she had heard of the "hi te 
man's coming-Saxe had tactfully sent a 
runner ahead of him-she had been smear- 
ing herself meticulously with ochre and 
other precious pigments. This was said 
wi th a sidelong glance at the chief: ob- 
viously, he distributed those precious pig- 
ments only to his favorites. Saxe said that 
from that moment his heart misgave him. 
He had been somehow sure that this woman 
was 
[ary. ""hy his heart should have 
misgiven him, I do not know; or what 
devil of stupidity put it into his head that 
this was the trick of a half-breed slave to 
make herself irresistible to a white man. 
It sounded to him, he said, like the inspi- 
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ration that would naturally occur to the 
daughter of an .-\rab hy a ßlandingo wom- 
an. It has never sounded to me in the least 
like that. He said that he still belie'"ed it 
was \fary; hut I fancy he helieved it after 
the fashion of the doubter who shouts his 
creed a little louder. Of course there was 
something preposterous in the idea of 

[ary Bradford's making herself barbaric- 
ally chic with ochre to greet the 100"er who 
might be coming to rescue her. But was 
not the whole thing preposterous to the 
point of incredibility? And 
Iary Bradford 
was not an ordinary woman-not the yellow 
widow of a Portuguese pearl-tìsher. It 
has always seemed to me that poor Saxe 
ought to ha'"e realized that. 
Saxe consumed ka'i.'a until he could con- 
sume no more. Then the slave-girl an- 
nounced that the woman had been found, 
Saxe rose to his feet. He was stifling in the 
great hut, where all the chief councillors had 
joined them at their feast, where the reek 
from greased bodies seemed to mount vis- 
ibly into the twilight of the great conical 
roof. His head was reeling, and his heart 
was heating weakly, crazily, against his 
ribs-" as if it wanted to come out," he 
said. His hands were ice-cold. He had 
just presence of mind enough to drag the 
black interpreter out with him, and to leavc 
one of his own men inside to watch the 
stuff with which he proposed to pay. The 
chief and most of his councillors remained 
within, 
Outside the hut, her back to the setting 
sun, stood the woman. Saxe had of course 
known that 
[ary would be dressed like a 
nati ,-e; out this figure staggered him. She 
""as half naked, after the fashion of the 
tribe, a long petticoat being her only gar- 
ment. Cndoubtedly her skin had been 
originally fair, Saxe said; but it was tanned 
to a deep brown-:",'irtually bronzed. For 
that matter, there was hardly an inch of her 
that was not tattooed or painted. Some 
great design, crudely smeared in with thick 
strokes of ochre, coycrcd her throat, shoul- 
ders, and breast. O\"er it were hung rows 
and rows of 
hclls, the longest rows reach- 
ing to the top of the petticoat. Her face 
was oddly marred-uncivilized, you might 
say-by a large nose-ring, and a metal disk 
that was set in the lower Ii p, distending it. 
Forehead and checks wcre streaked with 
paint, and her straight blad. hair was 
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dressed after the tribal fashion: 
tiffencd 
with grease, braided with shells, puffed out 
with wooden rolls to enormous size, Her 
eyelids Vlere painted red. That was not a 
habit of the tribe, and seemed to point to an 
.-\rab tradition. The painted eyelids and 
the streaks that seemed to elongate the eyes 
themselves were Saxe's despair-he had 
counted on meeting the eyes of 
Iary 
Bradford. To his consternation, the wom- 
an stood absolutely silent, her eyes bent 
on the ground, her face in shadow, Eyen 
Saxe, who had no psychology, seems to 
have seen that l\Iary Bradford would, in 
that plight-if it 'was she-wait for him to 
speak first. But I think he had expected 
her at least to faint. Saxe looked at her 
long without speaking. He was trying, he 
said, to penetrate her detestable disguise, 
to find some vulnerable point where he 
could strike at her very heart, and know, 
In the midst of his bewilderment, he grew 
cool-cold, e,-en. He ga'"e himself orders 
(he told me afterward) as a general might 
send them from the rear. His tongue, his 
hands, his feet, were very far off, but they 
obeyed punctiliously, 
Iy own opinion is 
that Saxe ne,-er, from the moment when he 
saw the woman, belie,-ed it to be \Iary, 
Her back, as I ha,'e said, was against the 
light. As the purchaser of asia ve, he 
might well wish to see her more fully re- 
vealed, He ga '-e the order through the 
interpreter: "Turn to the light." _-\s she 
turned obediently and stood in profile 
against the scarlet west, he saw that her 
form was unshapely, On her back were a 
few scars, long since healed. 
That moment was undoubtedly Hell for 
Saxe, in spite of the doubt upon him. But 
what must it have been for the impassible 
creatu'te before him? Saxe saw that he 
must Vlay the game alone. "
Iary," he 
said quietly in English, "I have come to 
take you 
ome." In the circumstances, 
it was the stupidest thing he could have 
said; but the only thing he thought of ""as 
speaking in English. If it was 
lary, those 
words, he thought, would reach her, would 
dispel her shame, or,if she were mad, pierce 
her madness. 
She seemed not to ha,-e heard. "Bid 
her look me in the face," he said brutally 
to the interpreter. The order was repeated. 
She turned, raised her vainted eyelids and 
looked him straight in the eyes, with the 


apathetic look of the slave, the world over, 
"But were they )Iary Bradford's eyes?" 
I cried to him, when he told me. " I don't 
know, damn you!" he said. "l\Iary had 
never looked at me like that-as if she 
didn't see me, and painted like a devi1." 
He seems to hÜve felt-as far as I can 
define his feeling-that she was not l\lary, 
but that perhaps he could bully her into 
being ::\Iary. I do not know how else to 
explain his unconvinced but perfectly 
dogged insistence on her identity, He 
had, of course, been greatly shaken by the 
extraordinary appearance of the woman, 
Perhaps he was simply afraid it was she 
because it would be so terrible if it were, 
and was resoh-ed not to shirk, Saxe, too, 
was a Kew Englander, .-\t all e'"ents, he 
shouted his creed a little louder still. " You 
are treating me very badly, .:\Iary. I am 
going in to buy you from the chief; and 
then you will listen to me." 
The woman heard Saxe's voice and 
looked at the interpreter. Saxe, stupefied, 
repeated his speech to the negro, and the 
latter translated. At this, she threw up 
her arms and broke into guttural ejacula- 
tions, That painted form swayed gro- 
tesquely from side to side, Saxe said, and 
she tore the shells out of her hair, tearing 
the hair with them. Giving him one glance 
of devilish hatred, she ran to the chief's hut. 
Saxe followed. There was nothing else to 
do. 
Then began, Saxe said, what for him was 
a horrible pantomime, He heard nothing 
of what was said, until afterward, for the 
interpreter could not keep up with the 
pres/issimo of that scene; but one under- 
stood it without knowing. The woman 
groveIled at the chief's feet; she pointed to 
Saxe and wrung her hands. She was not 
Saxe's slave, and evidently did not wish to 
be. The other women drew near to listen, 
being, clearly, personally interested in the 
outcome. The chief was, as I have said, 
a ,'aricious. He looked longingly at the 
shining heaps of beads, the bolts of scarlet 
cloth, above all, the Remington ritles, Yet 
it was dear that he had not wholly outgrown 
his sluggish peurl1alll for the woman who 
clung to him. It docs not often happen, for 
that matter, that a petty chief in the remote 
interior can count a white woman-even a 
half-breed-among his slaves; and the 
male savage has an instinct for mating 
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aho\T him. The woman saw whither the 
avaricious eye wandered. She rose from 
the ground, she stood between him and 
the treasures, she bent over him and mur- 
mured to him, she pointed to her own 
distorted form. . . . The little slave-girl 
scowled. and the chief's eye gleamed, 'Yhat 
at first had seemed a possible detriment, now 
showed as an advantage. "That was true," 
he exclaimed. "Before long she would 
bring him a warrior son or a girl he could 
sell for many cows, Let the white man 
wait." Saxe stamped his foot, 1'\ot one 
day would he wait: the bargain should be 
completed then. He told me afterward 
that, after seeing her with the chief. he was 
absolutely convinced that the woman they 
were cheapening was the half-breed Arab 
they said she was: and the general in the 
rear of the battle wondered dully what he 
should do with her. But the woman had 
thrust herself cunningly beneath the chief's 
very feet, had twined her arms about his 
ankles, had welded herself to him like a 
footstool that he could not shake off. Over 
the chief's thick features, in the torch-light 
(for night was falling outside), into his 
avaricious eyes, crept a swinish gleam. 
Let the white man wait until to-morrow. 
Night was falling: it was time to sleep. 
By the sunlight they could deal better. 
The woman panted hea,-ily beneath his 
feet, never loosing her hold. The young 
slave-girl looked down at her with un- 
concealed malignity. Saxe found himself 
forceà to retire from the royal hut-sleep- 
ing-chamber, banqueting-hall, audience- 
room in one. He said that all he thought 
of, as he stumbled out, was the idiotic fig- 
ure he should make at the 
Iission as the 
owner of an Arab-l\Iandingo woman, It 
was worse than the yellow Portuguese. 
He was conducted to his tent. The in- 
terpreter confirmed there all that Saxe had 
divined. Let it be said now that Saxe had 
one clear inspiration. Before leaving the 
hut, he had turned and spoken to the 
woman who was fawning on the wretched 
negro. ,. .:\Iary," he said, "if you ask me 
to, I will shoot you straight through the 
heart." The woman had snarled unin- 
telligibly at the sound of his voice, and had 
redoubled her caresses. Can you blame 
Saxe for having doubted? Rem
mber that 
she had not for one moment gi,-en any sign 
of being ::\lary Bradford; remember that 
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he had no proof that it was 
Iary Bradford. 
"Had you no intuition of her?" asked 
young Adams, later, at the 
[ission. "In- 
tui tion!" cried Saxe. "There wasn't a 
feature of 
lary Bradford there: she was a 
loathsome horror." Let those who cannot 
believe in Saxe's failure to recognize her, 
refiect for an instant on all that is contained 
in that literal statement. Have you ne,'er 
failed, after a few years of separation, to 
recognize some one: some one whose face 
had not been subjected to barbaric decora- 
tion and disfigurement, not even to three 
years of the African sun; who, living all the 
while in the same quiet street, had merely 
passed for a time under the skilful trans- 
forming hands of sorrow? I have seen 
_Mary Bradford's photograph, and was told 
at the same time that the not very striking 
face depended for its individuality on the 
expression of eyes and mouth, But, paint- 
ed eyes . . . and a lip-ring? 
he was 
undoubtedly, as Saxe said, \I a loathsome 
horror;" añd a loathsome horror who gave 
no sign. I firmly believe that she was not 
recognizable to the eye. Saxe's only 
chance would have lain in divination: in 
being able to say unerringly of the woman 
he loved, "Thus, or thus, in gh-en circum- 
stances, would she behave." Such knowl- 
edge of 
Iary Bradford could never have 
been easy to any man. In my opinion, no 
one can blame him for doubting. The 
magnificence of the performance was al- 
most outside the realm of possibility. I 
asked Saxe once if :l\Iary Bradford had 
been good at acting. He had never seen 
her do but one part: she had done that 
extremely well. And the part? Beatrice, 
in ".i\Iuch Ado." Beatrice! 
The strain of it had told on Saxe and he 
slept that night. But it is only fair to say 
that before he slept he had quite made up 
his mind that he was as far away from 
:Mary Bradford as he had ever been. It is 
not to be wondered at. Only a man who 
had grasped 
Iary Bradford's idea-it has 
taken me three years to do that, entirely- 
could have believed that she would let Saxe 
go out Lamed from the hut in which she 
deliberately chose to stay with her half- 
drunk, wholly ,-ile captor. \Vomen who 
could have done all the rest, would have 
turned at Saxe's offer of a kindly shot 
through the heart. But :\fary Bradford 
was great. She was also in1ìnitely wronged 
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hy Fate. It is all wanton, ,,"anton-to the 
'Try last: all, that is, except her own part, 
which was sublimely reasoned. 
Saxe slept, I say; and at dawn woke to 
his problem. The intelligence that works 
for us while we sleep, waked him into the 
conviction that he must, at any cost, buy 
the woman. He said that, as he strode over 
to the chief's hut, he was thinking only of 
what price he ought to put on the child that 
would be such a fantastic mixture of breeds. 
He did not want the woman, but he felt 
that the purchase was inevitahle. This, J 
am convinced, was only the X ew English 
lea'"en working him up to martyrdom. It 
would be unmitigatedly dreadful to ha"c 
the woman on his hands, and therefore he 
ought probably to buy her. 
The chief greeted him with temper, and 
soon Saxe learned why. The woman had 
left the hut before dawn, taking with her 
her mash r'..s largest knife. She was found 
later in her own little hovel, dead, with a 
dean stab to her heart. Suicide is yirtu- 
ally unknown among sa'"agcs, and the yil- 
lage was astir, Saxe asked to see the hody 
at once, but that, it seems, was not etiquette: 
he had to wait until it ,,'as prepared for 
burial. For an instant, he said, he thought 
of bargaining for the body, hut forehore. 
He had a difficult return journey to make, 
and the point was, after all, to see it. \rhen 
they permitted him to enter the hut, the face 
had been piously disfigured beyond recog- 
nition. He told me that he lifted the tat- 
tooed hand and kissed it: he did not know 
why. It was clear that if the woman had- 
prc"posterously-been -Mary, she would not 
have wished it; and if she were the other, 
it was almost indecent. But he could not 
help it. This impul-se of his seems to have 
heen his only recognition of :l\Iary Brad- 
ford. In life and in death, she suppressed 
every sign of herself with consummate art. 
\Ve were a fevered group that waited for 
Saxe day after day at the -'lission; and he 
seemed to ha,'e heen gone an intolerably 
long time. The hroken leg that had kept 
mc from going with him was almost well 
when he returned. Yet he had taken the 
shortest way hack. It was also the un- 
healthiest. He sai-d that he had heard war- 
rumors that made him avoid the more fre- 
quented trail, but I fancy he rather hoped 
that the swamps he dung to would give 
him fevcr. In that sense-and in that scnse 


only-Saxe could perhaps be said to have 
committed suicide. He stumbled into the 
-'Iission dining-room at noon one day. 
"
-\nd 
Iary?" we all cried, rising. "Oh, 
did you expect to see 
Iary?" he asked, 
politely, but with evident astonishment. 
\Ve got him to bed at once. After the 
days of deJirium were over, he told his story 
quite simply. It was pitifully short. The 
concrete facts seemed to be perfectly clear 
in his mind, and he ga,'e them spontaneous- 
ly; but what he himself had felt during 
that dramatic hour, I learned only by close 
questioning. He died suddenly, when he 
was apparently com"alescent. The year he 
had heen through had simply killed resili- 
ency in him and he went down at the last 
as stupidly as a ninepin. I cannot imagine 
the source of the rumor that he had killed 
himself, unless it was some per:;on who 
thought he ought to have done so. He 
started, at the end, to speak to me: "If 

lary ever-" He never got beyond the 
three words; they showed sufficiently, how- 
e'"er, that he was considering the possibility 
of 
Iary Bradford's being discoyered after 
his death, He may have been wandering 
a little at the last; but, in my opinion, Saxe 
had never believed, even after the suicide, 
that the woman he had seen had been his 
betrothed. 
Some weeks after Saxe's death, \ve re- 
ceived incontrovertible proof-if testimony 
is ever incontrovertible-that it had indeed 
been she. \Ye had been surrounded for a 
year by a hideous jungle-blind, hostile, 
impenetrable. 
ow out of that jungle 
stalked a simple fact. One of the native 
girls who had been taken captive with 
Iary 
Bradford returned at length to her own 
tribe, She had shared 
Iary's fortunes, as 
it happened, almost to the last; then the 
chief who had bought them both, sold her, 
and by the successive chances of purchase, 
raid, and battle, she had reached her own 
people. It was hardly more than crawling 
home to die; hut she managed to send 
word by one of her kinsmen to the white 
people down the river. Apparently she 
and l\Iary had promised each other to re- 
port if either should ever reach friends 
again. Her message was pitifully meagre: 

Iary had talked little in those wild months; 
and after she had seen that they were too 
well watched to escape, she had talked not 
at all. But the two ha(l evidently clung 
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together-an extraordinary tic, which was 
the last 
Ian' Bradford was to know of 
friendship. the burden of the native's re- 
port was that the white girl was the favorite 
of a chief who gave her much finery. The 
dying woman seems to ha,'e thought it 
would set 
[arv Bradford's friends at rest- 
her kinsman, J I remem},cr, said that he 
had good news for us, The news was no 
news to me-I had been thinking: but 
I was glad that Saxe had died before he 
could hear it. E,'en the comfort of know- 
ing that 
lary was surely dead would 
never hm-e made up to him for the ironic 
memory of the last hour he had spent 
with her. Besides, Saxe would never ha,'e 
understood, 
I should probably ne'"er ha'"e touched 
this chapter of history \vith a puhlic pen, if 
I had not heard a ,yom an say, a few months 
since, that she thought 
Iary Bradford's 
conduct indelicate. Had the woman not 
said it to me directly, I should not have be- 
lieved, even at my cynical age, that such a 
thing could be said, I greatly regret, 
myself, that the facts were e'"er told: they 
should ha,-e been buried in Africa with 
Saxe. But the Prices returned to .-\merica 
not long after it all happened, and appar- 
ently could not refrain from talking, Even 
so, I should ha'"e let :Mary Bradford's le- 
gend alone, fore'"er, had I not learned that 
she could be misjudged. 
Con
ider dispassionately the clements of 
her situation; and tell me who has e'"er 
heen so tortured. Physically unable to es- 
cape by flight, morally incapable, as you 
might say, of escaping by death-for there 
can be no doubt that, difficult as suicide 
would h:1\"e been to a guarded captive, she 
could have found some poisonous root, 
courted the bite of some serpent, snatched 
for one instant some pointed weapon; and 
that she was deterred, as Saxe said, by the 
simple belief that to take one's life was the 
unpardonable sin against the Holy Ghost, 
the Comforter-she could but take what 
carne, As a high-priced chattel, she was 
probably not, for the m()
t part, ill-treated 
-sa,'e for the tattooing, which was not 
crucllv intended. The few scars that Saxe 
noted: doubtless bore witness to her pro- 
test against the utmost bitterness of slavery, 
some sudden saint-like frenzy with ,yhich 
she opposed profanation. She may h:1\"e 
wondered why God chose so to degrade 
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her: her conduct with Saxe shows beyond a 
doubt how she rated her degradation. She 
made not one attempt to dignify or to de- 
fend her afilicted body. Her soul despised 
it: trampled it under foot. 
\\ hat Mary Bradford suffered before Saxe 
came, we cannot know. But the measure 
of it lies, I think, in the resolution she took 
(if we belie'"e the jealous slave-girl) when 
she heard of the white man's approach, 
She must ha'"e divined Saxe, leagues away. 
as he was unahle to di,"ine her, face to 
face. Her one intent was to decei,"e him; 
to steep herself in unrecognizable savagery. 
If :l\Iary Bradford had concei,"ed of any 
rôle possible for herself in her own world, 
she would not ha'"e created her great part. 
If she had felt herself fit e\"en to care for 
lepers at 
lolokai, she would have washed 
away her paint and fallen at his feet. It 
is perfectly evident that she considered her- 
self fit for nothing in life-hardly for death. 
Her hope was dearly that Saxe should not 
know her. I do not helieve that it was 
pride. If there had heen any pride left in 
:l\Iary Bradford's heart, she could not havc 
stood, quietly (" apathetically," was his 
word:) before Saxe in the t1are of the dying 
sun. It was not to sa'"e anything of hers 
that she went through her comedy, but 
only to sa'"e a little merciful blindness for 
Saxe himself. He undoubtedly made it as 
hard as possible for her. I am inclined to 
think that if he had gone away at once, she 
would be living still-mothering her half- 
breed child, no doubt, teaching it secretly 
the fear of God. \rhen she saw that all 
Saxe's bewilderment stilllcft him with the 
firm determination to buy her-to take her 
away and study her at his leisure-she 
concei,"ed her magnitìcent chute de rideau" 
'''hen she went into the hut, she had de- 
cided, for Saxe's sake, to die 
[ary Brad- 
ford grovelling at the feet of the drunken 
chief will always seem to me one of the 
most remarkable figures in history: I shoul<l 
never have mentioned Jocasta in the same 
hreath with her. Only Christianity can 
gi,'e us tragedy like that. How must she 
not hm-e longed: at Sm-..e's offer of a kindly 
shot through the heart, to turn, to fling her- 
self at his feet, to err out his name. once. 
She "redoubled her caresses," Saxe said! 
Has any man e,"er been so Im"eel, do you 
think? For the sake of bestowing upon 
him that healing doubt, she let him go, 
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she put off death, she spent her last night 
on earth not fifty yards from him, in the hut 
of a savage, that she might ha,-e, before 
dawn, the means of committing the unpar- 
donable sin, 
ote that she did not commit 
suicide until she had made it perfectly 
plausible-from the point of view of the 
Arab-:\landingo woman. She prO'i.:l'd /0 him 
that it UJaS not slle. She gauged Saxe per- 
fectly. Nothing but some such evidence as 
later we received-perhaps not even that- 
would ever have made Saxe believe that 
:\Iary Bradford, ,vi th him by her side, had 
clung to that vile savage. Even 
lary 
Bradford-whose soul must have been, by 
that time, far away from her body, a mere 
,'oice in her own ears, a remote counsellor 
to hands and feet-could not have done 
that, had she not intended to die, But 
remember that up to that day she had 
li\Ted rather than rank herself with the 
"violenti contro se stessi." 'Ye can sim- 
ply say that :l\Iary Bradford chose the 
chance of Hell for the sake of sparing Saxe 
pain. The fact that you or I-I pass over 
the lady, who thinks her indelicate: does 
she think, I wonder, that it would ha,'e 
been delicate for 
lary Bradford to accom- 
pany Saxe back to civilization ?-may be- 
lieve her to be one of the saints, has noth- 
ing to do with what she thought. 
lary 
Bradford came of a race that for many 
generations believed in predestination; but 
she herself hclie,'ed in frcc-will. Dreadful 
as it is to be foredamned, it is worse to 
have damned yourself. She had not even 
the cold comfort of Calvinism. I said that 
I understood :\1ary Bradford. I am not 


sure that it would not have taken a Spanish 
saint of the sixteenth century really to un- 
derstand her. Sixteenth-century Spain is 
the only thing I know of that is in the least 
like New England, 
I am not trying to make out a ,; case" 
for 
lary Bradford; and I sincerely hppe 
that the lady who thinks her indelicate will 
never read these pages, For most people, 
the facts wi]} suffice, and I han> no desire 
to interpret them for the others. You have 
only to meditate for a little on the ironic 
and tragic reflections of a hundred kinds 
that must ha\'e surged through :\lary 
Bradford's brain, to be swept away, your- 
self, on the horrid current. Do I need, for 
example, to point out the difficulty-to use 
a word that I think the lady I have cited 
would approvc-of merely meeting the man 
she adored face to face? For never doubt 
that those souls who live least by the flesh 
feel themselves most defìled by its defile- 
ment. 
 0, you ha\'e only to explore :\lary 
Bradford's tragedy for yourself. It will 
take you three years, perhaps, as it has 
taken me, to penetrate the last recesses. 
And if you are tempted for a moment to 
think of her as mad, or cxaltée,' reflect on 
how completely she understood Saxe. I 
am only half a New Englander: and I con- 
fess that, though I re,'erence her heroism, 
I am even more humble before her intelli- 
gence. It is no blame to Saxe that he 
stumbled out of the chief's)ut, completely 
her dupe. Poor Saxe! But the vivid vis- 
ion of that scene leaves (\ Phèdre" tasteless 
to me. As I say, I am only half a New 
Englander. . . . 
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By \ Villian1 Roscoe Thayer 


H.\PPY the Poet who can say, 
Despite unlaurel'd years, 
"Two eyes divine have read my lay 
And hallow'd it with tears! 


,. 0 heart of hearts where mine may rest, 
And eyes divine that read, 
Kings might uncrown to be as hlest 
.-\s I, whom no kings heed." 
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I T is interesting to' nO'te, O'n gO'O'd authO'rity, 
that the specialist, "made in Germany," 
has invaded the clO'istral shades O'f Britain. 
The authO'rity is the actual, hO'wever precari- 
O'US, prime minister O'f the United KingdO'm, 
in his rectO'rial address at Aberdeen. In such 
addresses it is the cO'mmendable practice O'f the 
elderly BritO'n whO' has arriyed to' pO'int O'ut to' 
the ingenuO'us British yO'uth O'n the pO'int O'f de- 
parture, the pitfalls they are likely to' encO'un- 
ter alO'ng the rO'ad, :Mr. Asquith 
vindicated himself as a "schO'lar," 
by, after the British use, nO't O'nly 
quO'ting Virgil, which perhaps a few American 
pO'liticians might be able to' dO', but by quO'ting 
nO't frO'm the "first" but frO'm thO'se last "six 
bO'O'ks O'f the Æneid," which ane wO'uld be at a 
IO'ss to' name the American politician whO' has 
prO'bably penetrated. And he fO'und nO'thing 
mO're urgent to' impress upO'n the ingenuO'us 
youth, e'Tn at a \"ery critical periO'd in his O'wn 
pO'litical career, than the desirability O'f ''all- 
roundness" in culture and the danger O'f ex- 
cessiye specializatiO'n, 
The admO'nitian O'ne did nO't knO'w to' be 
needful in Great Britain. TO' be sure,O'ne whO' 
is nO't a specialist has nO' means O'f knO'wing hO'w 
many "mO'nO'graphs" may issue from the Brit- 
ish seats O'f learning, mO'nO'graphs which, as 
Carlyle says aLO'ut bishO'ps' charges, "man- 
kind dO'es nO't read, preferring speech which is 
articulate." .\t all events, hüwe'"er much O'r 
little need there is O'f the warning in the L nited 
KingdO'm, there is more in the United States, 
where the flO'O'd O'f mO'nO'graphs illegible and O'f 
nO' interest to "the general" is far greater, 
greater than anywhere excepting in Germany, 
the hO'me and chief habitat O'f the mO'nO'graph, 
The grO'wth O'f the mO'nO'graph haLit in this 
cO'untry is undO'ubtedly attributable to' that 
substitutiO'n, in O'ur higher educatiO'n, O'f Teu- 
tO'nic methO'ds and standards fO'r thO'se Anglican 
which we inherited, with which it cO'incides in 
pO'int of time, and is itself the prO'O'f and the 
trO'phy O'f the specializatiO'n which a British 
statesman in his capacity of British schO'lar 
finds it necessary to' deprecate in his O'wn island. 
A mO'nO'graph, in the O'ffensÌ\-e sense in which 
we are using the term, nO't O'nly lacks but re- 
nO'unces any general interest. It is rare indeed 
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that the mO'nagrapher is able to' ddi,oer his tid- 
ings like a man O'f this world, and when he is, 
he becO'mes an uncanny and suspiciO'us O'bject 
to' his felIO'w-monO'graphers. An American in- 
structO'r in history as it is taught in the new 
schO'O'l, repO'rts, fO'r example, that he is fO'rbid- 
den to' cO'nsider the English in which his pupi1s 
cO'uch the results O'f their investigations. CO'm- 
pare Mr, JO'hn CO'rbin's tale O'f the OxfO'rd tutO'r 
whO' cO'ngratulated his pupil O'n the imprO'\"e- 
ment in his exercise. " Yes, I tO'O'k pains abO'ut 
the facts," "Oh, the facts are all wrO'ng; but 
yO'u are getting sO'me nO'tiO'n O'f hO'w to' write 
an examinatiO'n-paper." 
It is to' be said for the Anglican as O'ppO'sed 
to the TeutO'nic system, that it mO're directly 
"drives at practice." The English schO'lar is 
nO't a man apart, delving in unknO'wn quarries, 
and talking a mandarin dialect. :\lr. Asquith 
himself exemplifies the truth that in nO' O'ther 
cO'untry is academic success SO' gO'O'd a warrant 
O'f success in public life. The eÀamples are 
tO'O' numerO'us and familiar to need citatÌon. 
Since the RO'man empire there has been nO' 
such pO'litical success as the British empire, 
and it has been administered in the main by 
men trained after the Anglican traditiO'n whO' 
have cO'ntinued to' beIie'"e and to' prO'claim their 
belief in that traditiO'n. In that respect they 
differ frO'm the Roman pO'liticians. CicerO', for 
example, is always apO'lO'gizing fO'r his culture 
when he is talking in the Senate O'r O'n the 
stump, O'r far that matter in cO'urt, ðcept in the 
famO'us instance in which he was pleading fO'r 
a pO'et before his O'wn "cultured" brother. He 
seems in public to' gO' in fear O'f the RO'man 
"practical man," O'f the class O'f that. \merican 
trust magnate whO' assured his audience that 
education was a handicap and a drawLack in 
business, In his treatises it is true he rather 
flaunts his culture, while in his private letters 
he simply lets it gO', and with the mO'st agreeable 
results. But there is nO'ne O'f the CicerO'nian 
shamefacedness abO'ut the British statesman. 
He belie\Ts in the scholastic system under 
which he was trained, and belieyes that it pro- 
mO'ted the "all-rO'undness" to which minute 
and exclusive specialization is hO'stile. And he 
has made, O'n the whO'le, such a success of the 
"imperial" business that we, "hO' have had a 
377 
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bit of empire thrust upon us, may be disposed 
to pay attention to his admonitions concernin).!; 
educational tendencies which are much more 
eyident and formidable on our side than on his, 


F OR seyeral months] haye heen disport- 
ing myself, trying to haye an old. 
fashioned "good ti me." Ewry noble 
cause which I ordinarii) try to further has been 
temporarily abandoned, e,'ery philanthropy 
forgotten-ah, if I only could forgel
-for a 
little space_ I ha\"e plunged into the wildest 
dissipations of trawl; ha\"e drunk deep of 
ruins; haw sated my appetite for marbles and 
for cam"as, trying to achieye a complete men- 
tal change, but, alas! it has been all in '"ain. 
Dweller in suburban Boston, 1 ha\"e carried 
that city on my hack oYer sea and up moun- 
tain. I cannot get away from the thin
s it 
thinks about, and I ha\"c cursed the 
The Humanita- day when 1 wandered from the 
ri,t\1 .\broad 
simple-minded Hudson River region 
of Kew York State to liye in this centre of 
humanitarian thought. 
Xaturally, when I did come, and it was long 
ago, I wakened to all its opportunities for 
hettering the world" I joined the S" p, C. .\., 
the Consumers' League, the College Settle- 
ment .\ssociation, the Child Labor Organiza- 
tion, and other societies which I will not men- 
tion because their names are long. In so 
doing I little realized that I was O\"er-fostering 
a fundamental natural tendency and increas- 
ing a sensitiyeness already de,"eloped to the 
ycrge of constant pain" :\0\\', wherever I 
wander, I find it impossible to liw down my 
philanthropic past. 
l)' Aims pursue me; the 
Erinyes were nothing as compared with the 
S. P. C. .\. and the S. P. C. C. I tread the 
paths of old London, Cheapside, Smithfield, 
Shoreditch; dim, crumbling, historic houses, 
and lo\"el)' gray gables out of olden time are 
nothing to me; nothing to me in ancient Rome, 
the long, dark streets of the Traste\"ere, with 
golden sunlight drifting down at corners, and 
the soft trickle of their fountains o\"er maiden- 
hair fern, I see only the children, the dirty, 
\\ istful-eyed children, the ragged little children 
pattering on bare English or Italian feet, ask- 
ing me without words-in truth, I understood 
hut little of either language-"Why do you 
not take care of us? ""hy arc we unclean and 
sore-eyed? You belong to the S. p, C. c.! 
Ilere you are, doing nothing, wandering idly 
in idle countries. Something is wrong with 


our throats; something is wrong with our little 
backs; we grow up criminals because nobody 
takes care of us." 
If I escape from the clinging fingers of these 
youngsters, I am sure to come, in a back street, 
upon some more-than-sweater's shop, where 
pallid women are stitching, on machines or 
with their needles; and I find no joy in my pur- 
chasing at the Rue de Ri,"oli or the Piazza di 
Spagna, nor joy in watching my country- 
women haggle, in the by-streets of Rome or of 
.\thens, oycr the price of embroidered articles, 
getting for a half franc treasures that meant 
days in the making. Do I not belong to the 
Consumers' League? .\s a matter of fact, do 
not some of these shrewd bargainers in human 
flesh and human eyesight belong to the same 
admirable socicty? 
It had seemed to me that it would be different 
when we got to Greece, and that I could forget 
about the misery of \Yhitechapel and the Cow- 
gate being all my fault. The care-free children 
in Hellas, ,,"ho haye come down to us as reYellers 
in the joy of life, would surely thrust into the 
background those haunting pictures of human 
suffering. I do not quite know what I ex- 
pected, but, though I am not ignorant of the 
later history of this classic land, I half believe 
I hoped to see a population largely composed 
of youths and maidens, walking, in costumes 
of white and gold or of dainty blues and laven- 
ders, oYer green gra
s, while happy animals 
strolled by them. .\las, all Greece is now 
summed up for me in the patient misery of a 
donkey's face! I see constantly these Jong- 
suffering little beasts standing in the .\thenian 
streets with their baskets of grapes, or huge 
loads of firewood, or of grotesque hardware 
upon their hacks, their noses cruelly twisted 
sideways by the ropes that, quite unnecessarily 
hold their necks in cramped positions all day 
Jong. \Vhat arc the Powers doing, the Powers 
that keep such wise watch and ward oyer 
Greece, that they lea'"e these ropes upon the 
necks of martyred donkeys in these so-called 
Christian times!' I think of the loveliness of 
purple Hymettus, of the Parthenon, golden 
against sky and distant sea of blue, but all 
this beauty seems far away; ncarer and more 
real are the .\thenian horses, starved, with 
sore flanks, drooping heads, and outstanding 
ribs, beaten up Hermes Street and down 
Pythagoras Street, goaded with kniyes, kicked, 
struck over the head. The horsemanship of 
the Parthenon frie7c has heen the ruin of 
modern .\tlll
ns, and e\Tery driver tries to lash 
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his sorry steed into such mettlesome gait. 
How, on any island shore, can one, in happy 
imagination, see 
ausicaä and her maidens 
going down with their washing to the water 
when here are men carrying hens, turkeys, 
lambs upsiele down, the blood almost bursting 
from their poor eyes? Pray Goel to send more 
Englishmen to Greece! \\ïth all their faults 
I love them still, because, wherewr cruelty 
toward animals has been fought abroad, it has 
been the English who have started the fighting. 
The sight of present suffering only carries 
your mind, enfeebled by sympathy, to the past. 
At Rome, you hardly dare even think of it; 
you cannot face the eyes of those animals or 
those Christians in the amphitheatre, and you 
close your books of history for fear of seeing 
past happenings in Roman streets, Going still 
farther back, what real joy can you take in 
the great monuments of ancient life, the gigan- 
tic pre-Greek walls at Tiryns and 
[yceme, 
or the Acropolis itself, with all the beauty of 
Pentdic marble which it carries high upon its 
shoulders, when you remember the fact that 
the hard piling of these stones was done by 
slaws? There it is, "the glory that was 
Greece," but you see only the poor captives on 
whom the glory rested, toiling, bent double 
under great blocks of stone; you hear the 
groaning animals, the crack of the lash. To 
me the most touching thing in all that ancient 
land is the beautiful polygonal wall at Dclphi, 
facing the sun, inscribed by sla"es with prayers 
to .\pollo for freedom, One wonders that they 
did not pray to Persephone, who e,'entually set 
them free. 
There is no use trying; one cannot forget. 
It has grown hard to he happy in the sight of 
suffering, past or present. There are times 
when I wish that I were an aborigine; then, 
at least, I should have the courage of my sen- 
sations. One could take one's pleasures then, 
in the old ca\T-dwelling days! In uncounted 
ways we are losing our sources of personal satis- 
faction; primitive joys haye faded, and it is 
wellnigh impossible to get pleasure out of in- 
flicting pain. The sweetness has gone out of 
vengeance, and the joy of thumping your 
enemy soundly is no longer fully joy, because 
your enemy has an exasperating way of turn- 
ing and looking like your friend. . \s if this 
were not enough, your harmless delights are 
being interfered with in a thousand wa)s by 
the thought of your neighbor. Thesc pangs of 
growth are distressing; what shall make good 
the loss when personal pleasures shift into the 
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impasonal pain of sympathy? "'c grow in- 
creasingly conscious of one anothcr; the walls 
of us are gcttinv; thin, and human misery im- 
pinges, presses so hard that one often wO
1(I{'rs 
if one has really any walls at all. ''"hat hope 
or consolation can I find in the fact that m,' 
hetter self is continually getting in the way t
f 
my "good ti me" ? 


N ( )THI:\'(; marks a man-and especially 
a woman-as more truly modern than 
an abhorrence of dulness, It was eycr 
a standard grievance with the serious-minded 
that the more thoughtless clements of socich' 
sought too hard t<; escape being dull. Th
 
earnest people have had it "in" for those irre- 
sponsible individuals who confessed, frankly, 
that they wanted, above all, to fecI themseI\'l's 
live. \rhether the aim was attained 
by mere worldly fri,'olity or by crude 
dissipation, it was adjudged alike 
reprehensible. But this, to-day, should prac- 
tically be an antiquated attitude. For e\'ery- 
body now wants to feel himself live. To be 
sure, it may not be through the channel of the 
various forms of amusement; but certain sus- 
tained exhilaration in the face of c:...istence, 
a certain persistent excitement even, are re- 
garded positi\"Cly as an obligation, It is a 
cult. We are all after an intensified conscious- 
ness, ',"e want this intensification to carry us 
through work and play, and good and ill, with 
the same éll1ll, and so steadfastly to keep us to 
the pitch that we can squeeze e'"en out of quo- 
tidian humdrum all manner of savors that we 
nc\'er knew to be there, 
It is a highly captivating idea. "'e are being 
made not only ashamed of the semi-comatose 
stretches in our lives, but full of self-reproach 
for them, There were the months when we 
allowed ourselws to become ill, and at that 
physical low ebb could sense none of the inter- 
esting things happening in the world; there 
were the other months when we were so ah- 
sorbed in some mistaken duty that the greatest 
wonders of nature, or messages of art, barely 
touched the outermost edge of our being. 
How much we might ha,'e known if our grow- 
ing brains had only been more scientifically 
nurtured in our student days; how far wc 
might have gone if we had only had the 
apolc- 
onie faculty for limiting the need of sleC)'. 
\,"hen, \\e arc assured, we shall ha,'e hetter 
mastered the laws of science or metaphysics we 
shall be able to do away with these blank spots. 
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\Ye shall waste less time being "sick or sorry" 
(as 
Iatthew .-\rnold used to say); also, pre- 
sumablv, being foolish, \Ve shall manage to 
live consistently and continuously at a pressure; 
always screwed up to the last notch; never 
faltering from the key. 
\Vho would not be fascinated by thc vision? 
The trouble with it is that it is so unrelated to 
any facts about ourselves as we know them. 
:\Iere dulness, of the sort we just now so much 
despise, appears to be really as fruitful as that 
rich, black, loamy earth which one can con- 
ceive it as resembling. It is true, if disconcert- 
ing, that the most intelligent people are, in a 
sense, the dullest. Not dull all the time, but 
by fits and starts, or at regular intervals. Cer- 
t
inly the very grcat have been extraordinarily 
dull.at their off moments, and the butt and jest 
of minor personages who had their wits about 
them cvery day. The absent-mindedness of a 
Dante or a :Milton might as well be called dul- 
ness. So might the moodiness of a Dr. John- 
son or a Carlyle. Balzac discovered that the 
reason why it so often proved easy to capture 
criminals was that they fell, after the accom- 
plishment of their schemes, into periods of ex- 
haustion which were periods of sheer stupidity, 
and in which they were helpless. \\ ith all re- 
spect possible for genius, one must likewise 
recognize that the most transcendent mental 
accomplishment comes, as it were, out of 
periods of half-animal dulness, and returns 
into them again. It is entirely safe to surmise 
that the great man whose brooding brow seems 
to be incubating the deepest thoughts, is really, 
in eight cases out of e\'ery ten, not thinking of 
anything at all. And, nevertheless, it is en- 
tirely correct to say that he is incubating. Out 


of his dulness something will presently emerge. 
He has no idea when, and little idea what. He 
can control the working up, and working out, 
of the something when it dues emerge, but 
while he is in the dull stage every faculty he has 
is bound and blind. 
It is when you turn to the secondary, or even 
tertiary, intelligences, that you are more likely 
to find the alive-every-minute \'ariety. And by 
this one does not mean the intelligences that 
have done the lighter things, ::\lr. Chesterton 
is quite right when he says that it is easier to be 
heavy than light. Easier to write a leading 
article in the Times than a joke in PU1lch. For 
that reason, those who are lightest are generally 
most short-lived. That many a brilliant be- 
ginning has made an insignificant after-career 
is an Ancient of Days among truisms. Anatole 
France had shown, before 1\1r. Chesterton, that 
the little masterpiece will float down the ages 
when the serried tomes may go to the bottom. 
And in the light of the survival of that little 
masterpiece, how much does it matter that its 
creator did nothing else? In short, dulness 
must come in somewhere, Feeling oneself live 
c\'ery instant is somewhat like gazing at the 
remoter stars: there are some that one sees 
only by not looking at them. It is probable 
that one can best feel oneself lÏ\'e by not trying 
to overmuch; by letting oneself go in the dull 
stretches; by, in the French idiom, letting oneself 
live. Inspiration is divine; it is also transient. 
It takes inspiration to taste and enjoy every mo- 
ment of life, without flagging; as much inspi- 
ration as it takes to create, in any form, the illu- 
sion of life. And that is why our new theories 
about the intensified consciousness may possi- 
bly prove to have more sound than substance. 
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Accepted design for the l;rant :\Ionument, \Vashington 
Ed"ard Pearce Casey, architect. Henry )Ier"in Shrady, sculptor. 


THE JIO.VUJIE.VT TO GEXFRL1L GRANT, 
l.V WASHIXGTOX 
W ITH the practical completion of the 
modelling of one of the heroic and 
tumultuous groups which are to be 
erected at the ends of the great monument to 
General Grant, voted by Congress, in \rash- 
ington, D. c., the collaborating artists of this 
work consider their long-drawn-out task more 
than half completed
 So long protracted has 
been, through many causes, the execution cf 
this huge commemorative structure that thc 
general public may be said to ha\'e forgotten it. 
By a law approwd February 23, 1901, it was 
declared by the Senate and the Houge that a 
statue or memorial of General r S. Grant, 
"late President of the rnited St3-tes and (
en- 
eral of the armies thereof," should be erected 
VOL. XLIX.-37 


on any unoccupied square or reservation be- 
longing to the government in the District of 
Columbia, except the grounds of the Capitol 
and the Library of Congress. \. commission, 
consisting of the President of the Society of 
the .\rmy of the Tennessee, the chairman 
of the joint committee on the library, and the 
Secretary of \Yar, was appointed to select a s'ite 
and secure plans and designs for this statue 
or memorial, of which the cost was limited to 

250,000. This commission, consisting of 
Gen, G. 
L Dodge, Senator George Peabod) 
\\"etmore, and Hon. Elihu Root, accordingly 
opened a competition for artists and architects, 
citizens of the United States, models on the scale 
of one inch to the foot to be sent in between 

Iarch I and .\pri I, 1902. Some thirty-four 
competing designs were received. The jury, 
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invited bv the commISSIon to select the best, 
consisted'of \U,1;ustus Saint-Gaudens, Charles 
F. ..\IcKim, and Daniel C. French, and the 
award was given to Edward Pearce Casey, 
architect, and Henry ..\len\ in Shrady, sculptor, 
wC'rking in collaboration. 
Both of them had won dif1ìcult competitions 
before-the architect (known for his direction of 
the completion of the great Congressional Li- 
bran- in Washington), among others, that for 
the 
Iemorial Bridge acros:> the Potomac in 
1900; that for the huge Connecticut Avenue 
Brirlge over Rock Creek Yalley, both of these 
in collaboration with eminent engineers; and 
that for the 
Iemorial Continental Hall in 
\Yashington for the Xational Society of the 
Daughters of the Revolution, in which the 
competitors were some se\'enty in number; and 
the sculptor, more recent in his profession, that 
for an heroic bronze equestrian statue of \Yash- 
ington, The Grant ..\Ionument, as it will 
stand, will be a joint conception and produc- 
tion of the two men as to its main motif and 
the composition and proporticn of its parts. 
In the suhsequent carrying out of the details 
each worked to perfect the architecture or the 
sculpture, as the case might be, but always each 
\\ ith due regard to the work of the other that 
the harmony of the whole might not be im- 
paired. 
The site first proposed by the commission 
was adj.;ining the \\11ite House grounds, but 
this was changed, July 24, 19oi, to one at 
the foot of Capitol Hill, on the central aÀis of 
the mile-long :\Iall running straight from the 
Capitol to the \Yashington :\lonument, the obe- 
lisk near the banks of the Potomac. 
This \"Cry radical change of locality necessi- 
tated certain minor modifications of the orig- 
inal design. As detailed in the official descrip- 
tion of the competing model, it took the form of 
a long, low terrace or platform of white marble, 
flanked byexedras, and on which are placed the 
pedestals of the central figure and the subsid- 
iary figures and groups. The lofty central 
pedestal will carry an equestrian bronze statue 
of General Grant, and, on its two long sides, 
bronze bas-reliefs representing l'nicn Infan- 
try-in one, plodding along stolidly in a long 
march, and in the other, hurried into action by 
their officers. At the four corners of this cen- 
tral pedestal are placed others, smaller, hut 
similar in design, each surmounted by a colos- 
sal recumhent lion, symholizing Force, guarrl- 
ing under his outstretched paws the Flag; and 
the two flanking pedestals, wl
ich penetrate the 


exedras at either end of the platform, support 
groups of men and horses, headed toward the 
centre, representing. \rtillery and Cavalry in 
vigurous action, and giving" an animated and 
very military aspect to the monument at the 
points where so much repose is not required." 
The General, in the centre, sits on his horse 
"ery quietly, as though reviewing his troops, 
The embellishment of the platform, 262 feet 
2 inches by 69 feet, and 5 feet 4 inches abo,-e 
the ground, present dimensions, is completed 
by eight great candelabra, in bronze, as is 
all the sculpture, heroic and colossal. As 
may be seen, 
Ir. Shrady was provided with 
creatÌ\-e work for as many years as his artistic 
conscience might require. As the monument 
now stands, the stone work is all completed, by 
the Vermont ..\larble Company, and is already 
becoming somewhat mellowed by time; the 
four lions and the eight candelabra are in place; 
the modelling of the artillery group is com- 
pleted and the casting under way; the e'Jues- 
trian figure of the General, the panels in relief 
on his pedestal and the cavalry charge, yet to 
be done, General Grant will be represented 
in the felt hat and military cloak for which the 
sculptors can never be sufficiently grateful to 
the regulations of the \Yar Department, 1861- 
65, and probably without a sword-omitted 
in compliance with his characteristic custum. 
.\s may be seen from the reproduction of the 
sculptor's sketch model, he seems to look on in 
the shadow of his broad brim, while his stallion, 
more nervous than his master, lifts his head and 
pricks up his ears as at some flare, of sight or 
sound, in the spectacle oefore him. The com- 
pleted statue will be about fifteen and a half 
feet in height, hurse and man, the rider alone 
measuring some ten and a ha]f feet. 
To this central quiet figure eyerything in the 
monument will gradually lead up, from the 
storm of the great galluping groups at either 
end, across the wide spaces of the marble ter- 
race, to the huge guarding lions and the 
crowded infantrv p:1I1els on the sides of the cen- 
tral pedestal. The lions, considerahly modi- 
fied from the original models, are motionless 
but ready to spring, and sutìiciently realistic to 
express this unhampered by architectural for- 
mulas. In the groups at the ends the sculptor 
seems to h
\"C sought also this judicious tem- 
pering ,,-ith realism-his horses and riders in 
violent action are given evidently not without 
knowledge of the facts revealed hy the instan- 
ta
1eous photograph, hut also with a positi,.e 
conviction of the fn:'Juently un
rti
tic-and 
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Equestrian Statue of General Grant. 


Central fig-ure in the Grant :\Ionument. Henry :\lemin Shrad}, sculptor. 


therefore unavailable-quality of these facts, 
the uncouthness, the apparent destruction of 
the very action they represent. Xothing in 
monumental sculpture could well be more 
spirited and imposing than the yiew from the 
front of these three great artillery-horses sud- 
denly pulled up on thcir haunchcs, that of the 
sergeant with the guidon already arrested in 
his forward motion, ploughing tlw earth, and 
the two leaders of the gun-team still with their 
front hoofs in the air, desperately endeayor- 
ing to obey the sudden order. And this \"ery 
successful realization of the action sought is 
obtained by a careful selection of the natural 
facts presented combined with a skilful use of 
some of the traditional methods of affecting 
the eye of the spectator. 


It is also necessary in a casting of this size 
to take into consideration many purely tech- 
nical requirements, as the adyisability of dis- 
pcnsing with those \"ery obyious props and 
supports, improbable tree trunks, etc., which 
the sculptor is frequently obliged to use to 
sustain the limbs of his figures. In this group 
of the fiye artillery horses, as well as in that of 
the seyen of the ca\'alry group now under way, 
by an ingenious series of contacts-tails, or 
riders' legs, against bodies, etc.-in, apparently, 
the most natural way in the world, the neces- 
sity of these e\':traneous supports is done away 
with and the ycry hea\1' groups are made self- 
sustaining. It is estimated that these groups, 
among the largcst in the world, will "eigh, the 
artillery group about fifteen tons, and the cav- 
3 S 3 
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aIry about eighteen. Something of this weight 
is due to the necessity of following closely the 
e'juipments of the Cidl '''ar, clown to the but- 
tons-the artillery harness of those days, for 
e\':ample, being of a size and pond
rositr far in 
excess of that now in use. 
To obtain this great succe::-s, in the represen- 
tation in sculpture of horses in yiolent action 
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on him and requested him to enter the compe- 
tition. The result may be seen in his fine 
e'juestrian statue of \Yashington at Valley 
Forge on the plaza at the Brooklyn end of the 
\\ïlliamsburg Bridge, 
In addition to his work on the monument, 

rr. Shrady has also at present a commission, 
from the Holland Society of this city, for an 
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Artillery Group, (;rant 1\Iunument. 
Hem} :\len\Ï1I Shrady, sculptur. 


without departing from the facts of natural his- 
tory and at the same time presenting a sculpt- 
uresque and artistic work-one of those things 
which ha'"e been dune about as seldom in this 
world as anything else whateyer-this sculptn 
has joined to what appears to be a real innate 
talent the usual methods of these students- 
dissections of his 'juadruped models, close ob- 
se[\"ation in his studio, in the fields and roads, 
at races, of all conditions of rest and action, etc. 
The of1ìcers at "'est Point gave him a special 
artillery drill that he might inform himself. 
But the innate talent probably counted for the 
most, and, rather curiously, it appears that it 
did not announce itself at first with any yehe- 
mence. .\ graduate of Columbia Law School, 

rr. Shrady was pre,"ented from taking up 
the practice of law as a profession by illness; 
and his first essay in art was in painting. 
L:.:.ter, he modelled some little animals and 
had them cast; one or two of these little 
horses e\.posed in the window of a jeweller in 
Fifth .-\\oenue attracted the attention of some 
members of a Bruoklyn commission interested 
in a competition for an equestrian statue of 
\rashington to such an e\.tent that they called 


equestrian statue of \\ïlliam the Silent, in ar- 
mor, to be placed on Riyerside DriYe; and also 
one to execute a large panel in relief, in bronze, 
of a group of Indians, on the pedestal of the 
Yery tall Robert Fulton monument at Spuyten 
DUFil, of which the statue at the summit will 
be by Karl Bitter. The casting of the artillery 
group, now in the hands of the Roman Bronze 
\rorksof\\ïlliamsburg, will require about a year 
to complete. The metal will be of the Cnited 
States standard, 90 per cent copper, 7 tin, and 
3 zinc, the last added to facilitate the flow, 
For the great cayalry group, at the other 
end, many studies and experiments and cor 
rections haye been made, and the general com- 
position may be said to be now well thought 
out-a fierce rush of men and horses at full 
speed on the enemy. The amount of consci- 
tious and creatiye labor, artistic and techni- 
cal, in designing and working out this huge 
composition, first in the sketch model. then in 
the quarter size, and finally at full size for the 
bronze foundry. all to be so done that no pos- 
sible better arrangement can be thought of- 
this is indeed a monumental task, 
WILLL-UI W.UTD:\"". 
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IJ EARL Y sixteen years have 
\.
 passed since the volume of 
Stevenson's railima Letters, 
, selected and edited by me 

 
 ' , at his own request, was pub- 
lished, and nearly twelve 
since the two volumes followed containing 
the Letters to his Familv and Friends, The 
estimate expressed, in
 the Introduction to 
the latter collection, of Stevenson's quali- 
ties as a writer, and of the place which 
he seemed likely to maintain in the affec- 
tions of English readers an the world over, 
has been amply confirmed by the lapse of 
time, The sale of his works keeps increas- 
ing rather than diminishing; editions keep 
multiplying; a new generation of readers 
has found life and letters, nature and hu- 
man nature, touched and illuminated by 
him at so many points with such vital charm 
and freshness that it has become scarcely 
possible to take up any critical writing of 
the day and not find some reference to his 
work and name. Both series of letters- 
even one so much taken up as the l' ailima 
Lellers with matters of interest both remote 
and transitory-have been read in edition 
after edition: and readers have been and 
are continually asking for more, Accord- 
ingly the time is thought to have come for 
a ne\y and definitive edition, in which the 
two series of letters already published shall 
be combined into one, re-arranged in order 
of date, and as much new material added 
as can be found suitable, so that the result 
shall constitute an epistolary autobiography 
continuous and nearly complete, 
The task of carrying out this scheme has 
again fallen upon me. The new edition 


will contain some hundred and tifty letter:,> 
hitherto unpublished, They datc Írom all 
periods of Stevenson's life, those written in 
the brilliant and troubled days of his vouth 
'predominating, and gi,'ing a picture", per- 
haps unique in its kind, of a character and 
talent in the making. :\Iany of the letters 
now printed were put aside Ì\ve!\'e years 
ago simply for want of space, Lapse of 
time has enabled some to be given now that 
could not discreetly have been given then; 
some are addressed to correspondents who 
have only late1yplaced them at my di
po:,aI. 
:Much, of course, remains and ought to re- 
main unprinted. 
ome of the outpourings 
of the early time are too !'acred and inti- 
mate for publicity; many of the letters of 
his maturer years are dry business letters of 
no general interest; many others are mere 
scraps tossed in jest to his familiars and 
full of the catch-words and code-words cur- 
rent in their talk, but of little meaning to 
outsiders. Above all, many ha'-e to he 
omitted becruse the\' deal \\ ith the imi- 
mate affairs of privat
 persons. :-'tennson 
has been sometimes called an egoist, as 
though he had been one in the practical 
sense as wen as in the sense of taking a 
Ih'e1y interest in his own moods and doings. 
Xothing can be more untrue. The letters 
printed and reprinted are indeed for the 
most part about him5elf: hut it was of him- 
self that his corre:,pondents of all things 
most cared to hear, If the letters concerned 
with the privacies of other people could he 
published, as of course they cannot, the bal- 
ance would come more than even. "'c 
should see him throwing himself with =,ym- 
pathetic ardor and without thought of self 
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into the cares and interests of his corre- 
spondents, and should learn to recognize 
him as having becn truly the helper in many 
a relation where he might naturally have 
been taken for the person helped. 
As to the form in which the letters are 
now to be presented, they will till four small 
volumes of a handy and pleasant size and 
style. As to the text, it will be faithful to 
the original except in so far as I have used 
the editorial privilege of r omission when 
I thought it desirable, and as I have not 
felt myself bound to reproduce slips and 
oddities, however characteristic, of spell- 
ing, 
In their new guise, then, even more than 
in the old, and with their increased num- 
ber, the Stevenson letters will, I hope, 
prove to many readers a book humanly at- 
tractive and companionable beyond most 
others. I am asked by the editor and pub- 
lishers of this magazine to gh-e its readers 
some specimens by way of foretaste of the 
new letters which the book will include. 
The specimens will begin with two charac- 
teristic though contrasted letters belonging 
to Stevenson's youthful days in Edinburgh. 
The first datcs from his twentieth year, 
some months before it was finally agreed 
that he should give up the profession of 
cidl engineer, It is interesting both for 
the sake of its lively personal sketches, espe- 
cially that of the able painter and singular 
character, the late Sam Bough, and be- 
cause it is dated from the Isle of Earraid, 
vI,-here the works of the DIm Heartach light- 
house were then in progress, Readers will 
rcmember that this small islet off the coast 
of l\lulI is celebrated alike in Kidnapped, 
in The Jlerry Jlen, and in the essay Jle- 
moirs of an I stet, 


EARRAID, Thursday, A llgllst sth, I8jo. 
J\1y DEAR J\IOTHER: I have so much to 
say, that needs must I take a large sheet; 
for the notepaper brings with it a chilling 
J)revity of style, Indeed, I think pleasant 
writing is proportional to the size of the 
material you write withal. 
From Edinburgh to Greenock, I had the 
ex-secretary of the E. U. Conservative Club, 

1urdoch. At Greenock I spcnt a dismal 
cycning, though I found a prctty walk, 
Xcxt day on board the 101la, I had 
1aggie 
Thomson to Tarbet; Craig, a well-rcad, 
pleasant medical, to 
\rdrishaig; and Pro- 


fessor, :\1rs" and all the little Fleeming J en- 
kinseses to Oban, 
At Oban, that night, it was delicious. 
11r. Stephenson's yacht lay in the bay, and. 
a splendid band on board played delight- 
fullr. The waters of the bay were as smooth 
as a mill-pond; and, in the dusk, the black 
shadows of the hills stretched across to our 
very feet and the lights were reflected in 
long lines. At intervals, blue lights were 
burned on the water; and rockets were sent 
up. Sometimes great stars orclear fire fell 
from them, until the bay received and 
quenched them. I hired a boat and skulled 
round the yacht in the dark. ''"hen I came 
in, a very pleasant Englishman on the stcps 
fell into talk with me, till it was time to go 
to bed, 

 ext morning I slept on or I should have 
gone to Glencoe, As it was, it was blazing 
hot; so I hired a boat, pulled all forenoon 
along the coast and had a delicious bathe 
on a beautiful white beach. Coming home 
I cotogai'd my Englishman, lunched along- 
side of him and his sister, and took a walk 
with him in the afternoon, during which I 
find that he was travelling with a servant, 
kept hor:.-;es, et cætera. .\t dinner he \...ished 
me to sit beside him and his sister; but 
there was no room. ''"hen he came out he 
told me why he was so empressé on this 
point. He had found out my name, and 
that I was connected with lighthouses, and 
his sister wished to know if I were any rela- 
th-e of the Stevenson in Ballantyne's Light- 
house. All evening, he, his sister, I, and 
:Mr. Hargrove, of Hargrove and Fowler, sate 
in front of the hotel. I asked 11r. H, if he 
knew who my friend was. "Yes," he said: 
"I never met him before: but my partner 
knows him. He is a man of old family; 
and the solicitor of highest standing about 
Sheffield." At night he said, "1\'ow, if 
you're down in my neighborhood, you must 
pay me a visit. I am very fond of young 
men about me; and I should like a dsit 
from you very much. I can take you 
through my factory in Sheffield and I'll 
drive you all about the Dookeries," He 
then wrote me down his address; and we 
parted huge friends, he still kecping me up 
to visiting him. 
Hitherto, I had enjoyed myself amazing- 
ly; but to-day has been the crown. In the 
morning I met Bough on board, with whom 
I am both surprised and delighted. He and 
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I ha\'e read the same books, and di
cu
s 
Chaucer, Shakespeare, 
Iarlowe, Fletcher, 
\Yebster, and all the old authors. He can 
quote verses by the page, and has really a 
"ery pretty literary taste. Altogether, with 
all his roughness and buffoonery, a more 
pleasant, clever fellow you may seldom see, 
I was very much surprised with him; and 
he with me. ""There the devil did you 
read all these books?" says he; and in my 
heart, I echo the question. One amu
ing 
thing I must say. \\"e were both talking 
about travelling; and I said I was so fond 
of travelling alone, from the people one 
met and grew friendly with. .. Ah," says 
he, "but you've such a pleasant manner, 
you know-quite captivated myoid wom- 
an, you did-she couldn't talk of anything 
else." Here was a compliment, even in 
Sam Bough's sneering tones, that rather 
ticklcd my vanity; and really, my social 
successes of the last few days, the best of 
which is yet to come, are enough to turn 
anybody's head. To continue, after a little 
go in with Samuel, he going up on the 
bridge, I looked about me to see who there 
was; and mine eye lighted on two girls, one 
of whom was sweet and pretty, talking to an 
olù gentleman. " Ell bien," says I to my- 
self, "that seems the best im'estment on 
board." So I sidled up to the old gentle- 
man, got into conversation with him and 
so with the damsel; and thereupon, having 
used the patriarch as a ladder, I kicked him 
down behind me. "-ho should my damsel 
prove, but Amy Sinclair, daughter of Sir 
Tollemache. She certainly was the sim- 
plest, most naÏ,'e specimen of girlhood I e\'er 
saw. By getting brandy and biscuit and 
generally coaching up her cousin, who was 
sick, I ingratiated myself; and so kept her 
the whole way to lona, taking her into the 
cave at Staffa and generally making my- 
self as gallant as possible. I was never so 
much pleased with anything in my life, as 
her amusing absence of l1lawuaise lWllle: :.-;he 
was so sorry I wasn't going on to Oban 
again: didn't know how she could have en- 
joyed hersclf if I hadn't been there: and 
was so sorry we hadn't met on the Crinan. 
"'hen we came back from Staffa, she and 
her aunt went down to ha\'e lunch; and a 
minute after up comes :\Iiss Amy to ask me 
if I wouldn't think better of it, and ta'ke 
some lunch with them, I couldn't resi
t 
that, of course; so dowll I went; and there 
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she displayed the full extent of her inno- 
cence. I must he sure to come to Thurso 
Castle the next time I was in Caithness, and 
rpper 1\'or\\"ooù (\\ hence she would take 
me all over the Crystal Palace) when I was 
near London; and (most complete of all) 
she offered to call on us in Edinburgh! 
\\ a5n't it delicious ?-she is a girl of six- 
teen or scventeen, too, and the latter I think. 
I never yet saw a girl so innocent and fresh, 
so perfectly modest without the least trace 
of prudery. 
Coming off Staffa, Sam Bough (who had 
been in huge force the whole time, draw- 
ing in 
Iiss .-\my's sketchbook, making 
himself agreeable or othen\ ise to every- 
body) pointed me out to a parson and said, 
"that's him." This was Alexander Ross 
and his wife. 
The last stage of the steamcr now ap- 
proached, 
Iiss 
-\my and I lamenting pa- 
thetically that lona was so near. .. People 
meet in this way," quoth she, .. and then 
lose sight of one another so soon." \\-e all 
landed together, Bough and I and the Ro:.-;s's 
with our baggage: and went together over 
the ruins. I was here left with the cousin 
and the aunt, during which I learned that 
said cousin sees me C'i'crv Slwdav in S1. 
Stephen's. 0 ho! thought Í, at the .
 every," 
The aunt was \"ery anxious to know who 
that strange, wild man was ? (didn't I wish 
Samuel in Tophet!) Of course, in reply, I 
drew it strong about eccentric genius and 
my never having known him before, and a 
good deal that was perhaps" strained to the 
e
tremest limit of the fact." 
The steamer left, and 
Iiss Amv and her 
cousin \vaved their handkerchiefs; unti[ my 
arm in answering them was nearly broken. 
I believe women's arms must be better 
made for this exercise: mine ache stilI; and 
I regretted at the time that the handker- 
chief had seen ser\"ice. Altogether, how- 
eycr, I was left in a pleasant frame of mind. 
Being thus left alone, Bough, I, the 
Ro
ses, Professor Black ie, and an English- 
man called 
I-: these people were go- 
ing to remain the night, except the Pro- 
fe
sor, who is resident there at present. 
They were going to dine en compagnie and 
wished us to join the party: but we had 
already committed ourseh'cs by mistake to 
the wrong hotel, and besides, we wished to 
he off as soon as wind and tide were against 
us to Earraid. \\'e went up; Bough se- 
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Iected a place for sketching and blocked in 
the sketch for }Irs, R.; and we all talked 
together. Bough told us his family his- 
tory and a lot of strange things about old 
Cumberland life: among others, how he 
had known " J aIm Peel" of pleasant mem- 
ory in song, and of how that worthy hunted. 
_-\t tì\'e. down we go to the Argyll Hotel, and 
wait dinner. Broth-" nice broth "-fresh 
herrings. and fowl had been promised. At 
5.50, I get the shovel and tongs and drum 
them at the stair-head till a response comes 
from below that the nice broth is at hand. 
I boa:.-;t of my engineering, and Bough com- 
pares me to the Abbott of Arbroath who 
originated the Inchcape Bell. At last, in 
comes the tureen and the hand-maid lifts 
the cover. "Rice soup!" I yell; "0 no! 
none 0' that for me
"-"Yes," says Bough 
sJxagelr: "but 
Iiss .-\my didn't take me 
downstairs to eat salmon." Accordingly 
he is helped. How his face fell. "I im- 
agine myself in the accident ward of the 
Infirmary," quoth he. It was, purely and 
simply, rice and water. \iter this, we have 
another weary pause, and then herrings in 
a state of mash and potatoes like iron, 
., Send the potatoes out to Prussia for grape- 
shot," was the suggestion, I dined off 
broken herrings and dry bread. At last 
., the supreme moment comes," and the 
fowl in a lordly dish is carried in. On the 
cO\"er being raised, there is something so 
forlorn and miserable about the aspect of 
the animal that we both roar with laughter. 
ThenBough, taking up knife and fork, turns 
the" swarry" over and oyer, shaking doubt- 
fully his head. "There's an aspect of quiet 
re:.-;istance about the beggar," says he, 
., that looks bad." However, to work he 
falls until the sweat stands on his brow and 
a dismembered leg falls, dull and leaden- 
like, on to my dish. To eat it was simply 
impossible. I did not know before that 
tlesh could be so tough. "The strongest 
ja\ys in England," says Bough piteously, 
harpooning his dry morsel, "couldn't eat 
this leg in less than twelve hours." Noth- 
ing for it now, but to order boat and bill. 
., That fowl," says Bough to the landlady, 
"is of a breed I know. I knew the cut of 
its jib whenever it was put down. That 
was the grandmother of the cock that 
frightened Peter."-" I thought it was a 
historical animal," say I. "\Yhat a shame 
to kill it. It's as bad as eating \Yhitting- 


ton's cat or the Dog of 1\Iontargis "-" N a, 
-na, it's no so old," says the landlady, 
"but it eats hard."-" Eats!" I cry, "where 
do you find that? \
ery little of that verb 
with us," So with more raillery, we pay six 
shillings for our festival and run over to 
Earraid, shaking the dust of the Argyll Ho- 
tel from off our feet. 
I can write no more just now, and I hope 
you will be able to decipher so much; for 
it contains matter. Really, the whole of 
yesterday's work would do in a novel with- 
out on' little bit of embellishment; and, 
indeed, kw novels are so amusing. Bough, 
}liss Amy, Mrs. Ross, Blackie, 1\1- the 
parson-all these were such distinct char- 
acters, the incidents were so entertaining, 
and the scenery so fine, that the whole 
would have made a novelist's fortune. 



fy DEAR FATHER: No landing to-day, 
as the sea runs high on the rock. They 
are at the second course of the first story on 
the rock. I have as yet had no time here; 
so this is a. and w of my business news.- 
Your affectionate son, 
R, L. STEVENSO
. 


The next letter is of two years later date, 
and written in a very different hey to Ste- 
venson's contemporary and intimate com- 
panion, Charles Baxter, to whom are ad- 
dressed so many letters of all periods in the 
volumes already published. It is a speci- 
men of youthful nonsense, or, as he calls it, 
"gibber," but through its freakish tenor is 
to be discerned a vein of more than half- 
serious thinking very characteristic of R. L. 
S. alike as boy and man, 


[To Charles Baxter.] 


17 HERIOT Row, EDI:\'ß\:RGH, C ctober, 18]2. 
.:\ly DEAR BAXTER: I am gum-boiled 
and face swollen to an unprecedented de- 
gree. It is very depressing to suffer from 
gibber that cannot be brought to a head. I 
cannot speak it, because my face is so 
s\vollen and stiff that enunciation must he 
deliberate-a thing your true gibbcrer can- 
not hold up his head under; and writ 
gibber is somehow not gibber at all, it 
does not come forth, does not ..flow, with 
that fine irrational freedom that it 10\ cs in 
speech-it does not afford relief to the 
packed bosom, 
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Hence J am suffering from suppressed 
gibber-an uneasy complaint; and like all 
cases of suppres
ed humors, this hath a 
nasty tendency to the brain. Therefore 
(the more confused I get, the more I lean 
on Thus's and Hences and Therefores) you 
must not be down upon me, most noble 
Festus, altho' this letter should smack of 
some infinnity of judgment. I speak the 
words of soberness and truth; and would 
you were not almost but altogether as I am, 
except this swelling, Lord, Lord, if we 
could change personalities how we should 
hate it. How I should rebel at the office, 
repugn under the {;lster coat, and repu- 
diate your monkish humors thus unjustly 
and suddenly thrust upon poor, infidel me ! 
And as for you-why, my dear Charles, "a 
mouse that hath its lodging in a eat's ear" 
would not be so uneasy as you in your new 
conditions, I do not see how your tem- 
perament would come thro' the feverish 
longings to do things that cannot then (or 
perhaps ever) be accomplished, the fever- 
ish unrests and damnable indecisions, that 
it takes all my easy-going spirits to come 
through. A vane can live out anything in 
the shape of a wind; and that is how I can 
be, and am, a more serious person than 
you. Just as the light French seemed very 
serious to Sterne, ligh t L, Stevenson can 
afford to bob about over the top of any 
deep sea of prospect or retrospect, where 
ironclad C, Baxter would incontinently go 
down with all hands. A fool is generally 
the wisest person out. The wise man must 
shut his eyes to all the perils and horrors 
that lie round him; but the cap and bells 
can go bobbing along the most slippery 
ledges and the bauble will not stir up 
sleeping lions. Hurray! for motley, for a 
good sound insouciance, for a healthy phil- 
osophic carelessness! 
l\ly dear Baxter, a word in your ear- 
"DON'T YOU WISH YOU WERE A FOOL?" 
How easy the world would go on with you 
-literally on castors. The only reason a 
wise man can assign for getting drunk is 
that he wishes to enjoy for a while the 
blessed immunities and sunshiny weather 
of the land of fooldom. But a fool, who 
dwells ever there, has no excuse at all. 
That is a happy land, if you like-and not 
so far away either, Take a fool's advice 
and let us strive without ceasing to get into 
it. Hark in your ear again: "THEY ALLOW 
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PEOPLE TO REASO
 I
 TH.\T LA:XD." I \\"i
h 
I could take you by the hand and lead you 
away into its plea:.-;ant boundaries. There 
is no custom-house on the frontier, and vou 
may take in what books you will. There 
are no manners and customs; but men and 
women grow up, like trees in a 
till, \vell- 
walled garden, "at their own s\veet will." 
There is no prescribed or customary foIl y- 
no motley, cap, or bauble: out of the well 
of each one's own innate absurdity he i:.-; al- 
lowed and encouraged freely to draw and to 
communicate; and it is a strange thing how 
this natural fooling comes so high to one's 
better thoughts of wi::.dom; and stranger 
still, that all this discord of people speak- 
ing in their own natural moods and keys, 
masses itself into a far more perfect har- 
mony than all the di:,mal, official unison in 
which they sing in other countries, Part- 
singing seems best all the world over. 
I who live in England must wear the 
hackneyed symbols of the profession, to 
show that I have (at least) consular immu- 
nities, coming as I do out of another land, 
where they are not so wise as they are here, 
but fancy that God likes what he makes 
and is not best pleased with us when ,,-e de- 
face and dissemble all that he has gi\-en us 
and put about us to one common standard 
of-Highty-Tighty!-when was a jester 
obliged to finish his sentence? I cut so 
strong a pirouette that all my bells jingle, 
and come down in an attitude, with one 
hand upon my hip. The evening's enter- 
tainment is over,-" and if our kyind 
friends- " 
Hurrah! I feel relieved, I have put out 
my gibber, and if you have read thus far, 
you will have taken it in, I wonder if you 
will ever come this length. I shall try a 
trap for you, and insult you here, on thi
 
last page. "0 Baxter what a damned 
humbug you are!" There-shall this in- 
sult bloom and die unseen, or will you come 
toward me, when next we meet, with a face 
deformed with anger and demand speedy 
and bloody satisfaction? ....Y o liS verrOIlS, 
which is French. R, L. STEVEXSOX. 


Passing O\rer an interval of a year, and a 
very critical year in Stevenson's life, \VC 
come to the period of that hreak-down in 
health which caused him to be despatched 
peremptorily for a winter's rest on the 
French Riviera, and gave occasion to the 



3!}l) 


N e\Y Letters by R. L. Steyenson 


c5say Ordered South, the only one of his 
,nitings in which he allows himself to 
take, even for a moment, the point of yiew 
of an inyalid. Here are portions of the 
journal-letter in which he described to 
.:\lrs. Sitwell. who had bv this time become 
his closest friend and c
nfidante, the latcr 
stages and impressions of his journey from 
London to .:\Ientone, 


[To :\lrs, Sitwell.] 


Anexox, [
y O"Llember, I8i3]. 
I have just read your letter upon the top 
of the hill beside the Church and Castle. 
The whole air was 1ìlled with sunset and 
the sound of bells; and I wish I could give 
you the least notiun of the soutllernncss and 
Pro
'ençalit)' of all that I saw. 
I cannot write while I am travelling; {'est 
'lln déjaltt,. but so it is, I must have a cer- 
tain feeling of being at home, and my head 
must have time to settle. The new images 
oppress me, and I have a fever of restless- 
ness on me. You must not be disappointed 
at such shabby letters; and besides, re- 
member my poor head and the fanciful 
crawling in the spine. 
I am back again in the stage of thinking 
there is nothing the matter 'with me, which is 
a good sign; but I am wretchedly nervous, 
Anything like rudeness I am simply baby- 
ishly afraid of; and noises, and e:.-;pecially 
the sounds of certain voices, are the dedI to 
me, A blind poet whom I found sclling his 
immortal works in the streets of Sens, cap- 
ti,"ated me with the remarkable equable 
strength and sweetness of his voice; and I 
li:.-;tened a long while and bought:.-;ome of the 
poems; and now this voice, after I had thus 
got it thoroughly into my head, proved false 
metal and a really bad and horrible voice at 
bottom, It haunted me some time, but I 
think I am done with it now. 
I hope you don't dislike reading bad style 
like this as much 'as I do writing it; it 
hurts me when neither words nor clau:.-;es 
fall into their places, much as it would hurt 
you to sing when you had a bad cold and 
your yoice deceived you and mis:.-;ed every 
other note, I do feel so inclined to break 
the pen and writc no more; and here àpro- 
pos begins my back, 
.lfter dimlcr.-It blows to-night from 
the north down the yalley of the Rhune, 
and everything is so cold that I have becn 


obliged to indulge in a fire. There is a fine 
crackle and roar of burning wood in the 
chimney which is yery homely and com- 
panionable, though it does seem to postu- 
late a town all white with snow out:.-;ide. 
I have bought Sainte-Beuve's Chateau- 
briand and am immensely delighted with 
the critic. Chateaubriand is more an- 
tipathetic to me than anyone else in thc 
world. 
I begin to wish myself arrived to-night. 
Travelling, when one is not quite well, ha:.-; 
a good deal of unpleasantness. One is 
easily upset by cross incidents, and wants 
that belle Izumeur and spirit of adventure 
that makes a pleasure out of what is un- 
pleasant. 
Tuesday, _y o
lembcr U/ll.- The r e ! 
There's a date for you. I shall be in 
rcn- 
tone for my birthday, with plenty of nice 
letters to reae!. I went away across the 
Rhone and up the hill on the other side that 
I might see the town from a distance. Avig- 
non foIlO\ved me with its bells and drums 
and bugles; for the old city has no equal 
for multitude of such noises, Crossing thc 
bridge and seeing the brown turbid water 
foam and eddy about the piers, one could 
scarce believe one's eyes when one looked 
down upon the stream and saw the smooth 
blue mirroring tree and hill. Over on the 
other side, the sun beat down so furiously 
on the white road that I was glad to keep in 
the shadow and, when the occasion offered, 
to turn aside among the olive-yards, It 
was nine vears and si.x months since I had 
been in :'Ul olive-yard, I found myself 
much changed, not so gay, but ,viser and 
more happy. I read your letter a fourth 
time, and sat a\vhile looking down O\"er the 
tawny plain and at the fantastic outline of 
the city. The hills seemcd just fainting 
into the sky; even the great peak above 
Carpentras (Lord knows how many metres 
above the sea) seemed unsubstantial and 
thin in the breadth and potency of the sun- 
shine. 
r should like to stay longer here but r 
can't. I am driven forward by restlessness 
and leave this afternoon about two. I am 
just going out now to visit again the church, 
castle, and hill, for the sake of the magnif- 
icent panorama, and besides, because it is 
the friendliest spot in all .--\ vignoll to me. 
[Later.] You cannot picture to yourself 
anything more steeped in hard bright sun- 
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shine than the view from the hill. The im- 
movable inky shadow of the old bridge on 
the t1eetingsurface of the yellow river seemed 
more solid than the bridge itself. Just in 
the place where I sat yesterday evening a 
shayen man in a velvet cap was studying 
music-evidently one of the singers for La 
l1Iuc//e de Portici at the theatre to-night. I 
turned back as I went away: the white 
Christ stood out in strong relief on his brO\';n 
cross against the blue sky, and the four kneel- 
ing angels and lanterns grouped themselves 
about the foot with a symmetry that was 
almost laughable; the musician read on at 
his music, and counted time with his hand 
on the stone step. 

IENTONE, lYo'i..'ember I2tlz.-"J.ly first 
enthusiasm was on rising at Orange and 
throwing open the shutters. Such a great 
living flood of sunshine poured in upon me, 
that I confess to having danced and ex- 
pressed my satisfaction aloud; in the mid- 
dle of which the boots came to the door with 
hot water, to my great confusion. 
To-day has been one long delight, com- 
ing to a magnificent climax on my arrival 
here. I gave up my baggage to an hotel 
porter and set off to walk at once. I was 
somewhat confused as yet as to my direc- 
tions, for the station of course WTIS new to 
me, and the hills had not sufficiently opened 
out to let me recognize the peaks, Sud- 
denly, as I was going forward slowly in this 
confusion of mind, I was met by a great 
volley of odors out of the lemon and orange 
gardens. and the past linked on to the pres- 
ent, and in a moment, in the twinkling of an 
eye, the whole scene fell before me into 
order, and I was at home. I nearly danced 
again. 
I suppose I must send off this to-night 
to notify my arrÎ\-al in safety and good- 
humour and, I think, in good health, be- 
fore relapsing into the old weekly \Oein. I 
hope this time to send you a weekly dose 
of sunshine from the south, instead of the 
jet of snell Edinburgh east wind that used 
to was.-Ever your faithful friend, 
R. L. S. 


In the course of the winter following the 
arrhoal above descrihed, I paid two \'i
its 
to my sick friend, spending part of De- 
cemher with him between :\Ionaco. "J.lonte 
Carlo, and :\Ientone, and the whole of Feb- 
ruary at .i\Ientone. In the intenoal I was 
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doing some work in Paris, and received from 
him among others the following two letters, 
each \"ery characteristic in its kind, and 
each after its manner much concerned with 
the technical difficulties of the writer's art. 
lt had been a very cold Christmas at 
:\Ionaco and :Uonte Carlo, and Stevenson 
had no adequate o\Oercoat, so it was agreed 
that when I went to Paris I should try 
and find him a warm cloak. I amused 
myself looking out for one suited to his 
taste for the picturesque and piratical in 
apparel, and found one in the style of 
1830, dark blue and Howing, and fasten- 
ing with a swan-neck clasp. 


[:\IENTONE, J all uary, r8ï 4.] 
l\Iy DEAR COLVIX: Thank you very 
much for your note, This morning I am 
stupid again; can do nothing at all; am no 
good" comme plumitif," I think it must 
be the cold outside. At least that would 
explain my addled head and intense lazi- 
ness. 
o why did you tell me about that cloak, 
\,"hy didn't you buy it? Isn't it in "Julius 
Cæsar" that Pompey blames-no not Pom- 
pey but a friend of Pompey's-well, Pom- 
pey's friend, I mean the friend of Pompey 
-blames somebody else who was his friend 
-that is who was the friend of Pompey's 
friend-because he (the friend of Pompey's 
friend) had not done something right off, but 
had come and asked him (Pompey's friend) 
whether he (the friend of Pompey's friend) 
ought to do it or no? There I fold my 
hands with some complacency: that's a 
piece of very good narration. I am getting 
into good form, These classical instances 
are always distracting, I was talking of 
the cloak. It's awfully dear. Are there 
no cheap and nasty imitations? Think of 
that-if, however, it were the opinion 
(ahem) of competent persons that the great 
cost of the mantle in question was no more 
than proportionate to its durability; if it 
were to be a joy forever; if it would cover 
my declining years and :.mrvive me in any- 
thing like integrity for the comfort of my 
executors; if-I have the word-if the price 
indicates (as it seems) the quality of per- 
durability in the fabric; if, in fact, it would 
not be extravagant, but only the leariest 
economy to layout {,S IS in a single mantle 
without seam and without price, and if- 
and if-it really fastens with an agrafe-I 
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would B'CY it. But not unless. If not a 
cheap imitation would be the move.-Ever 
yours, R. L. S, 


In the following, "Bob" is his elder 
cousin Robert Alan :Mowbray Stevenson, 
a 
pirit as radiantly gifted as R. L, S. him- 
self, though with less in him of the prac- 
tical strain of character which helped the 
younger man to turn his gifts to working 
account. It was not till years afterward 
that R. . \. 
I. Stevenson became known 
as a brilliant painter-critic, Some of the 
most penetrating and original statements 
of critical theory that have ever been put 
in words are contained in his book on 
Velasquez and in his contributions to the 
columns of the Saturdav Review and The 
Pall JI all Gazette. Bet
veen the elder and 
the younger cousin there had been from 
boyhood the strongest mutual attachment, 
"
Iadame Zassetsky" is one of the two 
Russian sisters who, with their children, 
contributed so much to brighten for Stev- 
enson these days of weakness, as has al- 
ready been made apparent in his pub- 
lished letters. "The Bottle" means The 
Curate of A nstrutlzer' s Bottle, one of the 
scores of tales which in his prentice days 
he attempted and gave up. 


[
IE
TOXE, January, 1874], 
:ThIY DEAR S, c.: I suppose this will be 
my last note then. I think you will find 
everything very jolly here, I am very jolly 
myself. I worked six hours to-day. I am 
occupied in transcribing The Bot/Ie, which 
is pleasant work to me; I find much in it 
that I still think excellent and much that I 
am doubtful about; my convention is so 
terribly difficult that I have to put out much 
that pleases me, and much that I still pre- 
serve I only preserve with misgiving. I 
wonder if my convention is not a little too 
hard and too much in the style of those de- 
cadent curiosities, poems without the letter 
E, poems going with the alphabet and the 
like, And yet the idea, if rightly under- 
stood arid treated as a convention always 
and not as an abstract principle, should not 
so much hamper one as it seems to do. The 
idea is not, of course to put in nothing but 
what would naturally have been noted and 
remem bered and handed down, but not to 
put in anything that would make a person 
stop and say-how could this be known? 


\\ïthout doubt it has the advantage of mak- 
ing one rely on the essential interest of a 
situation and not cocker up and validify 
feeble intrigue with incidental fine writing 
and scenery, and pyrotechnic exhibitions 
of inappropriate cleverness and sensibility. 
I remember Bob once saying to me that the 
quadrangle of Edinburgh Cniversity was a 
good thing and our having a talk as to how it 
could be employed in different arts. I then 
stated that the different doors and staircases 
ought to be brought before a reader of a story 
not by mere recapitulation but by the use of 
them, by the descent of different people one 
after another by each of them. And that 
the grand feature of shadow and the light 
of the one lamp in the corner should also be 
introduced only as they enabled people in 
the story to see one another or prevented 
them, And finally that whatever could not 
thus be worked into the evolution of the ac- 
tion had no right to be commemorated at 
all. After all, it is a story you are telling; 
not a place you are to describe, and every- 
thing that does not attach itself to the story 
is out of place. 
This is a lecture not a letter, and it seems 
rather like sending coals to Newcastle to 
write a lecture to a subsidized professor. 
I hope you have seen Bob by this time, 
I know he is anxious to meet you and I 
am in great anxiety to know what you 
think of his prospects-frankly, of course: 
as for his person, I don't care a damn what 
you think of it: I am case-hardened in that 
matter. 
I wrote a French note to l\:Iadame Zas- 
setsky the other day, and there were no 
errors in it, The complete Gaul, as you 
may see.-Ever yours, 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 


The next letter I shall quote is one writ- 
ten six weeks after his return from 
:Ien- 
tone to Edinburgh in the spring of 1874, 
and telling of the thoughts and feelings that 
filled his mind during the strain of a great 
anxiety on account of this same cousin's 
dangerous illness. 


[To 1\1rs. Sitwell,] 


[SWAXSTON, June, 1874], Wednesday, 
News reaches me that Bob is laid down 
with diphtheria; and you know what that 
means. 



N e,," Letters by R. L. Stevenson 


.:Y iglzt.-I am glad to say that I have on 
the whole a good account of Bob and 1 do 
hope he may pull through in spite of all. I 
went down and saw the doctor; but it is not 
thought right that I should go in to see him 
in case of contagion: you know it is a very 
contagious malady. 
Tlzursday,-It is curious how calm 1 am 
in such a case. I wait with perfect com- 
posure for farther news; I can do nothing; 
why should I disturb myself? And yet if 
things go wrong 1 shall be in a fine way 1 
can tell you, 
How curiously we are built up into our 
false positions. The other day, having 
toothache and the black dog on my back 
generally, 1 was rude to one of the servants 
at the dinner-table, And nothing of course 
can be more disgusting than for a man to 
speak harshly to a young woman who will 
lose her place if she speaks hack to him; 
and of course 1 determined to apologize. 
\Yell, do you know, it ,vas perhaps four 
days before 1 found courage enough, and 1 
felt as red and ashamed as could be. 'Yhy? 
because 1 had been rude? not a bit of it; 
because 1 was doing a thing that would be 
called ridiculous in thus apologizing. I 
did not know I had so much respect of mid- 
dle class notion before; this is my right 
hand which I must cut off. Hold the arm 
please: once-twice-thrice: the offensive 
member is amputated: let us hope 1 shall 
never be such a cad any more as to be 
ashamed of being a gentleman. 
J'\T iglIt.-1 suppose 1 must have been 
more affected than 1 thought: at least 1 
found 1 could not work this morning and 
had to go out, The whole garden was filled 
with a high westerly wind, coming straight 
out of the hills and richly scented with 
furze-or whins, as we would say. The 
trees were all in a tempest and roared like a 
heavy surf; the paths all strewn with fallen 
apple-blossom and leaves. 1 got a quiet 
seat behind a yew and went away into a 
meditation, 1 was very happy after my 
own fashion, and whenever there came a 
blink of sunshine or a bird whistled higher 
than usual, or alittle powder of white apple- 
blossom came over the hedge and settled 
about me in the grass, I had the gladdest 
little Hutter at my heart and stretched my- 
self for very voluptuousness. 1 wasn't alto- 
gether taken up with my private pleasures, 
however, and had many a look down ugly 
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vistas in the future, for Bob and others. 
But we must all be content and brave, and 
look eagerly for these little passages of hap- 
piness by the wayside, and go on after- 
ward, savoring them under the tongue, 
Friday.-Our garden has grown beauti- 
ful at last, beautiful with fresh foliage and 
daisied grass. The sky is still cloudy and 
the day perhaps even a little gloomy; but 
under this gray roof, in this shaded tem- 
perate light how delightful the new sum- 
mer is. 
"-hen I shall come to London must al- 
ways be problematical like all my move- 
ments, and of course this sickness of Bob's 
makes it still more uncertain. If all goes 
well 1 may have to go to the country and 
take care of him in his convalescence. But 
I shall come shortly. Do not hurry to 
write to me; I had rather YOll had ten 
minutes more of good friendly sleep, than 1 
a longer letter; and you know I am rather 
partial to your letters. Yesterday, by the 
hy, 1 received the proof of Jïctor Hugo; it 
is not nicely written, but the stuff is capital, 
1 think, )Iodesty is my most remarkable 
quality, I may remark in passing. 
1.30.-1 was out, behind the yew hedge, 
reading the Com/esse de Rudols/adt when 1 
find my eyes grow weary and looked up 
from the book. 0 the rest of the quiet 
greens and whites, of the daisied surface! 
1 was very peaceful, but it began to sprinkle 
rain and so I fain to come in for a moment 
and chat with you. By the way, I must send 
you COlls'ltelo; you said you had quite for- 
gotten it if I remember aright; and surely 
a book that could divert me when I thought 
myself on the very edge of the grave, from 
the work that I so much desired and was 
yet unable to do, and from many painful 
thoughts, should somewhat support and 
amuse you under all the hard things that 
may be coming upon you. If you should 
wonder why I am writing to you so ,"olu- 
minously, know that it is because 1 am not 
suffering myself to work, and in idlenes
, 
as in death, etc.- 
Salurday.-l have had a very cruel day. 
1 heard this morning that yesterday Boh 
had been ,-ery much worse and I went down 
to Portobello with all sorts of horrible pre- 
sentiments. 1 was glad when I turned the 
corner and :-;aw the blinds still up. He was 
definitely better, if the word definitely can 
be used about such a detestably insidious 
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complaint. I have ordered Consuelo for 
you, and you should have it soon this week; 
I mean next week of coursc; I am thinking 
when you will receive this letter, not of now 
when I am writing it. 
I am so tired; but I am very hopeful. 
All will he well sometime, if it be only 
when we are dcad, One thing I see so 
clearly. Death is the end neithcr of joy nor 
sorrow. Let us pass into the clods and 
come up again as grass and flowers; we 
shall still be this wonderful, shrinking, sen- 
tient matter-we shall still thrill to the 
sun and grow relaxed and quiet after rain, 
and have all manner of pains and pleasures 
that we know not of now. Consciousness, 
and ganglia, and suchlike, are aftcr all but 
theories. And who knows? This God may 
not be cruel when all is done; he may relent 
and bc good to us à la fin des fins. Think 
of how he tempers our afflictions to us, of 
how tenderly he mixes in bright joys with 
the gray web of trouble and care that we 
call our life. Think of how he gives, who 
takes away, Out of the bottom of the miry 
clay I write this; and I look forward confi- 
dently; I have faith after all; I believe, I 
hope, I will not have it reft from me; there 
is something good behind it all, bitter and 
terrible as it seems, dear friend. The in- 
finite majesty (as it will be always in regard 
to us the bubbles of an hour) the infinite 
majesty must have moments, if it were no 
more, of greatness; must sometimes be 
touched with a feeling for our infirmities, 
must sometimes relent and be clement to 
thosc frail playthings that he has made, and 
made so bitterly alive. :\Iust it not be so, 
my dear friend, out of the depths I cry? I 
feel it, now when I am most painfully con- 
scious of his cruelty. He must relent. He 
must reward. He must give some indem- 
nity, if it were but in the quiet of a daisy, 
tasting of the sun and the soft rain and the 
sweet shadow of trces, for all the dire fever 
that he makes us bear in this poor exist- 
ence. \\Te make too much of this human 
life of ours, It may be that two clods to- 
gether, two dowers together, two grown 
trees togethcr touching each other deli- 
ciously ,...ith their spread leaves, jt may be 
that these dumh things have their own 
priceless sympathies, surer and more un- 
trouhled than ours. 
I don't know quite whether I have wan- 
dered. Forgive me, I feel as if I had rc- 


licved myself; so perhaps it may not be un- 
pleasant for you eithcr.-Belicye me, ever 
your faithful friend, 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVE
SO
. 


From this date to that of the extracts 
which shall now follow there is an interval 
of fi,'e years; the interval which brought 
Stevenson's prentice days as a writer to an 
end, and established him in the eyes of a 
judicious few, on the strcngth of his early 
travel-books, essays, and short stories, as 
a brilliant young master from whom the 
highest things might confidently be ex- 
pected. Among the letters hitherto un- 
printed which he wrote home from Cali- 
fornia during the trying winter and spring 
of 18ï9-188o, I here give two. The first 
is addressed to myself. It mentions the 
writer's project, afterward abandoned, of a 
tale called.1 r cndctta of the IT" est; his other 
project for a romance to be called thePrillcc 
of GrÜnc'ii'ald, carried out and rechristened 
later as Prince Otto,. as well as a project of 
my own for a volume to bc made up of his 
short stories to be illustrated by the late 
Randolph Caldecott. :Moreover, it intro- 
duces for the first time a mention of his now 
famous Requiem, The way in which its 
touches of lcvity and profound seriousness 
come togcther almost in the same breath 
will be nothing new to those familiar with 
his mind. Levity was to him often not 
merely a relief from, but a mask for, a seri- 
ousness too deep for words. 


[608 BUSH STREET, 
SA
 FRAXCISCO, February, 1880,] 
:\IY DEAR COLVIN: I received a very 
nice letter from you with two enclosures. 
I am still unable to finish the Emigrant, 
although there are only some fIfteen pages 
to do. The 1 r endetta is, I am afraid, scarce 
Fortnightly form, though after the Pavil- 
lion being taken by Stephen, I am truly 
at sea about all such matters. I dare say 
my Prince of Griincwald-the name still 
uncertain-would be good enough for any- 
thing if I could but get it done: I be- 
lieve that to be a really good story. The 
1. cndetta is some,vhat cheap in motive; 
vcry rum and unlike the present kind of 
no,'els both for good and evil in writing; 
and on the whole, only remarkable for the 
heroine's character, and that I believe to be 
in it. . . . 
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I am not well at all. But hope to be bet- 
ter, You know I have been hawkeLl to 
death these last months. And then I lived 
too low, I fear; and anyway I h
1Ye got 
pretty low and out at elbows in health. I 
wish I could say better,-but I cannot. 
\\Ïth a constitution like mine, you never 
know-to-morrow I may be carrying top- 
gallant sails again; but just at present I am 
scraping along with a jurymast and a kind 
of amateur rudder. Truly I have some 
misery, as things go; but these things are 
mere detail. Howe\Ter I do not want to 
creper, claquer, and cave in just when I 
have a chance of some happiness; nor do I 
mean to. All the same, I am more and 
more in a difficulty how to move every day. 
\rhat a day or an hour might bring forth, 
God forbid that I should prophesy. Cer- 
tainly, do what you like about the stories; 
JJïll 0' tlie l1Iill, or not. It will be Calde- 
cott's book or nobody's. I am glad you 
liked the Guitar: I always did: and I 
think C. could make lovely pikters to it: 
it almost seems as if I must have written it 
for him express. 
I have already been a visitor at the Club 
for a fortnigh t; but that's over, and I don't 
much care to renew the period. I want to 
be married, not to belong to all the damned 
Clubs in Christendie. . . . I half think of 
writing up the Sand Lot agitation for 1Ior- 
ley; it is a curious business; were I stronger, 
I should try to sugar in with some of the 
leaders: a chield amang 'em takin' notes; 
one, who kept a brothel, I reckon, before 
she started socialist particularly interests 
me. If I am right as to her early industry, 
you know she would be sure to adore me. 
I have been all my days a dead hand at a 
harridan, I never saw the one yet that could 
resist me. ""hen I die of consumption, you 
can put that upon my tomb. 
Sketch of my tomb follows: 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 


BORN 1850, OF A FA:\IILY OF 
ENGIXECRS, DIED 


"
itor aquis." 


Home is the sailor, home from sea, 
.\nd the hunter home from the hill. 


You, who pass this gra \'e, put aside hatred; 
love kindne
s; be all serYÏces remembered 
in }our heart and all offences pardoned; 
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and as you go down again among the 1i\- 
ing, let thb he your question: can I make 
some one happier this day before I lie down 
to sleep? Thus the dead man speaks to 
you from the dust: you will hear no more 
from him. 


\rho knows, Colvin, but I may thus be of 
more use when I am buried than ever when 
I was alive? The more I think of it, the 
more earnestly do I desire this. I may per- 
haps try to write it Letter some day; but 
that is what I want in sense. The verses 
are from a beayootiful poem by me. 
R. L. S. 


The following is the only letter that has 
been preserved to his friend James ""alter 
Ferrier, whose death furnished three and a 
half years later the occasion of the essay 
Old Jlor/alitv. "Forester" is an autobio- 
graphical pa'per by J. \Y. F. on his own 
boyhood. 


P.o. SA
 FRAXCISCO, April 8th, 1880, 

Iy DEAR FERRIER: 
Iany thanks for 
your letter, and the instalment of Forester 
which accompanied it, and which I read 
with amusement and pleasure. I fear Som- 
erset's letter must wait; for my dear boy, I 
ha'"e been very nearly on a longer voyage 
than usual; I am fresh from giving Charon 
a quid instead of an obolus: but he, having 
accepted the payment, scorned me, and I 
had to make the best of my way backward 
through the mallow-wood, with nothing to 
show for this displacement but the fatigue 
of the journey. As soon as I feel fit, you 
shall have the letter, trust me. But just 
now even a note such as I am now writing 
takes it out of me. I have, truly, been very 
sick; I fear I am a vain man, for I thought 
it a pity I should die. I could not help 
thinking that a good many would be disap- 
pointed; but for myself, although I still 
think life a business full of agreeable feat- 
ures I was not entirely unwilling to gh'e it 
up. It is so difficult to behave well; and 
in that matter, I get more dissatistìed with 
myself, hecause more exigent, every day, I 
shall be pleased to hear again from you 
soon. I shall be married early in l\fayand 
then go to the mountains, a very withered 
bridegroom. I think your 
IS, Bible, if 
that were a specimen, would be a credit 
to humanity. Betweeuwhiles, collect such 
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thoughts both from yourself and others: I 
somehow believe every man should leave a 
Bible behind him,-if hc is unable to leave 
a jest book. I feel fit to leave nothing but 
my benediction. It is a strange thing how, 
do what you wiII, nothing seems accom- 
plished. I fecI as far from having paid 
humanity my board and lodging as I did 
six years ago when I was sick at 
Ientone. 
But I dare say the devil would keep telling 
me so, if I had mo\'ed mountains, and at 
least I have been very happy on many dif- 
ferent occasions, and that is always some- 
thing. I can read nothing, write nothing; 
but d little while ago and I could eat noth- 
ing either; but now that is changed, This 
is a long letter for me; rub your hands, boy, 
for 'tis an honor.- Yours, from Charon's 
strand, R. L. S. 


.-\gain making a leap of nearly six years, 
over the periods of Stevenson's Alpine win- 
ters and Highland summers and the earlier 
years of his residence at Boumemouth, let 
us turn to his correspondence, hitherto un- 
published, with a friend of Boumemouth 
days whom he regarded with peculiar rev- 
erence and affection. This was Lady Tay- 
lor, a daughter of the first Lord 1\lon- 
tcagle; the wife, and by the time this letter 
was \Hitten the widow, of that fine old 
veteran poet and public servant Sir Henry 
Taylor, the author of Philip van Artevelde. 
Stevenson had just dedicated to her his 
collection of stories, T 1/ e 111 erry ..Ill en, and 
sent her with the advance sheets the follow- 
ing comments on his work. It should be 
added that Professor Dowden's Life of 
Shelley had lately come out, and had nat- 
urally been read with eager interest in a 
circle where the poet's son and daughter- 
in-law, Sir Percy and Lady Shelley, were 
near neighbors and intimate friends. 


SKERRYVORE, Bm;R.'<EMOUTH [January, r887]. 

Iy DEAR LADY TAYLOR: This is to wish 
you all the salutations of thc year, with some 
rcgret that I cannot offer them in person; 
yet less than I had supposed. For hitherto 
your flight to London seems to have wOl"ked 
well; and time flies and will soon bring you 
hack again. Though time is ironical, too; 
and it would be like his irony if the same 
tide that hrought you hack carried me 
away. That would not be, at least, with- 
out some meeting. 


I feel very sorry to think the book to 
which I have put your name will be no bet- 
ter, and I can make it nd better. The tales 
are of all dates and places; they are like the 
fox, the goose and the cottage of the ferry- 
man; and must go floating down time to- 
gether as best they can. But I am after all 
a (superior) penny-a-liner; I must do, in 
the Scotch phrase, as it will do with me; 
and I cannot always choose what my books 
are to be, only seize the chance they offer to 
link my name to a fricnd's. I hope the lot 
of them (the tales) will look fairly disci- 
plined when they are clapped in binding; 
but I fear they will be but an awkward 
squad. I have a mild wish that you at 
least will read them no further than the 
dedication. 
I suppose we have aU been reading 
Dowden. It seems to me a really first-rate 
book, full of justice, and humor without 
which there can be no justice; and of fine 
intelligence besides. Here and there, per- 
haps a trifle precious, but this is to spy flaws 
in a fine work, I was uneasy at my re- 
semblance to Shelley; I seem but a Shel- 
ley with less oil, and no genius; though I 
have had the fortune to live longer and 
(partly) to grow up. He was growing up. 
There is a manlier note in the last days; in 
spite of such really sickening aberrations as 
the Emilia Yidani business. I try to take 
a humorously genial view of life; but Emi- 
lia Viviani, if I have her detested name 
aright, is too much for my philosophy. I 
cannot smile when I see all these grown 
folk waltzing and piping the eye about an 
insubordinate and perfectly abominable 
school-girl, as silly and patently as false as 
Blanche _ \mory. I really think it is one of 
those episodes that make the angels weep. 
"ïth all kind regards and affectionate 
good wishes to and for you and yours, 
Believe me, your affectionate friend, 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 


Perhaps it will be best, as giving more 
coherence and continuity to thc concluding 
pages of these desultory extracts, if I fol- 
low up the above lettcr with two more to the 
same correspondent. One dates from af- 
ter Stcvenson's winter in the Adirondacks 
(1887-1888) and expresses the glee he felt 
at the prospect of the yoyage which he and 
his family had just determined to undertake 
in the South Seas, I am sure the phrase 
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"my miserable Scribner articles" will not 
be misunder
tood by his kind frienòs the 
editor and publisher under whose auspices 
those articles saw, and the extracts will, 
I hope, see, the light. The words merely 
express the sense of the effort it would 
cost him to finish his promised work be- 
fore the time fixed for his departure to\\'- 
ard unknown seas. 


[:-'IAXASQcA
, Jfay, ]883]. 

Iy DEAR LADY TAYLOR: I have to an- 
nounce our great news. On June 15th we 
sail from San Francisco in the schooner 
yacht Casco, for a seven-months' cruise in 
the South Seas. You can conceive what a 
state of excitement we are in; Lloyd per- 
haps first; but this is an old dream of mine 
which actually seems to be coming true, 
and I am sunstruck, It seems indeed too 
good to be true; and tha t we have not 
deserved so much good fortune. From 
Skerryvore to the Galapagos is a far cry! 
And from poking in a sick-room all winter 
to the deck of one's own ship, is indeed a 
heavenly change. 
All these seven months I doubt if we can 
expect more than three mails at the best of 
it: and I do hope we may hear something 
of your news by each, I have no very clear 
views as to where the three addresses ought 
to be, but if you hear no later news, Charles 
Scribner's Sons will always have the run of 
our intended movements, 
-\nd an early 
letter there would probably catch us at the 
Sandwich Islands. Tahiti will probably 
be the second point: and (as I roughly 
guess) Quito the third, But the whole 
future is invested with heavenly clouds. 
I trust you are all well and content, and 
have good news of the Shelleys, to whom I 
wish you would pass on ours. They should 
be able to sympathize with our delight. 
Now I have all my miserable Scribner 
articles to rake together in the inside of a 
fortnight: so you must not expect me to be 
more copious. I have you all in the kind- 
est memory, and am 
Your affectionate friend, 
ROBERT LOrIS STEVE
SON. 
Remember me to 
-\ubrey de Yere. 



-\fter eighteen months of voyaging and 
sojourning, to his vast delight and the vast 
improvement of his health, among the vari- 
ous island-groups of the Pacitìc, he writes 
VUL. XLlX.-39 
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to the same friend of his own purchase of an 
estate on one of the Samoan islands; of his 
intention to make his future home there
 of 
his hope (which was not fulfilled) to make 
one last visit to friends anù home before 
settling in his place of voluntary exile; and 
lastly, of the death of their friend Sir Percy 
Shelley, the news ùf which had reached him 
in the course of his wanderings. 


Apu, S -\MO.\, January 20th, 1890. 
:\ly DEAR LADY TAYLOR: I shall hope 
to see you in some months from now, when 
I come home-to break up my establish- 
ment-I know no diminutive of the word. 
Your daughters cast a spell upon me; they 
were always declaring I was a winged 
creature and would vanish into the utter- 
most isle; and they were right, and I have 
made my preparations. I am now the 
owner of an estate upon ('polu, some two or 
three miles behind and above _-\pia; three 
streams, two waterfalls, a great cliff, an 
ancient native fort, a view of the sea and 
lowlands or (to be more precise) several 
views of them in various directions, are now 
mine. It would be affectation to omit a 
good many head of cattle; above all as it 
required much diplomacy to have them 
thrown in, for the gentleman who sold to 
me was staunch. Resides all this, there is 
a great deal more forest than I have any 
need for; or to be plain, the whole estate 
is one impassable jungle, which must be 
cut down and through at considerable ex- 
pense. Then the house has to be built; 
and then (as a climax) we may have to 
stand a siege in it in the next native war. 
I do feel as if I was a coward and a 
traitor to desert my friends; only, my dear 
lady, you know what a miserable corrhyzal 
(is that how it is spelt?) creature I was at 
home; and here I have some real health, I 
can walk, I can ride, I can stand some ex- 
posure, I am up with the sun, I have a real 
enjoyment of the world and of myself; it 
would be hard to go back again to England 
and to bed; and I think it woulù be \'erysiHy. 
I am sure it would; and yet Heel shame, 
and I know I am not writing like myself. 
r wish you knew how much I admired you, 
and when I think of tho:::.e I must leave, 
how early a place your name occupies. I 
ha \"e not had the pleasure to know you very 
long; and yet I feel as if my leaving Eng- 
land were a special treachery to you, and 
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my leaving you a treachery to myself. I 
will only ask you to try to forgive me: for 
I am sure I will never quite forgive myself, 
Somebody might write to me in the care 
of R. Towns & Co., Sydney, New South 
\Vales, to tell me if you can forgive. But 
you will do quite right if you cannot. Only 
let me come and see you when you do re- 
turn, or it will be a lame home-coming, 

'Iy wife suffered a good deal in our last, 
somewhat arduous voyage; all our party 
indeed suffered except myself. Fanny is 
now better but she is still no very famous 
success in the way of health. 
All the while I have been writing, I have 
had another matter in my eye; of which I 
scarce like to speak: You know of course 
thdt [ am thinking of Sir Percy and his 
widow. The news reached me in the shape 
of a newspaper cutting. I have no particu- 


lars. He had a sweet, original nature; I 
think I liked him better than ever I should 
have liked his father; I am sorry he was 
always a little afraid of me; if I had had 
more chance, he would have liked me too, 
we had so much in common, and I valued 
so much his fine soul, as honest as a dog's, 
and the romance of him, which was like 
a dog's too, and like a poet's at the same 
time. If he had not been Shelley's son, 
people would have thought more of him; 
and yet he was the better of the two, bar 
verses. 
Please tell my dear Ida and 'G na that we 
think much of them, as well as of your dear 
self, and believe me, in words which you 
once allowed me to use (and I was very 
much affected when you did so), 
Your affectionate friend, 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN80t.. 


IF" LOVE BE LOVE 


By Georgia \V ood Pangborn 


I HEARD true lovers calling 
'Vhen Spring came down last night, 
And the little grass beneath the snow 
Stirred in the wann moonlight; 
And the hearts of the buds in the maple-tree 
Beat red with the tree's delight. 


heard true lovers calling 
Across the melting snow, 
And some of them loved in Babylon 
Ever so long ago, 
And some were alive but yesterday: 
Their voice went to and fro- 


Come back, my l07.le, 1f lo've be love, 
Across a thousand years: 
If love be love time fails and dies 
A nd dreams are true and death is lies, 
There is no room for tears. 
Come back, my love, if lO7.le be love, 
Across a thousand years. 
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Scattered covey_ 


SI--IOOTI
G IN FRA
CE 
(KOR)!.-\XDY) 
By Ethe] Rose 


I LLl'STRA 1'IO'\S BY A. B, FROST .\:'\ D Gl'Y ROSE 


rI .. / )IERICA
S know well so 
, I 
\ manyofthesportsofFrance. 

 

 They come with tennis rac- 
q uets and golf clubs to 
, compete in the international 
. - tournaments; on bicycles 
and automobiles they spin along the "white 
French roads through towns where antiqui- 
ty shops are stoch.ed and priced for them, 
and hotels with all the" confort moderne" 
are built for them; they shoot pigeons, real 
and clay, at the traps of the society resorts; 
and they are invited to the chasses à COllrre 
at the Í>ig châteaux. They fence, they 
skate, they even bring their aeroplanes to 


the m"iation meetings. But how few, how 
very few, know that if they took their guns 
or trout rods; yes, trout rods; and went 
wandering off into the real country of this 
be3.utiful land, stopping at wayside inns, 
roaming the hills and ,"alleys in autumn, or 
following the peaceful, almost domestic, 
wurse of some little ri,'er in spring or 
summer, the," would ha,'e a re,"elation of 
what the reaÍ France and its people are, as 
well as delightful and novel experiences in 
the pursuit of game or fish? 
As for the trout-and the salmon-they 
are here. but they do not helong in a shoot- 
ing article. 


399 



400 


Shooting in France 


It may be a surprise to many to learn 
that the shooting I->opulation of France in- 
cludes a large majority of the men O\Tr six- 
teen years of age, no permits being issued 
to anyone younger, and no one being al- 
lo\\ed to carry a gun without a permit. 
There are also more women who shoot 
than onc would imagine and they are by no 
mcans confmed to the fashionable contin- 
gent; while some of the most indefatigable 
have to contend against age or avoirdu- 
pois that would keep an American con- 
fined to a piazza chair. As for the French- 
women who fish! Thcy are legion; from 
actresses at the height of their popularity 
down to stolid creatures of the pcasant 
class. "Trout!" my cook in Paris once 
said in reply to a question, "Ah, madame, 
is it trout? _Many is the time I have sat up 
half the night to catch them," Thus giv- 
ing herself quite away as a poacher while 
re\Tlling in memorics of "her country." 
In the opinion of all this multitude of 
sportsmen the year is divided into two very 
unequal parts of which the shorter, and by 
far the more important to them, is thesaison 
de chasse, during which they spend every 
available moment from sunrise to sunset in 
the pursuit of all birds and animals which, 
by the widest stretch of the imagination 
may come undcr the head of "game"; the 
other, far longer period, being when the 
law is on and the guns are put away, while 
their owners talk over past luck, recount for 
the hundredth time their hits and misses, 
and make plans and prophecies for the 
season to come. 
The opening day must invariably be Sun- 
day for the bcnefit of the working man, in 
,vhose favor most of the French laws seem 
to be made; but the date, in this region 
usually near the first of September, and the 
lcngth of thc open season vary in different 
parts of France as well as change a little 
locally from year to year according to the 
condition of the game and the progress of 
the harvcsting, which should be practically 
finished before men and dogs are turned 
loose over the fields. Here and there, how- 
e\.cr, there are always belated patches of 
buckwheat or corn jealously guarded by 
signs of "Ko Trcspassing," which afford 
a cover for hard-pressed birds, not always 
safe from the eager dogs even there. 
.-\ny owner of property may, of course, 
preserve his land as he pleascs, but the 


small proprietors whose holdings are widely 
scattered leave them all free to form, with 
the village property, a large part of each 
commune where any of its residents may 
shoot with no charge except the obligatory 
"permis de chasse," costing five dollars 
and a half, and good anywhere in France 
for one year. There seems to be no village 
ne'er do wee! too forlorn to possess a gun of 
sorts or too poor to acquire a permit, the 
price of which is, moreover, easily made 
good by a fair shot, as there is always a ready 
market for game in even the smaller towns. 
In some communes non-residents must 
pay a small sum for the privilege of shoot- 
ing, but this is discretional; and a com- 
mune may also decide to restrict certain 
parts, or even all, of its shooting quite inde- 
pendently of the date fixed for its déParte- 
ment by the ministcr of agriculture. Last 
summer being vcry wet and the crops late 
in consequence, the commune above ours 
on the river decided to have its opening 
day two weeks later than that for the sur- 
rounding country, its residents enjoying, 
when it did come, such luck as had not 
been known for years, quantities of birds 
having taken refuge there during the pre- 
ceding fortnight from all the region round- 
about. 
By far the greater part of the forests and 
woods which abound throughout France are 
preserved either by the state or by private 
individuals, especially those in this popu- 
lous region which is so accessible to Ameri- 
cans, lying as it does principally between 
the ports of the Atlantic liners and Paris; 
and it is to this fact no doubt that much 
of the abundance of game is due in a 
country that has been thickly settled and 
shot over for hundreds of years. It would 
seem that with its accessibility and the 
poaching characteristics of so many of the 
inhabitants the game would certainly be ex- 
tcrminated in a short time; the real marvel 
being that there has bcen any at all since 
the downfall of the feudal system. But in 
spite of the railways and the automobiles 
the seasons generally scem to average about 
the same as they did a quarter of a century 
ago, except where the country has been 
built up; something that happens near mill- 
ing or manufacturing centres only, as there 
are no mushroom cities in France. 
So, in spite of obstacles, there seems to be 
game of some sort nearly everywhere, due 
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Drll."1l by Guy Rose_ 


Duck shooting-frosty morning. 
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A shot at a hare. 


not only to the presen'es, but partly also to 
another custom handed down from old 
times-that of the people living almost ex- 
clusively in huddled, sometimes walled, 
towns and villages with seldom an outlying 
house or farm building between. Fields, 
woods, and meadows stretch unobstructed, 
sometimes for miles and miles, often with- 
out boundaries of any kind except the 
deeply sunken stones that mark the corners 
of property limits, making one wonder how 
any proprietor knows his own special por- 
tion of this patchwork of multi-colored 
vegetation. In the cattle districts, how- 
ever, the insidious barbed wire has be- 
come only too popular, while out by the 

ormandy coast and farther on toward 
Cherbourg there are innumerable and im- 
penetrable hedges, as well as the wide and 
high earth embankments with close ranks 
of large trees growing on them. 
It is surprising what good shooting, both 
wood and open, may be rented for a rea- 
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sonable sum; and it is a common practice 
for friends to join in taking a preserve, or 
for a club to be formed where shares for one 
or several seasons may be bought byout- 
siders. Among the advertisements in a 
sporting journal this month I find that of a 
communal forest of eighteen hundred acres, 
to be let for nine years for not less than 
eighty dollars a year. This is to be bid 
upon, and the game includes boar and deer. 
Another, more typical, offers a share in a 
fine guarded preserve of nine hundred acres, 
wood and plain, all kinds of game, for sev- 
enty-five dollars. Some shares run as low 
as four dollars for the season. 
As an example of the type of man that 
can en joy such pri,"ileges as these, take a 
club existing in our neighboring market 
town. It consists of ten or twelve men in 
most modest circumstances, shopkeepers, 
professional men, and the like, who have a 
long lease of a five-hundred acre wood about 
four miles from the town. On this proper- 
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The peasant sportsman. 


ty is an attractive furnished chalet which is 
used as a club-house, and the keeper who 
guards and looks after it lives on the place 
all the year round. Sunday mornings dur- 
ing the season the members pile into an 
omnibus with guns and dogs and are driven 
to the rendezvous. The keeper's wife cooks 
and serves their luncheon in the chalet, 
and at sundown the omnibus comes to take 
them all home. For one of the laws is that 
there must be no shooting before the sun 
has risen nor after it has set, and, in this 
locality at least, except for waterfowl, not 
while there is snow on the ground; not 
much of a hardshi p last win ter when we had 
but one snowy day. 
X ot every week is honored by one of 
these party shoots, and of course the mem- 
bers may go at any time in between; hut 
the peasants seem to know by instinct 
when one is to take place, and it is amusing 
to see them in the free lands surrounding 
the wood, hidden with their guns behind 


apple trees and beet piles, waiting for a 
shot at the chance bird or hare that may 
be driven from the preserves. 
The keepers do all they possibly can to 
prevent the game from straying, even pa- 
trolling, outlying fields and rounding up 
everything they can find; for once outside 
the boundary line it may be shot by any 
one who is fortunate enough to come upon 
it, three deer in one season falling in this 
way to the gun of one of our villagers last 
year, while another found and captured a 
litter of wild boar. 
If game wounded on open land falls or 
runs on to preserved ground the hunter 
may go after it provided he leaves his gun 
outside. 
Another bit of law, and one that seems 
most odd, is that not only the actual slayer 
of a deer, but anyone else \\.ho can put a 
bullet into it before it dies is entitled to a 
piece of the flesh, and anyone whose dog 
chases it also has a share. 


4 0 3 
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The poacher. 


J\Iany Frenchmen are excellent shots but 
the great majority are certainly not and do 
scarcely more than wander about with a 
gun. of which they 
re only too often exceed- 
ingly ignorant and reckless. ...\ comparative 
few are rcally clever at it, but even of these 
there are almost none possessing that trait 
of the born hunter which makes him almost 
unconsciously study the habits of the game, 
learn its haunts and customs, anrl enables 
him to tell what its probable next move will 
4 0 4 


be. :\lost of them walk ahead in a straight 
line, taking what comes in their way, and 
seldom following a hare from cover to cover, 
or a flock of partridges from flight to flight; 
while that instinct pos
esscd by some of our 
own sportsmen which takes them unerring- 
ly to game that has flown over a wood or 
disappeared beyond the brow of a hill seems 
to be quite lacking. 
The birds soon get accustomed to the 
strenuous life, and after the first few days 
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A chance shot at a pheasant. 


accept it as a matter of course and adapt 
their habits accordingly, while the large pro- 
portion of old ones shows how many must 
escape season after season, thus becoming 
trained strategists who know well the 
coverts, hidden hollows, and safe woods 
for miles around. They often prove this 
hy disappearing, almost with a wink, into 
some bit of preserve or across an unhridged 
stream just when you think you surely have 
them after a long chase: perhaps up a val- 


ley where they have ranged from swampy 
river bottoms to slippery hillsides and the 
plain beyond, at their own sweet will. A 
bird or two bagged in a two or three mile 
chase like this will keep up your interest 
and give you, indeed, a chance to show 
how much of the real hunter you have in 
you. 
After the first ten davs or so it is extraor- 
dinarv from what a distance both birds 
and 
nimals can perceive your most cau- 
4 0 5 
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Shooting in France 


tious approach, departing at once long he- 
fore vou could have discovered them. Ko 
lying low here, in the hope that they will be 
overlooked, or waiting until you are upon 
them; discretion before valor en
ry time 
for them. Through generation after gen- 
eration their tricks are hred into them and 
the sly things seem to know, even better 
than the guard, where boundaries of the 
free lands are changed from year to year. 
The shepherd, guarding his Hock with 
his gun in his hand, often gets a stray bird 
or t\\ 0, and if you arc on good terms with 
him will tell ,TOU where he saw the last ones 
disappear. 
rhe farmers, gathering their 
winter store of apples and beets, and the 
women, knitting as they tend their cows, 
will also point a friendly finger in the di- 
rection of some hidden bird; for everyone 
is full of interest and eager to know what 
luck you are having and whether the last 
shot that they heard meant success or not. 
For the rich, in France, as elsewhere, 
abundant game is merely a question of 
money, as are good guns and dogs; one has 
only to pay. But he who loves the sport 
and has small means to gratify his taste can, 
I am sure, find in France an opportunity 
to test his skill, to en joy his hobby under 
new conditions, and to experience a com- 
bination of pleasant sensations, old and 
new, such as he could not find anywhere 
at home. He will not have to take extra 
time for a long journey, nor will he be 
obliged to go to much expense for railway 
fares, hotel bills, or guides. True, he will 
seldom or never make a very large bag, but 
he will ha'"e a chance to prove his ability in 
more ways than one, and there will be diffi- 
cult shots -which, if successful, \vill give the 
genuine enthusiast more satisfaction than 
a hundred easily bagged birds, There 
will be wonderful autumn days of golden 
haze and drifting, pale gold lea,"es, when 
faint smoke smells are in the air; and later 
frosty mornings in what seems a silver 
world, all of it among such picturesque sur- 
roundings as will make the season one to 
hark back to often in memory on future 
winter evenings" back home." 
The landlord of one's inn is always ready 
with information and advice, and can often 
help one to shooting not otherwise obtain- 
able, as he is acquainted with members of 
clubs in the vicinity; sometimes, himself, 
owns guarded property where his clients 


mJ.Y shoot, and will introduce one to the 
local '0 garde chasse," an important mem- 
ber of every community, whose duty is to 
constantly patrol his district to see that 
things are as they should be-no traps or 
snares set-no one shooting without a per- 
mit or on forbidden ground, ete., and to 
give information about boundaries, game, 
and laws to whoever may inquire. It is 
quite worth while to go over the ground 
with the guard in the 1Ìrst place and tìnd 
out just where and where not one may 
shoot, the few francs given him for his time 
and trouble possibly saving the four or five 
dollars one would promptly be fined if 
caught trespassing; for ignorance is no ex- 
cuse and the first one knows of one's mis- 
deeds is the "proc
s" sen"ed on him, 
requiring his presence at the mairie on a 
certain day and hour. There the fine must 
be paid, and should one transgress a second 
time he would not get off so lightly. 
In his own opinion the guard is a person 
of great consequence and he is far from 
bashful about exacting his small toll from 
the passing stranger in addition to making 
a house-to-house cam"ass through the vil- 
lage in his own behalf on Kew Year's day 
and again just before the season opens. 
A dollar, or even less, fully satisfies him and 
one docs get one's money's worth, though 
as an actual guard the man is apt to be in- 
effectual where desperate poachers are con- 
cerned, especially as, under the law, he 
has no right to open the game bag of any- 
one whatsoever to see what is inside. He 
is usually a worthy person whose small pay 
is the chief support of his family, and he is 
more apt than not to be lame, or old and 
slow, and not much of an adversary in spite 
of the large brass uadge worn conspicuously 
on his chest, whereon glitters an imposing in- 
scription beginning with the words LA LO! 
in capitals. The private and state guards 
are of an entirely different type, big strong 
men, fully capable of doing their duty. 
Good guns arc rare among the common 
people, many of them being of antiquated 
pattern and handed down from fa ther to 
son. Poachers and market hunters have 
the best ones, and these men are usually 
the best shots and hunters. Kowhere, 
however, are more accurate or more ueau- 
tifully finished firearms of both French and 
English make to be had by him who knows 
how to choose. 
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Partridge shooting among the beets. 


Nearly e'"ery one uses some kind of dog, 
though experience has proved that they 
are not an absolute necessity on open 
ground. '\'ithout one, however, there will 
be many a lost bird in woods, underbrush, 
or swamp; and two beautiful mallards, 
killed by a right and left and fallen in the 
middle of the stream on a bitter January 
day, would haye been among the number 
had it not been for the simultaneous 
plunges of two little cockers, each of which 

allantly hrought in his hird. Besides the 
setters, rctrievers, pointers, and others 
known and used at home there are many 
side races of these dogs as well as the truly 
national" griffons" of various sorts, rough- 
coatcd intelligent beasts of many types and 
sizes, adapted to and trained for different 
purposes. 
That feeling of fairness toward the game 
as well as toward one's fellows, which 
we express by the word ,. sportsmanlike," 
scems to be an almost unknown thing ex- 


cept, perhaps, among that small contingent 
which shoots with Englishmen. Laws ex- 
ist to be broken or eyaded if possible eyen 
by the better classes, and if you know your 
dealer you can buy game of him long after 
the season has closed, as is habitually done 
by people who have such hair-splitting con- 
sciences that they would not, themselyes, 
do the shooting. 
Of recent years, however, a different feel- 
ing seems to be spreading, especially among 
the younger men; and more property, both 
land and water, is being prcserycd apd 
guarded by local dubs to which even an 
outsider or foreigner may belong for a small 
annual fee, all the proceeds being used to 
pay for guards and to acquire more prop- 
ertv. 
éonsidering this part of the country ex- 
clusively, partridges are by far the most nu- 
merous and eyenly distributed of all the 
birds, and are found practically everywhere. 
There are fewer pheasants, though, owing 
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An interesting incident. 


to the frequent woods they are widely scat- being his retort when told that a certain 
tered, and no fewer than eight of these fine friend rather scorned rabbits. In winter 
birds alone fell to the gun of one of our vil- there are various kinds of waterfowl, from 
lage Americans on the opening day last mud-hens to mallards, while the wary little 
year. Other birds are much more rare, but diver, not to be utterly despised as a dish, 
include rail, snipe, quail, woodcock, etc., demands all of, and often more than, one's 
while most Frenchmen will pot even black- utmost skill of sight and quickness. Rab- 
birds and larks. Indeed one picturesque bits are usually plentiful, but hares vary 
and enthusiastic Gaul declared that a man greatly according to locality. There are 
who would not shoot e,-erything that came se,-eral ways of cooking the latter peculiar 
in his way was not a "vraichasseur," this to certain parts of the country, which make 
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him a dish for gourmets, notably "civet 
de lievre" and a certain roast with chestnut 
stuffing. 
In the prescn.es are deer and sometimes 
boar which occasionally wander onto un- 
guarded land. Boar, indeed, come under 
the head of "destructi,'e pests" rather than 
game and, as is the case with rabbits, one 
may shoot them on one's own land at any 
time of the year. Both of these animals in- 
jure crops, and the owners or lessees of pre- 
serves from which they have wandered may 
be sued for damages. ,yith these excep- 
tions the open season for other game than 
waterfowl closes in this region on the first 
of January, Other climates and other va- 
rieties of game make different conditions 
in the south and in the mountains. 
Out of season the game, where it is prop- 
erly protected, becomes very tame, especial- 
ly on the big private estates; and in pass- 
ing an orchard belonging to one of the 
neighboring chåteaux we recently saw eight 
pheasants, cocks and hens, feeding close 
to the road and more indifferent even to the 
motor car than barnyard f
wl, for not one 
bothered to raise its head. 
The partridges, during the winter, fre- 
quently seek their food in the village gar- 
dens, and in their t1ights from hill to valley 
pass beside our very windows. 
I have mentioned that the opening day 
is always a Sunday, and for long beforehand 
among high and low the chief topics of con- 
Yersation are the probable state of the 
weather, the conditions and the quantity of 
the birds, the dogs, the guns, and conject- 
ures as to whether J\Ionsieur Chose will 
brget his permit as usual until the last 
minute. 
At length the day arrives! The country- 
men and those who left town the day be- 
fore are up by four o'clock; while every 
train leaving Paris after two is crowded 
with hunters in such a varietv of costume as 
only France can produce, 
vith guns and 
fringed gamehags and well-tilled cartridge 
belts and jumping, harking dogs and, 
sometimes, families with luncheon haskets 
and baby carriages, 
.-\s soon as the sun has really risen the 
entire country resounds to the fusillade, 
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which is continued without interruption for 
huurs. If all, or even the greater part, of 
those shots told, then, indeed, would the 
extermination of the game in France be ac- 
complished in one gory day; but they 
shoot, and they shoot; and in how many 
cases do the valiant sportsmen return with 
nothing at all! 
Each year a blond youth from Paris ar- 
rives at our inn, clad in the very latest ap- 
propriate costume that can be found on the 
boule,.ards. Complete, from the feather in 
his hat, which is an exact copy of the Ger- . 
man emperor's, to his puttee-wound legs 
and his English boots. His gun is the 
most recent model, his gamebag the largest 
size, and his dog the latest fad, 
He is wakened at four; and half an hour 
later goes forth in his glory, a small admir- 
ing villager trudging behind with the bag 
that is to return so heavy. He comes back 
at noon, weary, dishevelled, red; all his 
cartridges gone and the gamebag empty- 
though once it did contain a lark. The 
dog is cowering from its undeserved beat- 
ings and kicks and the small boy is disil- 
lusioned. Our Parisian retires for a bath 
and a nap; to reappear for dinner, primed 
with excuses and cursing the dog which he 
promptly sells for a song or gives away to 
some chance lucky one. 
By noon e,-en the most ardent sportsmen 
are tired and ready for the good luncheon 
which is no unimportant part of the day's 
programme, having been planned and or- 
dered well in advance, and usually occupy- 
ing from two to three hours, during which 
everyone talks at once with much noise 
and gesticulation. Finally the healths are 
drunk and then they all go out once more 
to shoot until sundown. 
"ïth variations and more or less cere- 
mony and elegance this is the order of the 
day from the parties at the great châteaux, 
where the breakfast is often sen-ed in some 
hunting pavilion on the estate, by footmen 
wearing historic old family liveries down in 
varied fashions and degrees to the crowd of 
peasants in blouses and sabots, their queer 
guns stacked in the corner and mongrel dogs 
lying round, sitting about the long table un- 
der the aruor of some wayside cabaret. 
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D HERE was no one at home 
when Harry returned except 
Todd, who having kept his 
position outside the dining- 
room door during the heated 
encounter, had missed noth- 
ing of the interview. \Vhat had puzzled 
the darky-astounded him really-was that 
no pistol shot had followed his master's 
jpnouncement and defiance of the Lord of 
\Ivorlands. \Vhat had puzzled him still 
more was hearing these same antagonists 
ten minutes later passing the time 0' day, 
8t. George bowing low and the colonel 
touching his hat as he passed out and 
down to where Matthew and his horses 
were waiting. 
It was not surprising, therefore, that 
Todd's recital to Harry came in a more or 
less disjointed and disconnected form. 
"You say, Todd," he exclaimed in as- 
tonishment, "that my father was here!" 
Our young hero was convinced that the 
visit did not concern himself, as he was no 
longer an object of interest to anyone at 
home except his mother and Alec. . 
" Dat he was, sah, an' bilin' mad. Dey 
bofe was, on'y 1vlarse George lay Iowan' de 
colonel purty nigh rid ober de top of de 
fence. Fust lVfarse George sass him and 
d
n de colonel sass him back. Purty soon 

Iarse George say he gwineter speak his 
min'-and he call de colonel a brute and 
den de colonel riz up and say lVfarse 
George was a beggar and a puttin' on airs 
when he didn't hab 'nough money to buy 
hisse'f a 'tater; and den :Uarse George 
r'ared and pitched-Oh! I tell ye he ken be 
mighty sof' and persimmony 'when he's 
tame-and he's mos' allers dat way-but 
when his dander's up, and it suttinly riz to- 
day, he kin make de fur fly. Dat's de time 
you wanter git outer de way or you'll git 
burted." 
"\Vho did you say was the beggar?" It 
was all Greek to Harry. 


"\rhy :Marse George was-he was de 
one what was gwine hongry, De colonel 
'lowed dat de bank was busted and-" 
"\rhat bank?" 
., \rhy de 'Tapsco-whar ]\farse George 
keep his money. Ain't you see me comin' 
from dar mos' ebery day?" 
"But it hasn't failed, has it?" He was 
still wondering what the quarrel was about. 
"\Vall, I dunno, but I reckon sumpin's 
de matter, for no sooner did de colonel gil 
on his horse and ride away dan ::\larse 
George go git his hat and coat hisse'f and 
make tracks th'ou de park by de short cut- 
and you know he neber do dat 'cept when 
he's in a hurry, and den in 'bout a ha'f hour 
he come hack agin lookin' like he'd seed de 
yahoo, only he was mad plump th'ou; den 
he hollered for me quick like, and sont me 
down underneaf yere to ]\1r. Pawson to 
know was he in, and he was, and I done tol' 
him, and he's dar now. He ain't neber 
done sont me down dar 'cept once sence ] 
been yere, and dat was de day dat Gadgem 
man come snuffiin' 'roun', Trouble com- 
in'." 
Harry had now begun to take in the situ- 
ation. It was evidently a matter of some 
moment, or Pawson would not have been 
consul ted. 
"I'll go down myself, Todd," he said 
with sudden resoh'e. 
"Better let me tell him yo're yere, :\Iarse 
Harry. " 
" No, I'll go now," and he turned on his 
heel and descended the front steps. 
On the street side of the house, level with 
the bricks, was a door opening into a 10\':- 
ceiled, shabbily furnished room, where in 
the old days General Dorsey Temple as 
has been said shared his toddies with his 
cronies. There he found St. George seated 
at a long table piled high with law books 
and papers-the top covered with a green 
baize cloth embroidered with mice holes 
and decorated with ink stains. Beside him 
was a thin, light-haired, young man, with 
a long flexible neck and abnormally high 
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forehead, O\"er-doming a shrewd Lut not 
unkindly face. The two were poring over 
a collection of papers. 
The young lawyer rose to his feet-a 
sickly, deferential smile playing along his 
straight lips. Young aristocrats of Harry's 
blood and breeding did not often darken 
Pawson'
 door, and he was extremely anx- 
ious that hi
 guest should in some way be 
made aware of that fact. St. George did 
not mO\"e, nor did he take any other notice 
of the boy's appearance than to fasten his 
eyes upon him for a moment in recognition 
of his presence, 
But Harry could not wait. 
"Todd has just told me, Cncle George, 
that "-then he caught the grave expres- 
sion on Temple's face- "'Vhy!-Cnde 
George-there isn't anything the matter, is 
there? It isn't true that the-" 
St. George raised his head: "'''hat isn't 
true, Harry?" 
"That the Patapsco Bank is in trouble?" 
" K 0, I don't think so. The bank, so far 
as I know, is all right; it's the depositors 
who are in trouble," and one of his quaint 
smiles lighted up his face. 
"Broken !-failed!" cried Harry, still in 
doubt as to the extent of the catastrophe, 
but wishing to .be sympathetic and propor- 
tionably astounded as any well bred young 
man should be when his best friend was un- 
happy. 
"I'm afraid it is, Harry-in fact I know 
it is-bankrupt in character as well as in 
balances-a bad-smelling, nasty mess, to 
tell you the truth. That's not only my own 
opinion, but the opinion of every man whom 
I have seen, and there were quite an angry 
mob when I reached the teller's window, 
this morning. That is your own opinion 
also, is it not, :l\Ir.. Pawson ?-your legal 
summing up, I mean." 
The young attorney stretched out his 
hands; opened wide his long, white, dou- 
ble-jointed fingers; pressed their ten little 
cushions together, and see-sawing the bunch 
in front of his concave waistcoat, answered 
in his best professional voice: 
" 
\s to being bankrupt of funds I should 
say there was no doubt of that being their 
condition; as to any criminal intent, or 
practices-that, of course, gentlemen"- 
and he shrugged his shoulders in a non- 
committal, non-actionable way-" is not 
for me to decide." 


"But you think it will be months, and 
perhaps years, before the depositors get a 
penny of their money-do you not?" per- 
sisted St. George. 
.\gain Pawson performed the sleight-of- 
hand trick, and again he was non-committal 
-a second shrug alone expressing his 
views, the performance ending by his push- 
ing a wooden chair in the direction of 
Harry, who was still on his feet. 
Harry settled himself on its edge, and 
fixed his eyes on his unde. St. George 
again became absorbed in the several pa- 
pers; Pawson once more assisting him, the 
visitor having now been duly provided for. 
This raking of ashes, in the hope of 
finding something of value unscorched if 
the truth be told, was not a pleasant task 
for the young lawyer, He had, years be- 
fore, conceived the greatest admiration for 
his landlord and was never tn-ed of telling 
his associates of how kind and considerate 
he had always been, and of his patience in 
the earlier days of his lease, _Mr. Temple 
often refusing the rent until he was quite 
ready to pay it. He took a certain pride 
too, in living under the same roof, so to 
speak, with one universally known as a 
gentleman of the old school, whose birth, 
education, and habits made him the stand- 
ard among his fellows-a man without 
pretence or sham, living a simple and 
wholesome life; with dogs, guns, priceless 
:\Iadeira and Port, as well as unlimited 
clothes of various patterns adapted to 
every conceivable service and function- 
to say nothing of his Leing part of the best 
society that Kennedy Square could afford. 
Even to bow to his distinguished landlord 
as he was descending his front steps was in 
itself one of his greatest pleasures. That he 
might not miss it, he would peer from be- 
hind his office shutters until the shapely legs 
of his patron could be seen between the 
twisted iron railing. Then he would appear 
suddenly and with assumed surprise, lift 
his hat 'with so great a flourish that his 
long, thin arms and body were jerked into 
semaphore angles, his face, meanwhile, 
beaming with ill-concealed delight. 
Should anyone of St. George's personal 
friends accompany him-men like Ken- 
nedy, or General Hardisty, or some well- 
known man from the Eastern Shore-one 
of the Dennises, or Robbins, or lrvings- 
the pleasure was intensified, the incident 
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heing of great professional advantage. "I 
just met old General Hardisty," he would 
say-" he was at our house," the knowing 
ones passing a wink around, and the unini- 
tiated having all the greater respect and, 
therefore, all the greater confidence in that 
rising young tirm of "Pawson & Pawson, 
\ttorneys and Counsellors at Law-'Yills 
drawn and Estates looked after." 
That this rarest of gentlemen, of all 
men in the world, should be made the 
dctim of a group of schemers who had 
really tricked him of almost all that was 
left of his patrimony, and he a member 
of his own profession, was to Pawson one 
of the great sorrows of his life, That he 
himself had unwittingly helped in its cul- 
mination made it all the keener. Only 
a few weeks had passed since that event- 
ful day when St. George had sent Todd 
down to arrange for an inten-iew, an event 
which was followed almost immediately by 
that gentleman in person. He remembered 
his delight at the honor conferred upon 
him; he recalled how he had spent the 
whole of that and the next day in the at- 
tempt to negotiate the mortgage on the old 
home at a reasonable rate of interest; he re- 
called, too, how he could have lowered the 
rate had St. George allowed him more time, 
"No, pay it and get rid of them!" St. 
George had said, the" them" being part of 
the very accounts over which the two were 
poring. And his patron had showed the 
same impatience when it came to placing 
the money in the bank. .-\lthough his own 
lips were sealcd professionally by reason 
of the interests of another client, he had 
hegged St, George, almost to the verge of 
interference, not to gh-e it to the Patapsco, 
until he had been silenced with: "Have 
them put it to my credit, sir; I have known 
c\-ery member of that bank for years." 
All these things were, of course, unknown 
to Harry, the ultimate beneticiary. 'Yho 
had filled the bucket, and how and why, 
were unimportant facts to him. That it was 
full, and ready for his use, brought with it 
the same sense of pleasure he would have 
felt on a hot day at 
loorlands when he had 
gone to the old well, drawn up the ice cold 
water, and plunging in the sweet-smelling 
gourd had drank to his heart's content. 
This was what wells were made for; and 
so were fathers, and big, generous men like 
his GncIe George, who had dozens of friends 
VOl., XLIX.-40 
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ready to cram money into his pocket for 
him to hand over to whoe\.er wanted it 
and without a moment's hesitation-just as 
Slater had handed him the money when 
Gilbert wanted it in a hurry. 
Nor could it be expected that Harry evcn 
with the examination of St. George's ac- 
counts with the Patapsco and other institu- 
tions going on under his ,-cry eyes, under- 
stood fully just what a bank failure really 
meant. Half a dozen banks, he remem- 
bered, had gone to smash some few years 
before, scnding his father to town one 
morning at daylight, where he stayed for a 
week, but no change, so far as he could re- 
call, had happened because of it at 
Ioor- 
lands. Indecd, his father had bought a 
ncw coach for his mother the very next 
week, out of what he had" saved from the 
wreck," so he had told her. 
It was not until the hurried overhauling 
of a mass of papers beneath his uncle's 
hand, and the subsequent finding of a cer- 
tain stray sheet by Pawson, that the boy was 
aroused to a sense of thc gravity of the 
situation. .-\nd even then his intercst did 
not become acute until the missing docu- 
ment identified, St. George had turned to 
Pawson and, pointing to an item half-way 
down the column, had said in a lowered 
tone, as if fearing to be overheard: 
"You ha\'e the receipts, have you not, 
for everything on this list ?-Slater's ac- 
count too, and Hampson's?" 
"They are in the file beside you, sir," 
"',"ell, that's a comfort, anyhow." 
"And the balance"- here he examined 
a small book which lay open beside him 
-" amounting to "-he paused-" is of 
coursc locked up in their vaults?" 
Harry had craned his head in instant 
attention. His quickened ears had caught 
two familiar names, It was Slater who 
had loaned him the five hundred dollars 
,,-hich he gave to Gilbert, which his father 
had commended him for borrowing; and 
it was Hampson who had sold him the 
wretched horse that had stumbled and bro- 
ken his leg and had afterwards to be shot. 
"Slater, did you say, LncIe Gcorge-and 
Hampson? Aren't they myoId accounts?" 
"Quite right, :\lr. Rutter-quite right, 
sir." St. George tried to stop him with a 
frown, but Pawson's face was turned to\\'- 
arrls Harry and he failed to get the signal. 
"Quite right, and quite lucky; they were 
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both important items in l\:1r. Gadgem's list, 
and both checks passed through the bank 
and were paid before the smash came." 
The tones of Pawson's voice, the twisting 
together of his bony hands in a sort of satis- 
fied contentment, and the ,veary look on 
his uncle's face, were the opening of so 
many windmvs in the boy's brain, At the 
same instant one of those creepy chills com- 
mon to a man when some hitherto Ulldis- 
covered vista of impending disaster widens 
out before him, started in the base of Har- 
ry's spine, crept up his shoulder-blades, 
shivered along his arms, and lost itself in his 
benumbed fingers. This was followed by a 
lump in his throat that nearly strangled 
him. He rose from his chair and touched 
Pawson on the shoulder, 
"Does this mean, ::\lr. Pawson-this 
money being locked up in the bank vaults 
and not coming out for months-and may- 
be never-does it mean that l\:1r. Temple 

well, that Gncle George-won't have 
enough money to live on ? " There was an 
anxious, vibrant tone in Harry's voice that 
aroused St. George to a sense of the boy's 
share in the calamity and the privations he 
must suffer because of it. Pawson hesitated 
and was about to belittle the gravity of the 
situation when St. George stopped him. 
" Yes-tell him-tell him everything, I 
have no secrets from l\:1r. Rutter. Stop!- 
I'll tell him. It means, Harry"-and a 
hra"e smile played about his lips-" that we - 
will have to live on hog and hominy, maybe, 
or pretty nigh it-certainly for a while-not 
bad, old fellow, when you get accustomed 
to it. Aunt Jemima makes very good hom- 
inyand-" 
He stopped, the brave smile had faded 
from his face. 
"By Jove!-that's something I didn't 
think of!-\Yhat will I do with the dear 
old woman- It would break her heart- 
and Todd?" 
Here was something he had not counted 
on. For him to forego the luxuries that en- 
riched his daily life was easy-he had often 
in his hunting trips lived for weeks on sweet 
potato and a handful of cornmeal, and 
slept on the bare ground with only a blan- 
ket over him, but that his servants should 
he reduced to similar privations was an 
eventuality ,,'hich he could not grapple. 
For the first time since the cruel announce- 
ment fell from Rutter's lips the real situa- 


tion with all that it meant to his O\\ïl future 
and those dependent upon him, stared him 
in the face. 
He looked up and caught Harry's anx- 
ious eyes scanning his own. Then his old- 
time, unruffled spirit took possession of him. 
"N 0, son! " he cried in his cheeriest voice 
-" no, we won't worry, It will all come 
out right---:-we'll buckle down to it together, 
you and I. Don't take it too much to 
heart-we'll get on somehow." 
But the boy was not reassured; in fact, 
he had become more anxious than ever. 
Not only did the chill continue, but the 
lump in his throat grew larger every minute. 
"But, Uncle George-you told me you 
borrowed the money to pay those bills my 
father sent me. And will you now have to 
pay that back as well?" He did not ask of 
whom he had borrowed it-nor on what 
security, nor would either Pawson or his un- 
cle have told him; that being a contìdential 
matter. 
"\Vell, that depends, Harry; but we 
won't have to pay it back right away, which 
is one comfort. And then again, I can go 
back to the law. I have yet to make my 
maiden speech before a jury, but I can 
do it. Think of it !-everybody in tears, 
the judge mopping his eyes-court-room 
breathless. Oh, you just wait until your 
old uncle gets on his feet before a bench 
and jury. Come along, old fellow-let us 
go up into the house." Then in a serious 
tone-" Pawson, please bring the full ac- 
counts with you in the morning, and now 
let me thank you for your courtesy. You 
have been extremely civil, sir, and I appre- 
ciate it most highly." 
They had reached the front walk and 
were climbing the immaculate steps: 
"Todd told you, of course, Harry, about 
your father paying me a visit this morning, 
did he not?" He was still anxious to 
divert the boy's thoughts from his own 
financial straits. 
"Oh, yes!-a most extraordinary ac- 
count. Y Oll must have enjoyed it," re- 
plied Harry trying to fall into his uncle's 
mood, "\Vhat did he want?" 
One of St. George's quick heat lightning 
smiles played over his face: "He wanted 
two things. He first wanted you, and then 
he wanted a receipt for a month's board- 
YOllY board, remember! He went away 
without eíther." 
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Another perspective now suddenly opened 
up in Harry's mind: this one had a gleam 
of sunshine athwart it-the first he had 
seen for days. 
"But, rnde George!" he burst out- 
"don't forget that my father owes you all 
the money you paid for me! That, of 
course, will eventually come back to you." 
This came in a tone of great relief, as if 
the money was already in his hand. 
St. George's face hardened: "None of 
it will come back to me," he rejoined in a 
positive tone. "He doesn't owe me one 
single penny and he never will. That 
money he owes to you, \Vhatever you 
may happen to owe me can wait until 
you are able to pay it. And now while I 
am talking about it, there is another thing 
your father owes you, and that is an hum- 
ble apology, and that he will pay one of 
these days in tears and agony, You are 
neither a beggar nor a cringing dog, and 
you never will be so long as I can help 
it! " He stopped, rested his hand on the 
boy's shoulder, and with a quiver in his 
voice added:- "Your hand, my son, 
Short commons after this, maybe, but we 
will make the fight together." 
'Yhen the two stepped into the dining- 
room it was filled with gentlemen-friends 
who had heard of the crash and who had 
come either to extend their sympathy or 
offer their bank accounts. They had heard 
of the catastrophe at the club and had in- 
stantly left their seats and walked across 
the park in a body. 
To one and all St. George gave a warm 
pressure of the hand and a brigh t smile. 
Had he been the master of ceremonies at a 
state reception he could not have been more 
self-possessed or more gallant; his troubles 
were for himself, never for his guests. 
" All in a lifetime-but I am not worry- 
ing, The Patapsco pulled out once before 
and it may again. lYly only regret is that I 
cannot, at least for a time, have as many of 
you as I would wish under my l\Iahogany. 
But don't let us borrow any trouble; cer- 
tainly not to-day. Todd, get some glasses 
and bring me that bottle of :\Iadeira-the 
one there on the sideboard! " Here he took 
the precious fluid from Todd's hand and 
holding high the crusted bottle said with a 
dry smile-one his friends knew when his 
irony was aroused: "That wine, gentle- 
men, saw the light at a time when a man 
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locked his money in an iron box to keep 
outside thieves from stealing it; to-day he 
locks his money in a bank's vault and the 
thieves are locked in with it. Extraordi- 
nary, is it not, how we gentlemen trust each 
other?" and with a light laugh breaking 
from his lips: _ll Here, Todd, draw the 
cork! . . . Slowly now, . . . Now hand 
me the bottle-yes-Clayton, that's the 
same wine that you and Kennedy liked so 
much the night we had )lr. Poe with us. 
It is really about all that is left of my 
father's Black ""arrior of 1810, I thought 
it was all gone, but Todd found two more 
the other day, one of which I sent to Ken- 
nedy. This is the other. Kennedy writes 
me he is keeping his until we can drink it 
together. Is everybody's glass full? Then 
'here's to love and laughter, and every true 
friend of my true friend my own!'" 


Before the groups had dispersed Harry 
had the facts in his possession-principally 
from Judge Pancoast, who gave him a full 
account of the bank's collapse, some papers 
ha ving been handed up to him on the bench 
that morning. Summed up, his uncle was 
practically ruined-and he, Harry, was the 
cause of it-the innocent cause, perhaps- 
but the cause all the same: but for hio.; 
father's cruelty and his debts St. George 
would never have mortgaged his home. 
That an additional sum-his uncle's entire 
deposit-had been swallowed up in the 
crash, was but part of the same misfortune. 
Poe's lines were true then-never so true as 
now: 


"Some unhappy master whom unmerciful dis- 
aster 
Followed fa<;t and followed faster , . ." 


This then was ever after to be his place 
in life-to bring misery wherever he went. 
He caught up his hat and walked 
through the park with the judge hoping 
for some further details of his uncle's pres- 
ent plight and future condition, but the 
only thing his Honor added to what he al- 
ready knew was his wonderment m"er the 
fact that St. George having no immediate 
use for the money except to pay his bills, 
should have raised so large a sum on a 
mortgage instead of borrowing it from hi.. 
friends, It was here that Harn"'s heart 
gave a bound:-no one, then, but his uncle, 
Pawson, and himself, knew that he alone 
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was responsible for the catastrophe. That 
his father should haye learned of his share 
in it did not enter his head. 
Todd answered his knock on his return, 
and in reply to his inquiry informed him that 
hem ust not situ p as "
Iarse George" had 
left word that he would be detained until 
late at a meeting of the creditors of the bank. 
And so the unhappy boy, his supper m'er, 
sought his bed and, as had occurred more 
than once before, spent the earlier hours of 
the night gazing at the ceiling and wonder- 
ing what would become of him. 
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'YITH the breaking of the dawn Harry's 
mind was made up and before the sun was 
an hour high he had dressed hurriedly, 
stolen downstair5 so as to wake no one, and 
closing the front door softly behind him had 
taken the long path through the park in the 
direction of the whan'es. Once there, he 
made the rounds of the shipping offices 
from Light Street wharf to the Falls-and 
by the time St. George had finished dress- 
ing-certainly before he was through his 
coffee-had entered the name of Henry 
Rutter on two sets of hooks-one for a po- 

ition as sUl-'ercargo and the other, should 
nothing better be open-as common sea- 
man. All he insisted upon was that the ship 
should sail at once, .-\s to the destination, 
that wes of no consequence, nor did the 
length of the yoyage make any difference, 
He remembered that his intimate friend, 
Gilbert, had some months before gone as 
supercargo to China, his father wanting 
him to see something of the world; and if 
a similar position ,,'ere open he could, of 
course, give references as to his character- 
a question the agent asked him-but then, 
Gilbert had a father to help him. Should 
no such position be a yailable, he would ship 
before the mast, or serve as cook or cabin- 
hoy, or even scullion-but he would not 
}i\'e another day or hour dependent on his 
dear L ncle George, who had impoverished 
himself in his behalf. 
He selected the sea instead of going in to 
the army as a common soldier because the 
sea had always appealed to him. He lm'ed 
its freedom and its dangers. Then again, 
he was young and strong-could climb like 
a cat-sail a hoat-swim- Yes!-the sea 
was the place! He could get far enough 


away behind its horizons to hide the strug- 
gle he must make to accomplish the one 
purpose of his life-the earning of his debt. 
Filled with this idea he began to perfect 
his plans, determining to take no one into 
his confidence until the day before the ship 
was ready to saiL He would then send for 
his mother and .-\lec-hring them all down 
to St. George's house and announce his in- 
tention. That was the best and wisest way. 
As for Kate-who had now been at home 
some weeks-he would pour out his heart 
to her in a letter. This was better than an 
interview, which she would doubtless re- 
fuse :-a letter she would be obliged to read 
and, perhaps, answer. As for his dear l:'n- 
cle George-it would be like tearing his 
heart out to leave him, hut thi
 wrench had 
to be met and it was best to do it quickly 
and have done with it. 
'Yhen this last thought took possession 
of him a sudden faintness crept oyer him. 
Leaying his uncle would be hardest of all. 
'Yhat St. George was to him no one but 
himself knew;-father, friend, comrade, 
adviser-standard of men and morals- 
all and more was his beloyed uncle, No 
thought of his heart but he had given him 
and ne\'er once had he been misunder- 
stood. He could put his arm about his 
uncle's neck as he would about his mother's 
and not be thought effeminate or childish. 
And the courtesy and dignity and fairness 
with which he had been treated; and the 
respect St. George showed him-and he 
only a boy: compelling his older men 
friends to do the same, 1\ eyer letting him 
feel that any foolish act of his young life had 
been criticised, or that anyone had ever 
thought the less of him because of them. 
Breakfast over, during which no allusion 
was made either to what St. George had 
accomplished at the conference of credi- 
tors the night before, or to Harry's early 
rising-the boy made his way into the park 
and took the path he Im'ed. It was au- 
tumn, and the mild morning air bespoke an 
Indian summer day. Passing beneath the 
lusty magnolias, which flaunted here and 
there their glossy leaves, he pau..<;ed under one 
of the big oaks, whose branches stripped 
of most of their foliage still sheltered a 
small, vine-covered arbor where he and 
Kate had often sat-indeed, it was within 
its cool shade that he had first told her he 
loved her, Here he settled himself on a 
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small wooden bench outside the retreat and 
gave his thoughts full rein-not to repine, 
nor to re,-i,"e his troubles, which he meant 
to put behind him-but to plan out the 
letter he was to write Kate. This must 
he clear and convincing and tell the whole 
story of his heart. That he might empty 
it the better he had chosen this place made 
sacred by her presence. Then again, the 
park was generally deserted at this hour- 
the hour between the passing of the men of 
business and the coming of the children 
and nurses-and he would not be inter- 
rupted-certainly not before this arbor- 
one by itself and away from passers-by. 
He seated himself on the bench, his eres 
O\"erlooking the park. All the hours he had 
passed with Kate beneath the wide-spread- 
ing trees rose in his mind; the day they had 
read aloud to each other, her pretty feet 
tucked under her so that the dreadful ants 
couldn't touch her dainty stockings; the 
morning when she was late and he had 
waited and fumed stretching minutes into 
hours in his impatience; that summer night 
when the two had hidden behind the big 
oak so that he could kiss her good-night and 
none of the others see. 
\\ïth these memories stirring, his letter 
was forgotten, and his head dropped upon 
his breast, as if the weight of all he had lost 
was greater than he could bear. Grasping 
his walking stick the tighter he began trac- 
ing figures in the gravel, his thoughts fol- 
lowing each line. Suddenly his ears caught 
the sound of a quick step-one he thought 
strangely familiar. 
He raised his eyes. 
Kate had passed him and had ghTen 110 
sign of her presence! 
He sprang from his seat: 
"Kate!-Kate!- Are you going to 
treat me as my father treated me! Don't, 
please!- Y ou'llnever see me again-but 
don't cut me like that: I have never done 
anything but love you!" 
The girl came to a halt, but she did not 
turn her head, nor did she answer. 
"Please, Kate-won't you speak to me? 
It may be the last time I shall e,"er see you. 
I am going a,vay from Kennedy Square. I 
was going to write you a letter; I came out 
here to think of what I ought to say-" 
She raised her head and half turned her 
trembling body so that she could see hi
 
face, her eyes reading his, 
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.. I didn't think you wanted me to speak 
to you, or you would ha"e looked up." 
,. I didn't see you until you had passed. 
Can't we sit dO\vn here ?-no one will see 
us." 
She suffered him to take her hand and 
lead her to the bench. There she sat, her 
eyes still searching his face-a wonderill!
', 
eager look, discovering every moment some 
old remembered spot-an eyebrow, or the 
line at the corner of the mouth, or the round 
of the check-each and everyone bringing 
back to her the days that were past and 
gone ne'"er to return. 
"You are going away?" she said at last 
-" why? Aren't you happy with e nde 
George? He would miss you, I am sure," 
She had let the scarf fall from her shoulders 
as she spoke, bringing into view the full 
round of her exquisite throat. He had 
caught its flash, hut he could not trust him- 
self to look the doser. 
"Not any more than 1 shall miss him," 
he rejoined sadly, "but he has lost almost 
e,"erything he had in the bank failure and 
1 cannot ha'"e him support me any longer 
-so I am going to sea." 
Kate started forward and laid her hand 
on his wrist: "To sea!-in a ship! "There?" 
The inquiry came with such suddenness 
and with so keen a note of pain in her voice 
that Harry's heart ga,Te a bound. It was 
not St. George's losses then she was think- 
ing of-she was thinking of him! He raised 
his eyes quickly and studied her face the 
closer; then his heart sank again. Xo!- 
he was "Trong-there wa.:; only wonder in 
her gaze; only her usual curiosity to know 
every detail of what was going on around 
her. 
\\ïth a sigh he resumed his bent position, 
talking to the end of his walking stick trac- 
ing figures in the gra,'el: "I shall go to 
Rio, probably," he continued in the same 
despondent tone-I. or China. That's why 
1 called after you. I sail day after to-mor- 
row-Saturday, at the latest, and it may be 
a good many years before I get back again, 
and so 1 didn't want to go, Kate, ,vithout 
telling you that-that-I forgi,"e you for 
everything you have done to me-and 
whether you forgÌ\"e me or not, I have kept 
my promises to you, and I will always keep 
them as long as I Ih"e." 
"\\'hat does dear 'Cnde George think of 
it? " She too was addressing the end of 
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the stick; gammg time to make up her 
mind what to do and say. The old wound, 
of course, could not be opened, but she 
might save him and herself from fresh ones, 
"He doesn't know I am going; nobody 
knows but you, I have been a curse to 
c,'ery one who has been kind to me, and I 
3m going now where there will be nobody 
but strangers about me. To leave ("nde 
George breaks my heart, but so does it 
break my heart to leave my precious mother 
and dear old 
-\lec, who cries all the time and 
has now taken to his bed, I hear." 
She waited, but her name was not added 
to the list, nor did he raise his head, 
"I deserve it all, I suspect," he went on, 
"or it wouldn't be sent to me, but it's over 
now. If I ever come back it will be when 
I am satisfied \vith myself; if I neyer come 
back, why then my former hard luck has 
followed me-that's all. And now may I 
talk to you, Kate, as I used to do some- 
times?" He straightened up, threw down 
his cane, and turned his shoulders so he 
could look her squarely in the eyes. "If I 
say anything that offends you you can get 
up and walk away and I won't follow you, 
nor will I add another word. You may 
never see me again, and if it is not what I 
ought to say, you can forget it all when I 
am gone. Kate!"-he stopped, and for a 
moment it was all he could do to control 
himself. "\Yhat I want to tell you first is 
this-that I haven't had a happy day or 
hour since that night on the stairs in my 
father's house, \Vhether I was right or 
wrong I don't know; what followed is 
what I couldn't help, but that part I don't 
regret, and if anyone should behave to you 
as \Villits did I would do it over again. 
\Yhat I do regret is the pain it has caused 
you. And now here comes this awful sor- 
row to 'Cncle George, and I am the cause of 
that too." 
She turned her face quickly, the color 
leaving her cheeks as if alarmed, Ha
 he 
been behaving badly again? But he swept 
it away with his next sentence. 
"Y ou see my father refused to pay any 
of the bills lowed and 'Cnde George paid 
them for me-and I can't have that go on a 
.ay longer-certainly not now." 
Kate's shoulders relaxed. .'\ sigh of re- 
lief spent itself, Harry was still an honest 
gentleman, whatever else he might have 
done! 


"And now comes the worst of it, Kate." 
His voice sank almost to a whisper, as if 
even the birds should not hear this part of 
his confession: " Yes-the worst of it-that 
I have had all this to suffer-all this mis- 
ery to endure-all these insults of my father 
to bear without you! Always before, we 
have talked things out together; then you 
were shut away and I could only look up at 
your windows and rack my brain wonder- 
ing where you were and what you were do- 
ing, It's all over now-you love somebody 
else- Lut I shall ne\"er love anybody else: 
I can't! I don't want to ! You are the last 
thing I kiss before I close my eyes; I shut 
them and kiss only the air-but it is your 
lips I feel; and you are the first thing I open 
them upon when I wake. It will always 
be so, Kate-you are my body, my soul, and 
my life. I shall neyer ha,.e you again, I 
know, but I shall have your memory and 
that is sweeter and more precious to me 
than all else in the world!" 
"Harry! " There was a strange tremor 
in her voice-not of self-defence-not of 
recrimination-only of overwhelming pity: 
"Don't you think that I too have had my 
troubles? Do you think it was nothing to 
me to love you as I did and have-" She 
stopped, drew in her breath as if to bolster 
up some inward resolution, and then with 
a brave lift of the head added: "Ko, I 
won't go into that-not to-day." 
"Yes-tell me all of it-you can't hurt 
me more than you have done. But you 
may be right-no, we won't talk of that 
part of it. And now, Kate, I won't ask 
you to stay any longer; I am glad I saw 
you-it was better than writing." He 
leaned forward: "Let me look into your 
face once more, won't you, so I can re- 
member the better , Yes-the same dear 
eyes-and the hair growing low on the 
temples, and the beautiful mouth and- 
No-I shan't forget-I never have." He 
rose from his seat and held out his hand: 
" You'll take it, won't you-just once- 
Good-by!" 
She had not moved, nor had she grasped 
his hand, her face was still towards him, her 
whole frame tense, the tears crowding to 
the lids, 
"Sit down, Harry. I can't let you gú 
like this, Tell me something more of 
where you are going-why must you go to 
5ea? Can't you support yourself here?- 
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Isn't there something you can get to do? I 
will see my father and tind out if-" 
"
o you won't." There was a note al- 
most of defiance in his voice-one she had 
never heard before, "I am through with 
accepting favors from any living man. 
Hereafter I stand in my own shoes, inde- 
pendent of everybody. 
Iy father is the 
only person who has a right to give me help 
and as he refuses absolutely to do anything 
more than pay my board, I must fall back 
on myself. I didn't see these things in this 
same way when Cncle George paid my 
debts, or even when he took me into his 
home as his guest-but I do now." 
Something gave a little bound in Kate's 
heart. This manly independence was one 
of the things she had in the old days hoped 
was in him. \\'ha t had come over her for- 
mer lover, she ''londered. 
"And another thing, Kate," She was 
listening eagerly-she could not believe it 
was Harry who was speaking-" If you 
were to tell me this moment that you Im'ed 
me again and would marry me, and I still 
he as I am to-day-outlawed by my father 
and dependent on charity-I would not do 
it. I can't live on your money, and I have 
none of my own. Furthermore, I owe dear 
t-ncle George his money in such a way that 
I can never pay it back except I earn it, and 
that I can't do here. To borrow it of some- 
body else to pay him, would be more dis- 
graceful still." 
Again her heart gave a bound. Her fa- 
ther had followed the opposite course, and 
she knew for a certainty just what some 
men thought of him, and she could as easily 
recall half a dozen younger men who had 
that very summer been willing to play the 
same game with herself. Something warm 
and sympathetic struggled up through her 
reserve. 
"'''ould you stay, Harry, if I asked you 
to?" she said in almost a whisper, She 
had not meant to put the question quite in 
that way, but somehow it had asked itself. 
He looked at her ''lith his soft brown 
eyes, the long lashes shading their tender 
brilliancy. He had guessed nothing of the 
newly awakened'throb in her heart; only his 
situation stared him in the face and in this 
she had no controlling interest; nor could 
she now that she loved somehodv else. 
"Xo, Kate, it wouldn't alter "anything, 
It would be putting off the day when it 


-l1D 


would all have to be done m'er again; and 
then it would be still worse becau
e of the 
hopes it had raised." 
"Do you really mean, Harry, that you 
would not stay if I asked you?" It was 
not her heart which was speaking, but the 
pride of the woman who had always had 
her own wav. 
"I certai
ly do," he answered emphati- 
cally, his voice rising in intensity. "Every 
day I lose is just so much taken from a 
decent, independent life." 
A sudden revulsion of feeling swept 
through her. This was the last thing she 
had expected from Harry. \Yhat had come 
over him that he should deny her anything? 
-he who had always oheyed her slightest 
wish, Then a new thought entered her 
head-why should she humble herself to 
ask any more questions? \\ïth a quick 
movement she gained her feet and stood 
toying with her dress, arranging the lace 
scarf about her throat, tightening the wide 
strings that held her tea-cup of a bonnet 
close to her face. She raised her eves and 
stole a glance at him. The lips w
re still 
firmly set with the resolve that had tight- 
ened them, but his eyes were brimming 
tears, 
As suddenly as her pride had ri-;en did it 
die out. All the tenderne:-;s of her nature 
welled up. She made one step in hi:-; din.c- 
tion. She ,,"as ahout to speak, hut he had 
not mon.d, nor did his face relax. She 
sa w that nothing could shake his resol\-e; 
they were as far apart as if the seas al- 
ready rulled betwcen them. She held out 
her hand, and with that same note of in- 
finite pathos which hc knew so well whcn 
she spoke straight from her heart, said as 
she laid her fingers in his. 
"Good-by, and God bless you, Harry," 
"Good-by, Kate," he murmured in 
harely audihlc tones. "
Iay I-may 1- 
kiss you on the forehead, as I always used 
to do when I left you-" 
She bcnt her head-he leanecl m"er and 
touched the spot with his lips as reverently 
as a sinner kis:-;es the garment of a saint, 
then, choking down her tears, all her hody 
unstrung, her mind in a whirl, she turned 
and pas:-;ed out of the park. 


That same afternoon Kate called her fa- 
ther into her little sitting-room at the top of 
the stairs and shut the door. 
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"Harry Rutter is going to sea as a com- 
mon sailor on one of the ships leaying here 
in a couple of days. Can you find out 
which one ?-it may be one of your own." 
He was still perfunctory agent of the line. 
"Young Rutter going to sea!"-the no- 
menclature of "my dear Harry," had ended 
since the colonel had disinherited him, 
"'''ell-that is news! I suspect that will 
be the best place for him; then if he plays 
any of his pranks there will be somebody 
around with a cat-o'-nine-tails to take it 
out of him. Going to sea, is he?" 
Kate looked at him with lowered lids, 
her lips curling slightly, Lut she did not de- 
fend the culprit. It was only one of what 
Prim called his" jokes" and he was the last 
man in the world to wish any such punish- 
ment. :\loreover, she knew her father much 
better than the Honorable Prim knew his 
daughter, and whenever she had a fayor to 
ask was invariably careful not to let his 
little tea-kettle boil oyer. 
" Only a short time ago, father, you got a 
berth as supercargo on one of my grand- 
father's ships for :\lark Gilbert-can't you 
do it for Harrv?" 
"But Kate
that was quite a different 
thing. :\lark's father came to me and 
asked it as a special favor." His assumed 
authority at the shipping office rarely ex- 
tended to the appointing of officers-not 
when the younger partners objected. 
"'fell, Harry's father won't come to 
you, nor will Harry; and it isn't a different 
thing. It's exactly the same thing so far 
as you are concerned, and there is a greater 
reason for Harry, for he is alone in the 
world and he is not used to hard work of 
any kind, and it is cruel to make a common 
sailor of him," 
"'Vhy I thought Temple was fathering 
him." 
"So Uncle George has, and would always 
look after him, but Harry is too braye and 
manly to li\-e upon him any longer, now 
that r nde George has lost most of his 
money. "ïll you see :\lr. Pendergast, or 
shall I go down to the office? " 
Prim mu:-;ed for a moment: "There ma\' 
not he a yacancy," he yentured, "but i 
will inquire. The Ranger sails on Friday 
for the Riyer Platte and I will have :\lr. 
Pendergast come and see me, Super- 
cargoes are of very little use, my dear, 
unless they have had some business train- 


ing and thi
 young man, of course, has had 
none at all." 
"This young man, indeed," thought 
Kate with a sigh, stirling her indignation. 
"Poor Harrv!-no one need treat him any 
longer with" e\"en common courtesy, nm;' 
that St, George, his last hold, had been 
swept away. 
" I think on the whole I had better go my- 
self," she added with some impatience. "I 
don't want anything to go wrong about it." 
"X 0, I'll see him, Kate, just lea\"e it all 
to me." 
He had already decided what to do-or 
what he would try to do-when he first 
heard the boy wanted to leave the country. 
'Yhat troubled him was what the manag- 
ing partner of the Line might think of the 
proposition. As long as Harry remained 
at home and within reach any number of 
things might happen-e\"en a return of the 
old Im"e. "ïth the scapegrace half-way 
around the world some other man might 
have a chance- \\ïllits, especially, who 
had proved himself in eyery way worthy 
of his daughter, and who would soon be 
one of the leading lawyers of the State if 
he kept on. 
\\ïth the dosing of the door upon her 
father, Kate threw herself upon her lounge, 
One by one the salient features of her inter- 
view with Harry passed in review; his 
pleading for some word of comfort-some 
note of forgÏ\-eness with which to cheer the 
hours of his exile. " You are the last thing 
I kiss before I close my eyes." Then his 
open defiance of her expressed wishes when 
they conflicted with his own set purpose of 
going away and staying away until he made 
up his mind to return. "'hile the first 
brought with it a certain contented satis- 
faction-something she had expected and 
was glad of-the last aroused only indigna- 
tion and revolt. Her brow tightened, and 
something of the determination of the old 
seadog, her grandfather Barkeley, played 
over her countenance. She no longer then 
filled Harry's life, controlling all his actions; 
she no longer inspired his hopes. Rather 
than marry her he would work as acommon 
sailor. Yes-he had said so, and with his 
head up and his voice ringing brave and 
clear. She was proud of him for it-she 
had never been so proud of him-but why 
no trace of herself in his resoh"e ?-c'i:cept 
in his allusion to the duel, when he said he 
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would do it over again should anyone again 
insult her. It was courteous, of course, 
for him to feel that way, however much she 
abhorred the system of settling such dis- 
putes. But then he would do that for any 
other woman-would, no douht, for some 
,yoman he had not vet seen, In this he 
was the son of his "father and the same 
Harry-but in everything else he was a 
changed man-and never more changed 
than in his attitude toward her. 
\Vith these thoughts racking her brain 
she rose from the lounge and began pacing 
the t1oor, peering out between the curtain of 
the room, her eyes wandering m'er the park 
as if she could still see him between the 
branches, Then her mind cleared and the 
true situation de,-eloped itself:-for months 
she had hugged to herself the comforting 
thought that she had only to stretch out her 
hand and bring him to her feet. He had 
now looked her full in the face and pro- 
claimed his freedom. It was as if she had 
caged a bird and found the door open and 
the prisoner singing in a tree overhead, 


That same night she sat by her wood fire 
in her chamber, her old black mammv- 

Iammy Henny-bending close, coml;ing 
out her man-ellous hair. She had been 
studying the coals, watching the little cas- 
tles pile and fall; the quick smothering of 
hurrying sparks under a blanket of gray 
ashes, and the wa ,"ering, flickering light 
that died on the curling smoke. She had 
not spoken for a long time when the old 
woman roused her. 
,. \Yhar was you dis mawnin" honer 
chile? 
Iister "ïllits done wait mo'n ha'f 
a hour, dcn he say he come back an' fetch 
his sorrel horse wid him dis arternoon, an' 
take ye ridin'. But he ain't come-dat is, 
Ben done tol' me so," 
"No, mammy," she an
wered wearily- 
"I sent him word not to-1 didn't feel like 
riding to-day." 
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On:R two years have passed away since 
that mournful night when Harry with his 
hand in St. {;eorge's, his yoice choking, had 
declared hi
 determination to leave him the 
next day and seek his fortunes across the 
seas. 
It was a cruel blow to Temple, coming as 
it did on the heels of his 0\\ n disaster, hut 
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when the first shock had passed he could 
but admire the lad for his pluck and love 
him the better for his independence. 
"All right, my son," he had said, con- 
cealing as best he could, his inten<;e suffer- 
ing over the loss of his companion. " ['11 
try and get along. But remember I am 
here-and the door is always open. I don't 
blame you-I would do the same thing 
were I in your place, 
-\nd now about Kate 
-what shall I say to her?" 
"X othing. I said it all this morning. 
She doesn't love me any more-she would 
hm'e passed me by without speaking had I 
not called to her. She'll be married to "ïl 
lits hefore I come back-if I ever do come 
back. But leaving Kate is easier than 
leaving you. You have stuck to me all the 
way through and Kate-well-perhaps she 
hasn't understood-perhaps her father has 
been talking to her-I don't know. .-\ny- 
how, it's all over. If I had had any doubts 
about it before, this morning's talk settled 
it. The sea is the best place for me. I ran 
support myself anyway, for a while untill 
can help you." 
And the boy was right, St. George had 
said to himself. Kate's reason had tri- 
umphed at last and her heart had grown 
cold. She, perhaps, was not to blame. 
Her experiences had been trying and she 
was still confronted by influences bitterly 
opposed to Harry, and largely in favor of 
\Villits, for weak specimen as Prim was, 
he was still her father and in so important 
a step as her marriage, must naturally ex- 
ercise authority. As for his own influence, 
that, he realized, had come to an end at 
their last interview: the whole thing, he 
must admit, was disappointing-cruelly so 
-the keenest disappointment of his life. 

Iany a night since then had he sat alone 
by that same fire, his dogs his only com- 
panions, the boy's words ringing in his cars: 
"Leaving Kate is easier than leaving you
 " 
Had it been the other way, he often thought 
it would ha,-e been nearer the truth, for 
nothing in his whole life had left so great a 
void in his heart as the loss of the boy he 
Im"ed. X ot that he was eyer completely 
disheartened; there was always daylight 
ahead-the day when Harry would come 
back and their old life begin again. \\ïth 
this in store for him he had led his life as 
best he could, visiting his friends in the 
country, entertaining in a simple ine
pen- 
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sive way, hunting at 'Yesley, where he and 
Peggy Coston would exchange confidences 
and funny stories; dining out; l1shing in 
the early spring; getting poorer and poorer 
in pocket, and yet never complaining, his 
philosophy being that it would be brighter 
in the morning, and it always was-to him. 
_-\nd vet if the truth be told his own sit- 
uation "had not improved-in fact, it had 
grown steadily worse. Only one payment 
of interest had been made on the mortgage 
and the owner was already threatening 
foreclosure proceedings. Pawson's inter- 
vention alone had staved off the fatal climax 
hy promising the holder to keep the loan 
alh-e by the collection of some old debts- 
horrowed money and the like-due St. 
George for years and which his good nature 
had allowed to run on indefinitely until 
some of them were practically outlawed. 
Indeed it was only through resources like 
this, in all of which Pawson helped, and 
with the collecting of some small ground 
rents, that kept Todd and Jemima in their 
places and the larder comfortably filled. 
.-\s to the bank-there was still hope that 
some small percentage would be paid the 
depositors, it being the general opinion that 
the directors were personally liable because 
of the irregularities which the smash had 
uncO\'ered-but this would take months, if 
not years, to work out. 
His greatest comfort was in the wander- 
er's letters, These he would watch for with 
the eagerness of a girl hungry for news of 
her distant lover. For the 1ìrst few months 
these came by eyery possible mail, most 
of them directed to himself; others to his 
mother, :\lrs. Rutter driving in from ::\loor- 
lands to compare notes with St. George. 
Then, as the boy made his way further in- 
to the interior the intervals were greater- 
sometimes a month passed without news 
of him. 
"\Ye are short-handed," he wrote St. 
George, "owing to fever on the voyage out 
on the Ranger, and though I am super- 
cargo and sit at the captain's table, I have 
to turn to and work like any of the others- 
fine exercise, but my hands are cracked and 
blistered and full of tar. I'll have to wear 
gloves the next time I dine with you." 
X ot a word of this to his mother-no 
such hardships for her tender ears: 
"Tell me about Kate, mother "-this 
from Rio-" how she looks; what she says; 


does she ever mention my name? :\1 y 100'e 
to Alec. Is 
Iatthew still caring for Spit- 
fire, or has my father sold her?" Then fol- 
lowed the line: .. Give my father my re- 
spectful regards; I would send my love, 
but he no longer cares for it." 
The dear lady did not deliver the mes- 
sage. Indeed Harry's departure had so 
widened the breach between the colonel 
and herself that they practically occupied 
different parts of the house as far removed 
from each other as possible. She had de- 
nounced him first to his face for the boy's 
self-imposed exile, and again behind his 
back to her intimates. Kor did her resol\-e 
waver even when the colonel was thrown 
from his horse and so badly hurt that his 
eyesight was greatly impaired. "It is a 
judgment on you," she had said, drawing 
her frail body up to its full height. ., You 
will now learn what other people suffer," 
and would have kept on upstairs to her own 
room had not her heart softened at his help- 
lessness-a new rÔle for the colonel. 
He had made no answer at the time: he 
ne\'er answered her back. She \Vas too 
frail to be angry with, and then she was 
right about his being the cause of her suf- 
fering-the first cause of it, at least. He 
had not yet arrh-ed at the point where he 
censured himself for aU that had happened. 
In fact since Harry's 
udden exit,made \vith- 
out a word to anybody at :\Ioorlands except 
his mother and .-\lec, who went to town on 
a hurry message, he had steadily laid the 
blame on everybody else connected with the 
affair-sometimes on St. George for his in- 
terference in his peace-making programme 
at the club and his refusal, when ruined 
financially, to send the boy back to him in 
an humble and contrite spirit. :\loreover, 
he had not recovered from the \Hath he had 
felt when, having sent John Gorsuch to as- 
certain from St. George the amount of 
money he had paid out for his son, Temple 
had politely sent Gorsuch, in charge of 
Todd, downstairs to Pawson who in turn, 
after listening to Todd'swhispered message, 
had, \vith equal politeness, shown Gorsuch 
the door, the colonel's signed check-the 
amount untìlled-still in his pocket, 
It was only when the Lord of :\foorlands 
went into town to spend an hour or so with 
Kate-and he was a frequent visitor prior 
to his accident-that his old manner re- 
turned, He loveò the girl dearly and was 
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ne\'er tired of talking to her. She was the 
only woman who would li<;ten when he 
poured out his heart. 
''"hat drew the colonel to Kate was his 
personal force. She liked strong, decided 
men eyen if the\" sometimes erred in their 
conclusions, Her grandfather, old Cap- 
tain Barkelev, had had the same master- 
fulness. He" had been in absolute com- 
mand in his earlier years, and he had kept 
in command all his life. His word was 
law, and he was generally right. She was 
twelve years old when he died, and had, 
therefore, ample opportunity to know, It 
was her grandfather's strong personality, in 
fact, ,,'hich had giyen her so clear an idea of 
her father's mam" weaknesses. Rutter, she 
felt, was a com}
ination of both Barkeley 
and Prim-forceful and yet warped by prej- 
udices; dominating yet intolerant; able to 
do big things and contented with little ones. 
His forcefulness, hmye\"er, despite his many 
shortcomings, appealed to her. ::\Ioreover, 
she sa.w much of Harry in him. It was that 
which made her so willing to listen-she 
continually comparing one to the other. 
These comparisons were im"ariably made 
in a circle, beginning at Rutter's brown 
eyes, taking in his features and peculiarities 
-many of them reproduced in his son's- 
such as the firm set of the lips and the 
square line of the chin-and ending quite 
naturally, with the brown orbs again. 
"'hile these matched the color and shape, 
and often the fierce glare of the father's, 
they could also, she said to herself, shine 
with the soft light of the mother's. It was 
from the mother's side, then, that there 
came the willingness to yield to whatever 
tempted him-it may be to drink-to a 
false sense of honor, to herself-Harry be- 
ing her slave instead of her master. And 
the other men around her-so far as yield- 
ing was concerned (here her brow would 
tighten and her lips straighten)-were no 
better. Eyen Cncle George must take her 
own "No" for an answer and believe it 
when she meant quite a different thing. 
And again would her soul break out in re- 
\"olt over the web in which she had become 
entangled, and once more would she cry 
herself to sleep. 
Nobody but her old black mammy knew 
how tragic had been her sufferings, how 
many bitter hours she had passed nor how 
many bitter tears she had shed. Yet even 
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old Henny could not comfort her, nor was 
there anyone else to whom the girl could 
pour out her heart. She had, it is true, 
kept up her intimacy with her Cncle George 
-hardly a week passed that she was not a 
visitor at his house or he at hers-but they 
had long since refrained from discussing 
Harry. Kot because he did not want to 
talk about him, but because she would not 
let him- Of course not! 
To Richard Horn, however, strange to 
say, she often turned-not so much for 
confidences as for a broader understand- 
ing of life. The thoughtful inventor was 
not so hedged about by social restrictions, 
and would break out in spontaneous ad- 
miration of Harry, saying with a decisive 
nod of his head, "_-\ fine, splendid young 
fellow, my dear Kate; I recognized it first 
at St. George's dinner to 
lr. Poe, and if I 
may say so, a much abused young man 
whose only sin is that he, like many another 
about us, has been born under a waning 
star in a sky full of obsolete clouds; one 
that the fresh hreeze of a new cÌYilization 
will some day clear away."-a deduction 
which Kate could not quite grasp, but 
which comforted her greatly. 
It delighted her, too, to talk to him of the 
notable occurrences taking place about 
them. " You are wonderfully intelligent, 
my dear," he had said to her on one occa- 
sion, "and should miss nothing of the de- 
velopments that are going on about us;" and 
in proof of it had the very next day taken her 
to an exhibition of 
Ir. :\Iorse's new tele- 
graph, given at the Institute, at which two 
oIJerators, each with an instrument, the men 
in sight of each other, but too far apart to he 
in collusion, were sending and answering the 
messages through wires stretched around 
the hall. She, at Richard's suggestion, had 
written a message herself, which she hand- 
ed to the nearest operator who had ticked 
it to his fellow, and who at once read it to 
the audience. Even then many doubting 
Thomases had cried out" collusion," until 
Richard, rising in his seat, had not only en- 
dorsed the truth of the reading, hut C)..- 
plained the im"ention, his statement silenc- 
ing all opposition because of his well-known 
standing and knowledge of kindred sci- 
ences. 
Richard's readings also, from which 
Kate was neyer absent, and which had now 
been resumed at his own house, greatly in- 
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terested her. These of late had been de- 
,"oted to many of Poe',; earlier poems and 
later tales, for despite the scene at St. 
George's the im"entor had never ceased to 
helie\"e in the poet. 
And so with these occupations, studies, 
investigations, and social pleasures-she 
never missing a ball or party (\\ïllits al- 
ways managing to be with her)-and the 
spending of the summer months at the Red 
Sulphur, where she had been pursued by 
half a dozen admirers-one a titled Eng- 
lishman-had the da\'s and hours of the 
years of Harry's ab
ence passed slowly 
away. 
At the end of the second winter a slight 
change occurred in the monotony of her 
life. Her constant unwa\"ering devotee, 
Langdon \Yillits, fell ill and had to he taken 
to the Eastern Shore, where the same old 
lot of bandages-that is of the same pattern 
-and the same loyal sister, were impressed 
into service to nurse him back to health. 
The furrow Harry's bullet had ploughed in 
his head still troubled him at times, espe- 
cially in the hot weather, and a horseback 
ride beside Kate one .\ugust day, \vith the 
heat in the nineties, had started the subsoil 
of his cranium to aching with such vehe- 
mence that Teackle had promptly packed it 
in ice and ten days later its owner in blank- 
ets had put them both aboard the bay boat 
bound for the Eastern Shore. 
"'hether this new irritant-and e\"ery- 
thing seemed to annoy her now-had begun 
to tell on our beautiful Kate, or whether the 
gayety of the winter both at home and in 
\Yashington, where she had spent some 
weeks during the season, had tired her out, 
certain it was that when the spring came 
the life had gone out of her step and the 
color from her cheeks. :\1ammy Henny 
had noticed it and had coddled her the 
more, crooning and petting her; and her 
father had noticed it and had begun to be 
anxious, and at last St. George had stalked 
in and cried out in that breezy, joyous way 
of his that nothing daunted: 
"Here, you sweetheart!-what have yuu 
heen doing to your cheeks-all the roses 
out of them and pale as two lilies-and you 
never out of beel until twelve o'clock in the 
day and looking then as if you hadn't had a 
wink of sleep all night. Kot a word out of 
yuu,Seymour, until I've finished. I'm going 
to take Kate down to Tom Coston's and 


keep her there till she gets well. Too many 
stuffy balls-too many late suppers-oys- 
ter roasts and high doings. X one of that 
at Tom's, rp at six and to bed at ten, 
I've just had a letter from him and dear 
Peggy is crazy to have us come. Take your 
mare along, Kate, and you won't lack fresh 
air. Now what do you say, Seymour?" 
Of course the Honorable l>rim bobbed 
his honorable head and said he had heen 
worried himself oyer Kate's loss of appetite 
and that if Temple would, etc., etc.-he 
would-etc., etc.-and so 
Iammy Henny 
began to get pink and white and other 
fluffy things together, and Ben, with Todd 
to help, led Joan, her own belm"ed saddle 
horse, down to the dock and saw that she 
was safely lodged between decks, and then 
up came a coach (all this was two days lat- 
er) and my lady droye off with two hair 
trunks in front and a French bonnet box 
hehincl-St. George beside her, and fat 

Iammy Henny in white kerchief and red 
bandanna, and Todd in one of St. George's 
old shooting jackets, on the box next the 
driver with his feet on two of the dogs, the 
others having been loaned to a friend. 
.\nd it was a great leave-taking when the 
party reached the wharf. Not only were 
three or four of her girl friends present hut 
a dozen or more of the old merchants for- 
sook their desks, when the coach unlim- 
hcred, most of them crossing the cobbles- 
some hare-headed, and all of them in high 
stocks and swallow-tail coats-pens behind 
their ears, spectacles on their pates-to hid 
the young princess good-by. 
For Kate was still "our Kate," in the 
widest and broadest sense and the pride and 
joy of all who knew her, and many who 
didn't. That she had a dozen beaux-and 
that some of them had tried to bore holes in 
each otber for love of her; and that one of 
them was now a wanderer and another in a 
state of collapse, if report were true-was 
quite as it should be. :l\Ien had died for 
women a hundred times less worthy and 
less beautiful, and men would die of love 
again, "'hen at last she made up her 
mind she would choose the right man, and 
in the meantime God bless her for just he- 
ing alive. 
And she was never more alive or more 
charming than :-;he was to--day. 
"Oh, how delightful of you, 
fr. ::\fur- 
doch, and you too, 
Ir. Bowdoin-and _Max 
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-and all of you, to cross those wretched 
stones: 
o, wait, I'll come to you-" she 
had called out, when with a stamp of her 
little feet she had shaken the pleats from 
her skirt-adding when they had all kissed 
her hand in turn-" Y es-I am going down 
to be dairy-maid at Peggy Coston's," at 
which the bald-headed old fellows, with 
their hands upraised in protest at so great a 
sacrilege bowed to the ground, their fin- 
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gers on their ruffled shirt-fronts, and the 
younger ones lifted their furry hats and 
kept them in the air until she had crossed 
the gang-plank and Todd and ::\Iammy 
Benny, .and Ben who had come to help, 
lost theIr several breaths gettin u the im- 
, 0 
patIent dogs and baggage aboard-and so 
she sailed away with encle George as chap- 
eron, the whole party throwing kisses back 
and forth. 


(To be continued.) 
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By Price Collier 
Author of "England and the English from an American Point of View" 


rtJ x landing at Bombay one 
II discovers that no experience 
of travel elsewhere has pre- 
pared the way. The lux- 
uries are different, the hard- 
- ships are different, the whole 
setting of life is different, I am greeted 
on the landing-stage by a lean chocolate- 
colored Indian, in flowing robes and a huge 
white turban, who presents a letter from a 
soldier friend in Lucknow, who has en- 
gaged him as servant or " bearer" for our 
tour. Be is solemnity personitied, and his 
eyes are brown depths of unfathomable im- 
penetrability. During the many weeks he 
was with us, I saw him smile but once. \Ve 
were driving at Delhi, he was sitting on the 
box with the coachman, One of the- ponies 
became fractious and landed one of his 
heels on the shin of the dri,-er, who howled 
with pain. Beera Tall smiled, but even 
then there was no light, no keenness of joy 
or sorrow in his eyes. \Yhat he thought 
about this incident, or what he thought 
about anybody or anything else, I shall 
ne"cr know, but I conclude that it was not 
of much importance. 
It is the easy habit both of thosc who 
have lived long in India, and of those who 


merely trot through India, to descrihe the 
people as inscrutable, and to assume that 
there are depths of thought and feeling be- 
hind the unknown tongue, and the un- 
changing eyes, which are too subtle for the 
"'estern mind. It occurs to the traveller 
sometimes that this is a mistake. There is 
a great difference between the indefinite 
and the indefinable._ It is possible that In- 
dia is not so much inscrutable as faded. 
This old, old civilization may have been 
printed so often from the same type that 
the lettering is now blurred and indeci- 
pherable, It may be illegible, too, because 
the font of type conveys nothing very intel- 
ligent or profound even to the users thcreof. 
Because there was a great literature in 
India two thousand years B. c.; a well- 
authenticated philosophy worked out into 
a considered system five hundred years 
B, c.; a Sanskrit grammar compiled about 
350 B. C., which is still the foundation for 
all study of the Aryan language; an astron- 
omy which had succeeded in making a 
fairly correct calculation of the solar year, 
2000 B. C.; the discoveries of notation both 
by fractions and algebra; a system of medi- 
cine, with hospitals and dissecting-rooms; 
an art of music, with its seven notes, in- 
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yented 500 B. c.; a code of law, the Code 
of 
Ianu, put into its present form about 
400 A. D.; and a vast collection of legends 
and stories in verse, the 1:1ahabharata, the 
main story dealing with a period not later 
than 1200 B. C,-because all this is the 
fruit of the soil of India, one is perhaps 
tempted to overrate what exists of intel- 
lectual prowess to-day. The inscrutability 
may be emptiness rather than depth. 
:\1y singular opinion on this subject was 
not derived from a study of the bearer, 
Heera Tall alone, for his patient inscruta- 
bility was, I am now convinced, merely a 
veil of depravity. He knew that what he 
knew and thought about was best left to 
the idealism of the cloudiest possible hazi- 
ness. 
I was honored while in India with the 
opportunity of knowing barristers, journal- 
ists, soldiers, native officials and judges, 
teachers, holy men, small landholders, peas- 
ants, monks, princes and educated women, 
and I conclude that indefiniteness, rather 
than profunØity, describes their education 
and their philosophy of life. It is not only 
in India, and at this present time, that easy- 
going and rather flabby intellects have been 
willing to accept the high-flown, the turgid, 
and the indefinite as wonderful and weighty. 
The bluster of the demagogue appeals 
to the many, and the mental gyrations of 
the transcendental lecturer to fashionable 
women appeals to them,-at any rate so 
long as they do not understand him, I g- 
notm1l pro magnifico, applies in the \" est 
as well as in the East. It is almost incred- 
ible, as an example of this, that Emerson 
should have said of Bronson _\lcott and 
his silly "all things are spiral," that Al- 
cott's was the greatest philosophic mind 
since Plato. There are even fewer men 
who have minds of their own, than have 
fortunes of their own. \Ve are all directly 
descended intellectually from Animism, and 
the clouds and mists, the distortions and 
noises, of the mind, are accepted with awe, 
hy most of us, as mysteries too deep for us, 
when as a matter of fact what is not clear is 
generally the result of lazy thinking, rather 
than the exploit of an intellect dealing with 
matters too high for us. 
Of the religion and ideals of the over- 
whelming majority of the people, I have 
written, and it seems to be a fatigued phi- 
losophy, and a blurred idealism, which ani- 


mate even the leaders. The climate, and 
the habits which necessarily follow, tend to 
drowsiness, rather than to alertness and 
well-defined wants and wishes, 
Even the progressive men and women 
of India are stili steeped in the atmosphere 
of autocracy. They fumble badly with the 
new scheme of government, brought to 
them by their present rulers, the English, 
England's greatness is due in no small de- 
gree to the fact that she has held stubbornly 
to the belief, despite republics and revolu- 
tions, that all men are not equal, nor all 
entitled to an equal degree of liberty, but 
all entitled to an equal degree of justice. 
France substituted a sham equality for con- 
stitutional liberty, and the results are seen 
in that country to-day in the hateful and 
hampering tyrannies of bureaucracy. Eng- 
land goes so far as to declare by law that 
her people are not equal, but she admin- 
isters justice t<;> all alike, with an impartial- 
ity and a rigidity unknown anywhere else 
in the world, Equality is a sham, justice 
is a reality. Equality has never been real- 
ized, justice has been done. One is purely 
theoretical, the other practical. England 
thus far has preferred the possible reality 
to the impossible sham, with the result that 
her citizens have more personal liberty, and 
are more unfettered in their activities, than 
the citizens of any other country. 
I found few, even among the educated in 
India, who wanted justice, 'Vhat they 
called justice I found meant nearly always 
preference, The unrest and sedition in 
India are entangled in this mesh of misun- 
derstanding, and their \Vestern sympa- 
thizers are unwittingly making matters 
worse, by using words which mean one 
thing to them, and another thing to those to 
whom they are addressed, It should not 
be forgotten in studying them that their at- 
titude toward the science of government is 
as old and as deeply bedded in their brains 
as their literature, their astronomy, and 
their religion. Thousands of years of 
dampening of individual effort, of trusting 
to cunning, to bribery, to insidious influ- 
ence, have distorted all notions of justice. 
They suffer from what Lord Curzon ad- 
mirably phrases as the" immemorial curse 
of Oriental nations, the trail of the serpent 
that is found everywhere from Stamboul 
to Peking-the vicious incubus of official- 
ism, paramount, selfish, domineering, and 
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corrupt. Distrust of private enterprise is 
rooted in the mind trained up to believe 
that the government is everything, and the 
individual nothing." 
One's boyhood notions of Clive and 
Hastings, and of the" John Company," are 
at once modified. An hour on shore in 
Bombay is enough, E,"en the light is dif- 
ferent. It is like that white light, so purely 
artificial, in which you are placed by the 
photographer when he asks you to assume 
a natural expression. The effect upon you 
at the photographer's, and upon everybody 
in India, is the same: in defending yourself 
from the light you assume a concealing ex- 
pression. Thousands of years of this light 
have done more than we think, probably, 
to produce the inscrutability so much 
talked of, and which may after all be mainly 
physical. 
Another consequence of this hot white 
light is that one's clothes are piled on 
the head to protect the brain, 1\lost of the 
natives in the streets have more yards of 
stuff on their heads than on their bodies. 
Color runs riot. Pinks, blues, vermilion, 
orange, brown, yellow, red, saffron, and 
many shades of all of them, are worn by 
men and women; even the bullock-carts, 
and the horns of the bullocks themselves, 
are daubed with glaring colors. Bare legs, 
breasts, and arms become so soon familiar, 
that the most scrupulously pantalooned 
puritanism soon ceases to notice anything 
unusual. 
The short journey to the hotel reveals 
the teeming millions, for where else could 
nine men be spared to walk through the 
streets with a grand piano balanced on 
their heads; reveals the disdain of time, 
for where else is a trotting bullock a stand- 
ard of speed, except in :Madeira where the 
oxen draw sledges; reveals the unashamed 
duplicity, for within an hour after our 
meeting Heera Tall has announced his 
wages per month as just twice the amount 
that my friend in Lucknow has written me 
I ought to pay; reveals the supremacy of 
the white race, for where else in this demo- 
cratic world may the white man walk 
straight, unconscious and unmenacing. and 
yet find a lane made for him, as though he 
were a locomoti,"e running on a pair of 
rails through a town of prairie dogs? 
An official of importance tells me that 
the first thing he does on hi::; holiday visits 
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to England is to walk down the Strand, that 
he may recover from the place-giving, sa- 
laaming natives whom he governs, and be 
jostled and elbowed back into the equitable 
pedestrianism of the ',"est. One might in- 
fer from this that the Englishman likes it, 
that the white traveller likes it. I can onlv 
say for myself, and for the scores of English 
officials high and low that I met-and some 
of whom I knew well-that it is not a situa- 
tion that the white man produces or wishes; 
rather is it wholly and entirely what the na- 
tive has evolved as a penetrating and all- 
embracing legal atmosphere. This is hi::; 
notion of justice, and order, and equality. 
He created it ages ago for his own defence, 
and he perpetuates it to-day for his own se- 
curity. Palpable power he must have, or 
there is anarchy. No one knows better 
than the rich Parsi, or the intriguing Ben- 
gali, or the peasant proprietor, or the head- 
men, or the money-lenders and laborers, 
that the white man's unimpeded march 
straight through city or village streets is 
the symbol for them all, of their life, and 
fire, and property insurance. 
If this is modern Bombay, what must 
have been the Calcutta and the :Madras of 
one hundred and fifty years ago, when 
Clive and Hastings laid the foundation- 
stones of British India? ''"hat indeed was 
the England of those days, the England of 
George I, who could not read English and 
"who loved nothing but punch and fat 
women"; the England of George II, who 
"had been a bad son, a worse father, an un- 
faithful husband, and an ungraceful lover" ; 
the England over ,vhose political life was 
the soiling smear of \ralpolean corruption; 
the England whose cabinet ministers fought 
for the control of the secret-service fund 
used for the bribery of the members of the 
House of Commons; the England which 
protested not a word that Fox. as payma::-;- 
ter of the forces, ::;hould ha\ e a hundred 
thousand pounds of the nation's money out 
at interest for his own account, and who at 
one time made a mart of his office, and paid 
away as much as twenty-five thousand 
pounds in one morning, in the purchase of 
votes to buy support for a timorous gOYern- 
ment? 
''"hen one stops to think of the political 
conditions of government in the country 
from which Clive and Hastings came, and 
of the conditions in the land to which they 
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went, one is surprised at their guiltlessness. 
Clive fought like an Englishman, but he 
hribed, deceived, and on one occasion actu- 
ally forged a name to a treaty, like an Ori- 
ental. Both he and Hastings grew to look 
upon the getting and keeping of wealth, in 
a fashion that ruins men, whether in Cal- 
cutta in the eighteenth, or in Kew York in 
the twentieth century. Such rupees, and 
such dollars, can only buy the clothing of a 
convict, though its wearers, and their de- 
scendants, live in palaces. 
Clive, who was born in 1725, went out to 
India as a clerk in the service of the East 
India Company at the age of eighteen, He 
was a whole year getting from London to 

Iadras, one can go from London to Bom- 
bay now in fourteen days, and the territory 
of the company he ,vas to serve consisted of 
a few square miles, and even for that, rent 
was paid to the native governments. Here 
is a picture of an uncouth and morbid young 
man, destined to mope in an office chair. 
The French and the English go to war, 
.-\ French governor of 
Iauritius captures 
:Madras. Clive joins the army, but peace 
is declared and he returns to his desk, 
Peace in Europe did not impose peace in 
India. A Frenchman of great ability, Du- 
pleix by name, saw the opportunity to tie 
together the scattered fagots of power left 
in India after the death of .\urangzeb, the 
last of the 
Iughals, and began to do so. 
He played one Indian state against another, 
and backed by a small, but vastly superior 
force in point of efficiency, he put, and kept 
in power the native ruler or rulers he fa- 
vored, and he soon became himself the su- 
preme influence in southern India. Clive 
was now twenty-five. He urged his su- 
periors to strike a blow to save India, and 
the English trading company, from com- 
plete French supremacy. He marched to 
Arcot, and took it without a blow, He was 
besieged there, he was offered large bribes 
to surrender, held out for fifty days, was 
attacked, defeated the enemy, and marched 
back to 1Yladras as the first successful Eng- 
lish soldier in India. There he found 
Ia- 
jor Stringer Lawrence just arrived fr
m 
England, and his superior in command. 
The Lawrences could make a frieze of their 
names around India's temple of fame. 
This first Lawrence won Clive's friendship, 
and between them in two years they broke 
the power of the French in India. The 


"fierce equality" of the Republic to he, of 
the French Revolution, could brook no su- 
perior men then, as now, Dupl.eix was 
stripped of his fortune and his fame, and 
died in obscurity; Labourdonnais was sent 
to the Bastile, and Lally ''''"as dragged to his 
execution with a gag between his lips. No 
wonder the French are not colonists! 
Clive returned to j':ngland, still a boy, to 
be toasted as "General" Clive, and to re- 
ceive-a diamond-hilted sword from the com- 
panywhich he had saved. In 1755 he sailed 
for India with the commission of lieutenant- 
colonel, and the appointment of governor of 
Fort St. David. 
The province of Bengal was governed by 
a native prince of eighteen, who, becoming 
jealous of the growing power of the Eng- 
lish, found an excuse for attacking Calcutta. 

Iost of the English fled down the river, but 
onc hundred and forty-six remained. Sur- 
ajah Dowlah or Siraj-uddaula-his name 
descrves to be remembered-ordered these 
prisoners to be confined in the jail at Fort 
\\ïlliam, a room eightcen feet square. It 
was June, I know the heat of Calcutta in 
February, what must it be in June? The 
natives prodded these English men, women, 
and children into the jail, and laughed at 
them and ridiculed them as they suffocated. 
In tbe morning twcnty-three were taken out 
alive. The one Englishwoman who sur- 
vived was sent off to the harem of the young 
prince. This is the Black Hole of Calcutta 
story . 
Truly the English are a phlegmatic race. 
In the year 1910, in Calcutta again, they 
screen the motor-car of their viceroy, the 
representative of their king, with heavy 
wire netting, because the descendants of 
the people of Surajah Dowlah throw stones 
at him. It seems a slow method of teach- 
ing self-government in India, and somewhat 
expensive in the lives of men and children 
and the purity of women, but no doubt they 
know best. 
On hearing of this outrage, Clive and a 
squadron under Admiral \Yatson sailed for 
Calcutta. Calcutta was recovered with lit- 
tle fìghting, and much to Clive's regret the 
Nawab Surajah Dowlah consented to a 
peace, and made compensation to the com- 
pany for their money losses-the men, 
women, and children were not paid for! 
This might have been the end of the story, 
but again there was war betwecn England 
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and France. Clive took up the gauntlet 
in India. Surajah Dowlah sid
d with the 
French, Clive marched out to Plassey, 
about seventy 
miles north of Cal- 
cutta, wit h 1,000 
Europeans, 2,000 
Sepoys, and 8 
pieces of artillery. 
The Nawab's 
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army numbered 
35,000 foot and 15,- 
000 horse, Clive 
attacked while the 
enemy were at din- 
ner, and scattered 
the Xawab's army 
to the winds. This 
was June 23, 1757, 
just a hundred years before the }Iutiny. 
Clive demanded over 2,000,000 pounds 
sterling as an indemnity, and was paid a 
little more than half that sum, of which Rs. 
200,000 went to Clive as commander-in- 
chief, and Rs. 1,600,080 as a private dona- 
tion. A sum equal to about one million 
dollars of our Ir.oney at that time. The 
rupee has ::;ince declined very much in val- 
ue. At the same time the landholder's 
rights of the 882 square miles around Cal- 
cutta were granted to the company. Later, 
VOL. XLIX.-4I 


the land tax was giycn to Clive personally, 
and he thus became the landlord of the 
company he served. 
Following the fashion of the day, Clive 
schemed to put his own candidate, 
Iir J a- 
far, in the place of Surajah Dowlah. \rhile 
preparir:g to oust him, he plotted against 
him and used, amongst others, a wily Hin- 
du named Omichund. The Hindu, know- 
ing the secrets of the plot, threatened to in- 
form Surajah Dow- 
- 1 lah, unless he were 
promised a hribe of 
three hundred thou- 
sand pounds, He 
further demanded 
that this payment 
to him se If should 
fìgure in the treaty. 
Clive prepared two 
treaties, one shown 
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to the Hindu 
blackmailer wi t h 
the promise of 
payment included, 
the other without 
it. Fearing that 
Admiral \Y a t so n 
would disapprove, 
he forged\ratson's 
name to the treatv. \Yhen all ,vas over, the 
Hindu was infor
1ed that he had been out- 
Orientalized by Clh'e, and later went mad. 
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)Iir J afar began to fear the very power 
that upheld him, and secretly intrigued with 
a Dutch force which arrived from Java. 
Clive routed it. Their ships were destroyed, 
their troops scattered, and three months lat- 
er Clive sailed for England. He was a great 
man now, and be it said he had great ex- 
pectations of the honors to be a warded him 
at home. \Yho has not been disappointed 
in such expectations? Clive was. He was a 
rich man now. He had sent home more than 
two hundred and fifty thousand pounds, and 
he had besides the splendid income from the 
land rents given him by the grateful Indian 
prince he had supported. Praise has a para- 
site, one steady and constant companion, 
malice. Clive was attacked in Parliament, 
and he was attacked by the shareholders of 
the East India Company, 
Five years after leaving India for the 
second time, hewas besought, even by those 
who had attacked him, to go back to save 
India again, to save her from the bribe- 
taking and personal peddling of the com- 
pany's own servants. Stories of repeated 
revolutions, of a disorganized, pillaging, 
and corrupt administration, reached Lon- 
don. Clive alone could save the situation, 
He was made governor and commander- 
in-chief of the British possessions in Bengal, 
and as Baron Clive of Plassey in the peer- 
age of Ireland, he arrived in Calcutta in 
:l\Iay, 1765, and remained a year and a half. 
He had now to fight the corruption, both 
military and civilian, of his own people. 
Even British officers threatened to resign 
if they were not allowed to steal. He for- 
bade the receiving of gifts from natives, he 
prohibited private trade, he increased the 
salaries of the company's servants, he set 
the house of India in order, declined any 
reward, and returned to England poorer 
than when he left it. 
These were the days of the nabob, and 
Clive was the chief nabob of all. English- 
men of little education, training, or taste, 
returned from India with swiftly made fort- 
unes. They out-housed, out-carriaged, 
out-entertained, out-spent, and outraged 
the feelings of, their home-keeping neigh- 
bors. Like many of the present-day Amer- 
ican millionaires they rode rough-shod- 
mounted on J\Ioney. India in those days 
was far away from England, People did 
not go there for a winter's jaunt as now 
they go, Officers, military and civil, did 


not go and come, and send their wives and 
daughters home during the hot season. 
J\Ien went to India, even the servants of 
the East India Company went, to exploit 
India not to serve her, to bring back a fort- 
une as speedily as possible for themselves, 
not to protect the wealth, and to increase 
the wealth, and to conserve the resources of 
India for the people of India, 
They formed connections that were de- 
grading, they made themselves as comfort- 
able as a horde of cheap and obsequious 
servants could make them, and they be- 
came a race apart, born of unlettered and 
irresponsible prosperity. \Vhen they re- 
turned to their native land they had other 
moral habits, tyrannous and irritable man- 
ners, ways of vulgar self-assertion, and the 
belief that mouthfuls of oaths, and fistfuls 
of gold, were the proper and most efficient 
weapons of civilization. They bound 
books that they did not read, they bought 
pictures they did not appreciate, they 
housed themselves as territorial magnates, 
who were but social pigmies, and substi- 
tuted a gilded self-consciousness for family 
tradition, It is doubtful whether the man- 
ners and morals of the majority of their 
enemies, either then or now, offered security 
of standing for the criticisms passed upon 
either the nabob of the eighteenth, or the 
nabob of the twentieth, century. There 
is a crowd of social as of political urchins 
always with leisure, and always ready to 
join in the pursuit of the unfortunate and 
the unpopular. 


" I've rings on my fingers, 
I've bells on my toes, 
I've elephants to ride upon 
My little Irish Rose. 
So come to your Nabob, 
&c, &c. 


was one of the jingles of the general ridicule 
of the time. 'Vhen virtue, righteously indig- 
nant, sounded the horn for the chase, mal- 
ice, envy, jealousy, and their cur-compan- 
ions joined the pack, delighted to have the 
opportunity to yelp, and snarl, and snap, 
and bite if possible, in such distingui
hed 
company, and under auspices, which made 
their jackal impudence look leonine, One 
may admire the Burke of those days, or of 
this, but the pack which yelps the chorus 
is as contemptible then as now. One is 
tempted to defend the nabob merely be- 
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<:ause the majority of his accusers and as- 
sailants are actuated by such mean motives. 
I sometimes shock my dilettante and 
prematurely effete 
-\merican friends, by ex- 
pressing my hearty enjoyment of the horde 
of Occidental nabobs from my own coun- 
try, who nowadays pour through Europe, 


are the signal and sonorous heralds of the 
power of mere money, and at the same time, 
the ominous examples of the graces it de- 
stroys; they are hard-featured and soft- 
handed; they are cultivated by those who 
would prey upon them, and shunned almust 
with loathing by the aristocracy of sim- 
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The jail at Fort \\ïlliam, or the Black Hole of Ct!cutta. * 


Their naïf test of what is precious by its 
price; their sentimental longing and rever- 
ence for what is old; the clothing of their 
women, imitated from the only models they 
are privileged to see at close quarters, the 
cocottes of Paris; their reiterated nasal 
narration of the history of their dollars, and 
their glowing en umeration of those to come; 
their swiftly acquired and confidential com- 
radeship with hotel clerks, couriers, and 
shop-keepers; their confident views, boldly 
expressed, upon subjects with the elemen- 
tary aspects of which they are totally un- 
familiar; their chief occupations, which 
seem to be spending money, advertising 
their wives and daughters in the news- 
papers, and explaining their ancestry-in 
all these symptoms I rejoice, Such people 


* The tablet seen on the wall reads as follows: 
The marble pavement below this spot ",as placed here 
by Lord Curzon, Viceroy and Goyernor-Generalof India. in 
1901, to mark the site of the prison in old Fort William. 
kno\\n as the Black Hole in which 146 British inhabitants 
of Calcutta were confined on the night of the 20th of June, 
1756, and from which only 23 came out alive. 
The pavement marks the exact breadth of the prison, 14 
feet 10 inches, but not its full length, 18 feet, about one third 
of the area at the north end being covered by the building on 
which this tablet is fixed. 


plicity, sincerity, and responsibility; they 
are the modern barbarians of the Rome of 
modern civilization; they are of those who 
must define the word" gentleman" them- 
selves in order to be included in the defini- 
tion, and no body of men spend so much 
time at the task; and even now against their 
brutal and conscienceless methods, the 
state is arming itself. Everyone knows the 
names of these leaders of the Goths and 
Vandals of our time, and no libraries, parks 
colleges, hospi tals, and cringing clerical re- 
ceivers of such bribes, can cloak them in the 
shining garments of charity; we all, alas, 
are surrounded too by their imitators, who, 
though lacking their prowess, lack nothing 
of their lust for plunder. The sad feat- 
ure of the situation is that dignity in man- 
ners, sim:plicity in morals, responsibility of 
wealth, fearlessness in administration, will 
all suffer before a new Rome emerges 
from the clutches of this blundering, plun- 
dering, and reckless band. 
\Vhy do I, an American, rejoice at this 
spectacle, it may be asked. The answer is 
simple, The higher their banners hang on 
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the walls of thc social or shopping citadels ".estern nahoh will disappear as did his 
of London, Paris, and New York, the more Eastern prototype. He has been pcrmi ttcel 
brazen their manners, the more high-hand- to grow, from thc days of Jay Gould and 
ed their methods, the swifter and surer will Jim Fisk rascality, and to escape thus far, 



.. ,.. 'e 
.. 
. 


I 
I 
I. 


- 


--.., 


f 


.nit 
D\ 


" . 


Statue uf ]"hn XicllOl,on at Delhi. 


come their downfall. I laugh to think that through no intrepid or ingenious defence of 
th
 man of greasy complexion, of glittering his own, but because those who oppose and 
eye. of oyer-full belly and protruding pock- despise him shrink from seeming to ally 
et, can believe that because London dines themseh"es with any form of socialism in 
with him in order to escape with some of his attacking him. I, for one, would rathcr 
wealth tied up in his daughtcr's trousseau, suffer the naboh, than see the worthy am- 
hecause Paris panders to him, that there- bitions, energy. initiatiye, and the commer- 
fore he is meant to strangle the Puritan of cial aggressi,"cness and ahilityof mv coun- 
the cast, and the Cavalier of the south, and try, taxed into cowardice, and bel a wed into 
the honest emigrant on the land between helplcssness, by the lcaders of a moh of all 
them, of my country. His trial is not far the shiftlessness, enyy, crankiness, and in- 
off, and his Burke and his Sheridan are ability in the land. I would rather a few 
preparing their suit against him, and the freeb
oters escaped, than that the state 
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should be bullied by a bureaucracy created 
and supported by the state itself. Ewry 
man who mulcts the treasury of a railroad, 
who uses false weights for his sugar, or who 
rigs the stock market, shouts, c'Socialism," 
when it is attempted to punish him. Just 
the contrary is true. The men who do most 
to hring the menace of socialism are these 
yery tìnancial freebooters, barbarians, and 
nabobs of the 'Yest, whose salient charac- 
teristics I ha,-e attempted to describe. It 
is nonsense to proclaim that we cannot hm'e 
justice without socialism, and fair-dealing 
without bureaucracy. One might as logi- 
cally assert that to hang a murderer, or to 
imprison a thief, means a return to feudal- 
ism, or the founding of an autocracy. 
'Yealth and power in the ordinary scheme 
of things should be hard to get. Inferior 
people always think that the work of the 
writer, the painter, the soldier, the adminis- 
trator, once it is done must be easy for 
them, since they only accomplish what is 
easy themselves. They account for it by 
luck or by opportunity, ne,Ter remembering 
that their own abilities neyer seem to find 


this right opportunity. That is what luck 
is, It is the hard work done by ability and 
opportunity when they meet. There is 
only one success which is easy but also pre- 
carious, and that is intemperate oratory 
fondling the mob with deceitful words. 
Cliye stood out as the chief of the nabobs, 
he became the best-hated man in England, 
A committee of Parliament censured, but 
did not condemn him. He died by his own 
hand in 177-1-, 
Cli,Te went to India when India was fif- 
teen thousand miles away. He changed 
the East India Company from a band of 
plundering pedlars, into the beginnings of a 
beneficent gowrnment. He won for Eng- 
land the greatest dependency she has eyer 
had, or e,'er will have. He became to the 
Indian a white gOYernor as powerful, and 
more just than any ruler in their history. 
The shadow of his greatness lends security 
to e,Tery white man, woman, and child, and 
likewise to e,Tery brown man, woman, and 
child, in India. 
He forged a friend's name, he lied to 
an accomplice, he accepted wealth from 
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those he conquered, he died by his own 
hand. 
He is very dull, or very daring, who as- 
sumes the right to hold the scales of justice 
for God, in pronouncing a final '"erdict up- 
on this man. Few of us are so greatly 
good, or so contemptibly bad, as this man. 
Few of us accomplish much, or leave a 
reputation worth puzzling over. 
\Yarren Hastings succeeded Clive as gov- 
ernor-general in 1772, and for thirteen 
years, consolidated a British administra- 
tion in India, for the vast territories which 
Clive had done so much to win. He be- 
came the organizer, as Clive had been the 
founder, of the British Indian Empire. 
One is tempted to write on of Hastings, as 
the temptation to write of Clive was irre- 
sistible. There was still rough work to do 
and Hastings used rough weapons. 
Authority means responsibility, respon- 
sibility demands control, and control eas- 
ily converts itself into possession. Such 
was the logical progression of the Eng- 
lish in India. They demanded peace and 
fair play for themselves, and then for 
those they protected. The sphere of in- 
fluence of this trading company easily wi- 
dened to dominion. Protection for them- 
selves or their allies often meant war, and 
war to ensure its efficacy meant control, 
and control, disputed, was followed by pos- 
session. 


This cycle of progress has reached such 
a pitch that to-day the British crown has 
stretched its sphere of influence not only 
throughout India, but far beyond the bound- 
aries of India. From Singapore in the 
south, to .-\fghanistan in the north, and from 
Thibet in the east, to Persia and Egypt in 
the west, is included in the vast cloak of 
territory now deemed necessary to the pro- 
tection from rough political weather of that 
little colony of rented acres to \vhich Clive 
sailed in 1743. Take a map and look at it. 
The Indian Empire, with its allies and feuda- 
tories, now occupies the whole area of south- 
ern Asia between Russia and China. On 
the north and west she controls, as against 
a possible offensive move from Russia, 
Beluchistan, 
-\fghanistan, Kashmir, and 
the petty states beyond Kashmir up to the 
skirts of the Hindu Kush .Mountains. To 
the east and south are X epal and Burma, 
and beyond Burma a line of semi-inde- 
pendent chieftainships, which serve as 
buffers between India and China. The 
outer frontier of British India has an im- 
mense circumference. The south-eastern 
extremity on the Ç-ulf of Siam extends 
thence to Thihet on the north, thence north 
and westward to the Oxus. On the north- 
west it covers Afghanistan and Beluchistan, 
and finally has its western and southern e
- 
tremity on the shores of the Arabian Sea. 
This is what the British Empire has under- 
435 
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taken to defend against Japan, China, 
Russia, Persia, and Turkey-and with Ger- 
many on her flank in the 
 orth Sea. There 
can be no weakening, no social-reform flab- 
biness, if these colossal territorial responsi- 
bilities are to be properly safeguarded. 
There is also a discontented, some say sedi- 
tious, many say disloyal, population in 
India to keep under, In Lucknow and 
other towns the statue of the empress- 
queen is guarded day and night by a sen- 
tinel, to protect it from coarse infamy and 
injury. 
The history of the setting of the boundary 
stones is a long and complicated one, 
reaching down to that gallant soldier and 
patriot, and distinguished historian, Lord 
Roberts, who is alive to-day. 
The history of the settlement of the 
moral territory was concluded once and 
for all when, after Cliye's impeachment, 
his successor, \Yarren Hastings, was also 
impeached, in a trial lasting eight years, 
a trial conducted for the British crown, and 
for the Christian world, by Burke. The 
pith of the matter at issue was, whether the 
control of alien races by Christian rulers 
permitted the use of alien methods and 
morals; whether, in short, the 'Yestern ruler 
should be pemitted to have an easy code 
of geographical ethics, one for London, and 
one for Calcutta; one for Amsterdam, and 
one for Java; one for 'Yashington, and one 
for Cuba; one for Brussels, and one for the 
Congo. Theoretically the question was 
settled for åll time, at the trial of \\Tarren 
Hastings in the historic hall at 'Yestminster; 
practically it is still to be enforced, but only 
here and there, and by conquerors other 
than the Anglo-Saxons. St. Augustine 
writes: "To extend rulership over subdued 
natives is to bad men a felicity, but to good 
men a necessity." 
The East preys upon the weak, the 'Yest 
protects the weak. The social economy of 
the East is based upon the law of the jungle, 
we of the 'Yest make the attempt, at least, 
to base our own upon the dicta of Christ. 
Therein lies the difference which separates 
us completely. It is the difference between 
the wolf and the sheep-dog. I do not main- 
tain that the shepherd's dog is always, every- 
where, perfectly correct in his behavior, 
but his ideal and his general standard of 
conduct is protection and guidance for the 
sheep, and affection and loyalty for his 


master. 'Yhile the ideal and the general 
standard of the wolf are to kill both shep- 
herd and sheep, if it can be done with 
safety to himself. 
Even after the new code of the rulers was 
firmly established morally, it had to fix 
itself physically. The natives of India 
could not be taught in a hundred years to 
believe what for two thousand years and 
more they had been beaten and plundered 
into not believing. The ::\lutiny in 1857 
was the result of their scepticism. The 
motto of that trading company in 1 ï 5 7 
might well have been: 011lnes diligunt 
11lunera, but the most bitter enemy of Great 
Britain must confess that her civil service 
both in India and elsewhere is now a stand- 
ard for the world. Candor non laeditur 
auro. 
The civil government of two hundred and 
thirty-two millions and the partial control 
of sixty-six millions in India are now in the 
hands of about one thousand two hundred 
Englishmen, including military officers in 
civil employ and others, and I doubt if there 
is one brown man's rupee in any white man's 
pocket that should not be there. But a 
man may be honest, contemptuously; just, 
arrogantly; and confident, carelessly, that 
those beneath him will accept his actions 
without his sympathy, ånd judge him by his 
morals rather than by his manners. But 
that is not the brown man's way. The 
prohibition of sati, or widow-burning; the 
eÀecution of the high-caste Brahman if he 
was found guilty, like any low-caste man; 
the missionary assertiveness on behalf of 
themselves and their converts; the indiffer- 
ence to the laws of caste; the doing away 
with any legal obstacle to the remarriage 
of widows; tales that in the jails all were 
fed alike without reference to caste; the 
fear of the Brahmans that they would lose 
their position and influence; the readjust- 
ment of land revenues and taxes; the settle- 
ment of claims and boundaries; the lapse 
of territory to the British power in default 
of direct or collateral heirs; the story of 
the Enfield cartridges greased with a mixt- 
ure of cow's fat and lard-true as shown 
by the investigations of .ðlr. Forrest- 
Lecky writes that the Sepoys in the _Mutiny 
had" sound reason" for fearing injury to 
their religion as Hindus and l\lussulmans: 
"This is a shameful and terrihle fact, and 
if mutiny was ever justifiable, no stronger 
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justification could be given than that of the 
Sepoy troops"; the sickening sentimen- 
tality of the ignorant English at home, who 
fêted and petted a certain .-\zimula Khan, 
the emissary of 
 ana Sahib himself, a man 
of no position in his own country, but who 
was received into the best society in Lon- 
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can depend upon the British, however, to 
wait for that event until they are fully un- 
prepared. 
If an imaginative observer were asked to 
coin a phrase least adapted to the present 
situation and condition of the British Em- 
pire, he might use the words: "Englishmen 
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don, and who exchanged love-letters with 
ladies of rank and position, even became 
engaged to an English girl, and was called 
., her dear Eastern son" by an idiotic old 
dowager; flogging abolished in the nati\'e 
anny, but continued among the British, the 
natives looking on at the flogging of white 
men; the annexation of new territories 
until the Rajput, the 
Iahratta, the Sikh, 
and the _Muhammadan laid aside their com- 
mon jealousies and recognized England as 
equally the foe of all; no rapid intercom- 
munication as now; a British force in India 
of thirty-six thousand men as over against 
a native force of two hundred and fifty- 
seven thousand, besides the armed police, 
and lascars attached to the artillery as fight- 
ing men-it would have been a miracle if 
there had been no mutiny. 
Along different lines much the same thing 
goes on in England to-day, and again it will 
be a miracle if there is no trouble with Ger- 
many, or in India, within ten years. One 


may sleep peacefully in their beds!" It is 
comical to record that the young solicitor 
who answers to the country for the navy, 
uses this phrase; the able metaphysician 
who responds for the army uses this phrase; 
the lately anarchical labor leader, who re- 
plies for the commerce of the country, uses 
this phrase; the solicitor who is responsible 
for the finances of the country, uses this 
phrase; the Prime .:\Iinister, a scholarly bar- 
rister, and be it said the steady-headed, 
strong-handed master of them all, despite 
the tales to the contrary, repeats the same 
phrase. I repeat, for an almost wearisome 
number of times, they are a great people! 
Fancy singing, "Rock-a-by, baby, on the 
tree-top" to the House of Commons and to 
the country, with such responsibilities, such 
perils, such warnings pressing upon their 
attention. \Ye may all envy them their 
sound nerves. If the _Ministers of the 
Crown of to-day were drinking men, I 
should ask, as did Lincoln of the accusers 
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of Grant, for the brand they most affect. 
I should indulge myself, and distribute 
what could be spared in ,raIl Street. 
The British were warned over and over 
again before 1857. Read that rare but 
valuable book, "Essays l\lilitary and Polit- 
ical," by Sir Henry l\Iontgomery Lawrence, 
and see the blundering methods, described 
by one of their own most dutiful servant 
sons, which brought on the 
Iutiny. 
The native, instead of understanding, 
misunderstood, He did not see that these 
changes were meant for his good. He be- 
lieved that the Brahman was a law unto 
himself, that widows should be burned, and 
certainly not be allowed to remarry, and 
thus stiffen the competition, already severe, 
against his own daughters. The annexa- 
tion and control of territory was robbery to 
him; he did not see that it meant peace, 
security, and justice. That the Hindus' 
cartridges were to be greased with the fat 
of the sacred cow, and the l\Iuhammadans' 
cartridges greased with the fat of the ab- 
horred pig, was to them what coarse jests 
at the miracle of the J\lass would be to 
Catholics. It was blasphemous, terrible, 
and ominous of mysterious and awful 
spiritual punishment. 
'Ve rejoice at the daring of Luther and 
Sir Thomas l\lore, and the blood and fire 
of our own religious revolution, why then 
be astonished that there was revolution in 
India before the protestant there won free- 
dom of opinion and worship? The jaunty 
confidence, or the prayerful faith, in right 
doing of the white man, was not accepted 
as the voice of any god known to them by 
the Indians. The Indian brain seethed 
with mutinous misunderstanding, and why 
not! 
The English were so obtuse that they 
saw not, neither did they hear, much less 
did they take any precautions. 
Iany of 
the most energetic and valuable officers had 
been drafted off from their regiments, 
both to serve in the Crimea, and to meet 
the heavy demands of the many newly 
acquired territories, for governors and ad- 
visers. I quote the words of one of the 
heroes, and the historian of that time, the 
words of the man who has retrieved more 
than one of England's maudlin blunders, 
the man who is to-day emphasizing with his 
now unequalled experience of the past, the 
dangers of the present and the future, Lord 


Roberts, "Seniority had produced briga- 
diers of seventy, colonels of sixty, captain:;; 
of fifty. N early every military officer who 
held a command or high position on the 
staff in Bengal when the l\lutiny broke out 
disappeared within the first few weekS. 
Some were killed, some died of disease, but 
the great majority failed completely to 
fulfil the duties of the positions they held. 
Two generals of division were removed, 
seven brigadiers were found wanting, and 
out of the seventy-three regiments of regu- 
lar cavalry and infantry which mutinied 
only four commanding officers were given 
other commands, younger officers being 
selected to raise and command the new 
regiments." 
These were the gentlemen who, in pa- 
jamas, with a whiskey-peg and a cigar, 
seated on the roof of a bungalow, drilled 
the natives of India, believing that the gods, 
and literature, and religion, and customs of 
three hundred million people for two or 
three thousand years would melt into ac- 
quiescence at the wave of the whiskey or 
cigar-laden hand from on high. 
They were dealing with a generation 
which had forgotten the anarchy and blood- 
shed, the pillaging and oppression, which 
preceded British rule. :Muhammadans 
looked back to the time when they were 
emperors of India, and when British am- 
bassadors stood meekly on the lower steps 
of their emperor's throne. The Hindus 
only remembered that they were on the 
point of wresting the control from the l\lu- 
hammadans when the white man stepped 
in. The interim of order, security, and jus- 
tice was forgotten. Instead of to a magnifi- 
cently clad figure seated on a bejewelled 
throne, with a peacock's tail of precious 
stones worth millions as a background for 
his turban, and this in the setting of a mar- 
ble hall which still remains as a monument 
of beauty, instead of to this he salaamed 
to an amorphous and rubicund figure Oll 
the roof of a cheaply built bungalow, whose 
sceptre was a cigar, and whose spiritual life 
was contained in a glass, The one was 
thinking of curry and comfort; the other 
of traditions, and faith, and lost prestige; 
and the gentlemen of curry and comfort 
were actually dumbfounded when the Ull- 
derfed underlings betrayed them, killed 
their women and children, and marched 
from l\leerut to Delhi, before they could 
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get the whiskey-fed rheum out of their eyes. 
Indeed they let a whole night and day go 


-or 


( l' 
: 
\. \ 

:
' 
f 

 '4- 


#:1 (11 
J,IJ
.l! "'

 
t ; -'... '.1 


\ 


1. 1 
""' 
-
;:. 



., . 
.- 


I 



lij 


. 


j. 


the wheat, the sugar, the cotton were sown 
and reaped as usual. ::\lillions in India did 
not even hear of the ::\1 utinv. 
This is a characteristic of I
- 
dia to he emphasized and to 
be remembered. X 0 other 
country is so mute, so uncon- 
scious, so deaf in the midst 
of turmoil and bloodshed. 
The American must school 
his imagination to this situ- 
ation, A fire in Chicago, a 
flood in Texas, an earth- 
quake in California, is a fire, 
a flood, an earthquake for the 
whole country. 1\;ot so in 
India. There were people 
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by, did these men. whose 
ancestors had driven Clive 
to suicide, before they made 
a move. Ho\\' different if 
Clive had been there. 
The _Mutiny opened 
Iay 
the 10th, 1857, and it was 
January, 1859, before the 
English gained complete 
control again. And at what 
a price of h eroi sm and 
suffering. But, not the ::\'lu- 
tiny nor any other disturb- 
ance. political or otherwise, 
in Inùia affects more than a minute pro- 
portion of India. Throughout the ::\Iutiny 
the peasants tended their fields; the rice, 
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peacefully at work within fifty miles of the 
fighting who knew nothing of it; and e\"Cn 
now, flood, plague, or famine slays hundred.. 
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of thousands in one part of India, and the 
rest of India is ignorant and undisturbed. 
'Yhen one hears of unrest in India, or 
when one hears that India wants this, or 
needs that, all such statements must be 
put into this enormous crucible where they 
are ground exceeding small, and prove to 
be after all only the unrest. the need, or 
the want of a minute fraction of the un- 
wieldy whole. It is like one of the huge 
zoological reconstructions of another age, 
whose hide is so thick, whose extremities 
are so far apart, that unlike any other 
bodies known to us. what touches or hurts 
or heals one part has no effect upon the 
others. 
At Cawnpur was a large native garrison, 
and when they mutinied, N ana Sahib put 
himself at their head. The Europeans, 
including more women and children than 
fighting men, were besieged for two weeks, 
and then trusting to a safe-conduct from 
N ana Sahib, they surrendered. They em- 
barked on boats on the Ganges, the boats 
were set fire to and shot at by the natives 
from both banks, and only four escaped. 
The women and children were massacred a 
few days later, some of them being pitch- 
forked living upon the bayonets of their 
murderers. 
Delhi was besieged for months from the 
surrounding ridge, over which I have 
walked and driven, but it was only in Sep- 
tember that the Kashmir Gate was blown 
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in, and 
icholson fell at the head of the 
storming party. 
The chief commissioner of Oudh was a 
Lawrence, and not a Lawrence for nothing, 
IIe prepared for a siege in the residency at 
Lucknow, and was mortally wounded there, 
but his intelligent prevision saved his com- 
panions till at last Lucknow was relieved. 
It is one of the gha
tly nightmares of 
history to see that Black Hole of Calcutta, 
that well at Cawnpur, that cellar in the 
residency at Lucknow, that grave-dotted 
ridge at Delhi. 'Yom en and children out- 
raged, suffocated. pitchforked on bayonets, 
burnt, stabbed, starved, and strangled: it is 
a horrible tale. Say what one will of all 
that, it is British business, British ven- 
geance, not ours, but it is a disgrace to the 
whole white race that British callousness, 
and lack of taste and reverence, should 
permit these graves to be Q\"ergrown 
with weeds, should suffer that miserable 
little graveyard on the ridge above Delhi, 
should allow the lettering on the Kashmir 
Gate to become defaced. The only monu- 
ment in all India that is not a travesty is 
the statue of John Nicholson, and more 
than one of the statues of the white empress 
and the white emperor of India are black! 
\\ïth all the splendid qualities and achieve- 
ments of the British-to which I have tried 
without prejudice to do justice-their stu- 
pidity is at times as criminal as their attempts 
at artistic commemoratio
 are grotesque. If 
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taste is not indigenous, we can and do 
supply them with a \rest, a ,rhistler, a 
Sargent, a La Farge, a St. Gaudens. Let 
them knight their painters of marble baths, 
and Greek maidens, and bridge problems, 
and over-decorated wooden sovereigns, and 
sentimental scenes of bourgeois domes- 
ticity, but let them turn over their monu- 
ments in which we are all interested, to the 
real craftsmen of the arts. 
The East India Company, its first char- 
ter signed and sealed in 1600 by Queen 
Elizabeth, came to an end in 1858 after the 
:l\1utiny. The administration of India was 
handed over to the crown. Queen Vic- 
toria, later, on January 1, 1877, to be pro- 
claimed empress of India, issued the fol- 
lowing proclamation when India was taken 
over: 
"\Ye hold ourselves bound to the natives 
of our Indian territories by the same obli- 
gations of duty which bind us to all our sub- 
jects; and these obligations, by the bless- 
ing of Almighty God, we shall faithfully 
and conscientiously fulfil. And it is our 
further will, that so far as may be, our sub- 
jects, of whatever race or creed, be fully 
and impartially admitted to offices in our 
service, the duties of which they may be 
qualified, by their education, ability, and 
integrity, duly to discharge." 
I quote these words for my readers be- 
cause they were quoted many times to me 
by the discontented natives of India. The 
British went further with words of promise, 
than they find it easy to go in actual prac- 
tice. Intentions have lungs, breathe, and 
are communicative, The English are for- 
ever intending things for India, which when 
they are done are already ungratefully re- 
ceived as things long ago deserved; and 
when they are not done, and compromise is 
substituted, the Indian sees nothing but 
hypocrisy and broken promises. 
A distinguished Indian gentleman, writ- 
ing of the reforms just introduced by Lord 
:l\1into, says: "\Vhy is there so little enthu- 
siasm among the educated classes about 
them? '''hy are some even beginning to 
fear that they may fail to heal the existing 
distemper? Because a certain fatality 
seems to clog the steps of the government, 
that whenever it does anything useful for 
the people .it knows 110t how to do it 'U..'ith 
good grace." The italics are mine, for there 
in a nutshell is the ever-present criticism of 
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British rule. It is just, honest, but unsym- 
pathetic and ungracious. It is a delicate 
and a difficult problem, One must tread 
softly both physically and metaphorically, 
'Ye ourselves have not won such laurels by 
our dealings with the ten million negroes in 
America that we can afford to be cen!::ori- 
ous, or to offer easy, ready-made solutions 
for the problem. Ineffable cocksureness 
might be tempted to shout: Get on or get 
outl were it not for the possibility of a 
despatch the next morning announcing a 
lynching-bee in one's own country, to em- 
phasize one's fallibility. 
If you and I had taken over the govern- 
ment of a distracted country, which for 
centuries had dated passing events from the 
last raid, the last massacre, the last famine, 
the last deluge, the last plundering ride of a 
foreign invader; and if we had laid there 
30,000 miles of railway, 100,000 miles and 
more of telegraph wire; if we had watered 
17,000,000 acres with canals of our own 
construction; if we had arranged that one in 
every seven acres of the whole country were 
irrigated; if we had built schools, nursing 
homes, dispensaries, hospitals-where 8,- 
000,000 children are vaccinated and 25,000,- 
000 people receive relief annually-and 
post-offices, and police-stations; if school 
attendance had increased from 500,000 to 
6,000,000; if the letters carried had in- 
creased from none to 700,000,000 annually; 
if we had policed the country from end to 
end, administered justice without fear or 
favor; spent millions of money and thou- 
sands of lives in the country's defence; pro- 
tected the people from brutal customs, pro- 
tected the widow and the orphan; secured 
to every man, woman, and child his rights, 
his property, and his earnings; if out of 
nearly 29,000 offices of the government 
drawing salaries ranging from f6o-no 
small income for a native of India-up to 
f5,000, as many as 22,000 were filled by 
natives, and only 6,500 by Europeans; if 
out of a gross revenue of f75,272,000 only 
f20,816,000 was raised by taxes so-called, 
while in England taxation supplies fi\ e- 
sixths, and in India only about one-fourth, 
of the public income; if we had reduced 
crime to proportions smaller than in Eng- 
land itself; if the public debt, outside of 
debt secured by the ample asset of the rail- 
ways, canals, and so on, amounted to only 
f28,000,000, a sum less than half of what 
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it cost to suppress the ::\Iutiny alone; if the 
land, which when we took charge of it had 
hardly any commercial value, was now 
worth f300,000,000; if the export and im- 
port trade in less than fifty years had in- 
creased from f40,000,000 to f200,000,000, 
while taxation works out at about 37 cents 
per head; if innocent religious and social 
customs had not only not been changed, 
but protected from interference, in these 
days too, alas, when so many people mis- 
take mere interference for influence, and in 
a land of jarring and quarrelsome sects-if 
you and I had a fraction of these things ac- 
complished by the English in India to our 
credit, we should be astonished at censure 
from without, or criticism from within. \Ve 
might indeed be tempted to resent them. 
The Indian agitator tells the people that 
the railways carry the grain away from the 
starving, and pay large dividends to the 
builders; that the canals carry pestilence 
and disease; that the taxes go to the sup- 
port of an army to fight England's battles, 
and to the support of officials who bully the 
native; that the schools, and hospitals, and 
colleges are hot-beds of heresy" where the 
young Indian is taught to deny his ancestral 
beliefs, in order that the foreign ruler may 
surreptitiously introduce his own creed and 
ritual. These are the grosser forms of sedi- 
tious talk and literature intended to impress 
the agricultural class. The more intelligent 
are fed with more subtle accusations. 
One accusation against the English car- 
ries weight. There are people still living 
who can remember when India had its 
weavers and dyers by the hundreds of thou- 
sands, and when weaving was a profitable 
industry. In the early years of the last 
century, it was stated in evidence, that the 
cotton and silk goods of India could be sold 
in England at a profit of from fifty to sixty 
per cent. and there and then the English 
weaver was protected by duties upon this 
class of Indian goods of from seventy to 
eighty per cent. on their value. The poor 
Indian weaver, earning his six or eight 
cents a day, was ruined for the benefit 
of the English manufacturer. Lancashire 
mills are protected to this day by duties 
on Indian goods. This is indefensible and 
contemptible. British goods are forced 
upon India without duty, while Indian 
weavers were starved out by heavy duties. 
England bids India supply her with raw 


materials, that she may employ her capital 
and her labor profitably, and then sell the 
manufactured articles to helpless India, 
deprived of the right to manufacture for 
herself. I emphasize this, because I con- 
sider it a justifiable and competent criti- 
cism against British rule. 'Ve must all 
agree, Americans, French, Germans, that 
\ve should go to war in an instant against 
such unfair oppression. 
On the other hand, the accusation of 
lack of sympathy, of comradeship, of so- 
cial intercourse, is twaddle. The Indian 
climate, and population, and steady ad- 
herence to religious and social customs, 
have swallowed up every religion and every 
civilization which has mixed with it, from 
Buddhism in religion, to the :\lughal dy- 
nasty. The British maintain control, and 
can only retain control, by refusing any 
intimacy of intercourse which would entail 
the mixing of one civilization with the 
other. They have their own clubs, their 
own sports, their sheltered homes, and 
their own codes. They go out to India in 
relays, and not to settle, and that is their 
salvation. They go out alone or with their 
families, not to mingle and to mix, but to 
work at governing, and to come home when 
their task is done as much Englishmen as 
when they went out. If they went to India 
with their families to be swallowed up, to 
be incorporated socially, morally, and po- 
litically, then indeed there would be no ex- 
cuse for their rule there. Any other policy 
would be fatal. 
No race except the English could main- 
tain their gravity at the thought that pur- 
dah parties are a political necessity. :Most 
of the Indian women live secluded, and al- 
ways in public cover their faces, which is 
termed being in purdah. The women of 
the families of the English officials have 
been urged to show their interest by invit- 
ing these ladies to their houses. They play 
children's games with them, eat cakes and 
drink tea with them, and stroking the dome 
of St. Paul's Cathedral to inHuence the 
dean and chapter is no more futile than is 
this silly soliciting of comradeship with the 
women of India, as a method of propitiat- 
ing the irreconcilables. 
1\1r. Saint .Kihal Singh writes: "Statis- 
tics show the number of female children 
married under four years of age to be more 
than 200,000, of those married between five 
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and nine to' be O'ver 2,000,000, and thO'se 
married under fO'urteen to' be 8,000,000; 
and the enfO'rced widO'whO'O'd O'f these girls 
is the greatest curse O'f India, But while 
educated native men are wO'rking fO'r the 
emancipatiO'n O'f the wO'men, unfO'rtunately, 
as already O'bserved, they are persistently 
hindered in their effO'rts by the O'ppO'sitiO'n 
O'ffered to' their programme O'f progress by 
their unlettered, reactiO'nary wO'menfO'lk; 
their wi\'es, mO'thers, sisters, and daughters, 
even their widO'wed female relatives, are 
bitterly O'ppO'sed to' this radical refO'rm, and 
their combined power perpetuates the prac- 
tice. 
The last census shO'wed that 997 
Iuham- 
madan and 995 Hindu wO'men per 1,000 
were illiterate in the year O'f O'ur LO'rd 1900, 
\Yhat is still wO'rse is the fact that at pres- 
ent less than O'ne per cent O'f Indian girls 
O'f school-gO'ing age are being educated." 
NO'ne but a great natiO'n imperviO'us to' 
ridicule, cO'uld persist in urging O'fficially 
its civil servants to' ask their wives to' enter- 
tain the native wO'men with childish games, 
as a mark O'f a sympathetic administratiO'n. 
The French O'r the Americans wO'uld suffO'- 
cate with laughter at the suggestiO'n. This 
is not sympathy, this is curdled kindliness. 
Just as O'ne ceases to' be well dressed when 
O'ne is noticeably well dressed, sO' friendli- 
ness ceases to be friendliness when it puts 
O'n a uniform and advertises itself, But 
what can you expect from a natiO'n whose 
minister for war sends O'ut a solemn circular 
suggesting that the new territorial fO'rce 
shO'uld assemble on a convenient Sunday to 
thank GO'd that they had been evolved from 
his brain, and that their predecessors had 
ceased to' exist; O'r the even more grotesque 
circular, which must certainly have been 
suggested to 
Ir. Haldane by a wag in the 
war office, but which was nonetheless sent 
out, to' the effect that landlords whO' are 
heads of territorial cO'ntingents in their 
neighbO'rhood, should be granted permis- 
siO'n to' add an unsheathed swO'rd pO'inting 
upward to' their flag, O'r pO'inting down- 
ward when they \vere nO' IO'nger in O'ffice ? 
Only a pO'nderous patriO't cO'uld thus O'ffer 
himself fO'r the altar O'f the Abraham O'f 
ridicule, O'n the O'ff chance that a cO'nven- 
ient ram wO'uld be fO'und in the near-by 
bushes. 
But alO'ng the lines O'f humO'r and æsthet- 
icism a natiO'n that will tamely submit to' 
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the Albert :MemO'rial mO'nument O'r to' the 
statue O'f Shelley at OxfO'rd, may be ex- 
pected to' furnish ample matter fO'r amuse- 
ment. Heine wrO'te to' a rich uncle that 
there were SO' many fO'O'ls in the wO'rld that 
he felt nO' fear O'f nO't being able to' make a 
living, He even added, that he thO'ught he 
could live O'n that O'ne uncle alO'ne. The 
Albert 
IemO'rial alO'ne wO'uld furnish a 
literary living fO'r a lifetime. 
The male Indian, bO'th Hindu and ::\Iu- 
hammadan, O'f cO'urse with exceptiO'ns 
amO'ng the educated, stilllO'O'ks upO'n wO'm- 
en much as Erasmus did: "\YO'man is an 
absurd and ridiculO'us animal, but enter- 
taining and pleasant," 
\Yhen the Englishman becO'mes self-cO'n- 
sciO'us either sO'cially O'r mO'rally, he is de- 
plO'rablyawkward. There is SO' much talk, 
SO' much audible discO'ntent, SO' much put- 
ting O'f the O'ld methO'ds O'f gO'vernment intO' 
the crucible, just nO'w in India, that the 
Englishman is beginning to' wO'nder if he is 
right, if he is justified, and this rrutkes fO'r 
self-consciO'usness and fO'r lack O'f cO'nfi- 
dence, and reacts upO'n the peO'ple. 
\ ner- 
vO'us rider makes a nervO'us hO'rse. The 
Indian dO'es nO't understand that this is the 
vacillatiO'n O'f cO'nscience; he interprets it in 
the O'ne way his experience permits him to' 
interpret it, as fear. Artificial sympathy, 
pumped-up cO'rdiality, assumed comrade- 
ship, are nO' mO're pO'ssible to' the average 
Englishman than trimming hats, curling 
hair, O'r dancing skirt-dances. 
There is an ample supply of hO'nest 
cO'mradeship and real sympathy between 
the British and the Indian. I have spent 
weeks camping and travelling with soldier 
and civil service O'fficials. Any man whO' 
believes that there is lack of sympathy 
shO'uld spend some time with British O'ffi- 
cers and their native troO'ps; with British 
O'fficers and the Imperial Service troO'ps 
O'f the native princes; \vith cO'mmissiO'n- 
ers and deputy cO'mmissiO'ners dO'ing their 
wO'rk in the O'utlying districts; O'r hear fO'r 
the first time the Englishman "talking 
shO'p" as the British officer in India will dO' 
in his enthusiasm about his Gurkhas, O'r 
his Sikhs, O'r his Patiala Lancers, or his 
BhO'pallight cavalry. It wO'uld be affecta- 
tiO'n O'n my part to' say that my experience 
is limited in these matters, fO'r I have ridden 
with O'ur \Yestern troO'pers many a mile O'n 
the plains, and O'nly lately I have seen J ap- 
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anese cavalry schools, Chinese mountain 
batteries, Argentine cavalry, English sol- 
diering at home, and nowhere in the world, 
I maintain, will you find better feeling be- 
tween officers and men than in India. This 
is the sympathy that one need not be 
ashamed of, and which counts; while the 
tea-cake variety is merely the doctrinaire 
philanthropy of parochial officialdom. 
\rhen one reads a leaflet recently distrib- 
uted in Bengal signed "Editor," and with 
the following postscript: "The editor will 
be extremely obliged to readers if they will 
translate into all languages and circulate 
broadcast," and which runs as follows: 
"Sacrifice white blood undiluted and pure 
at the call of your god on the altar of free- 
dom. The bones of the martyrs cry out 
for vengeance, and you will be traitors to 
your country if you do not adequately re- 
spond to the call. "'hites, be they men, 
women, or children-murder them indis- 
criminately, and you will not commit any 
sin"-when one reads this, rubbish though 
it be, and remembers the ignorance and 
prejudice of those who read it and those to 
whom it is read, the sheltered humanitari- 
anism of the Indian office seems very after- 
noon-teay indeed. "His heart swelled," 
writes Balzac, "with that dull collected 
love which we must call humanitarianism, 
the eldest son of deceased philanthropy, 
and which is to the divine charity what sys- 
tem is to art, or reasoning to deed." 
Sympathy is the catch-word in India just 
now. One hears it suggested on every 
hand as the remedy for unrest. The kindly 
feeling for, and the understanding of, an- 
other's temperament, which makes for sym- 
pathy, curdles when it is forced. I re- 
member a Sunday-school of my boyhood 
days, where a class of small boys sat in a 
circle around their teacher, The superin- 
tendent was leading in prayer, One of the 
small boys was gazing about the room. I 
even remember that boy's name: Crosby. 
His teacher saw his inattention and whis- 
pered to him fiercely: "Crosby, now you 
pray!" Through many years that scene 
has been a picture to me of the folly of 
attempting to enforce spiritual laws. The 
present situation is not more ridiculous. 
India kept in hand by a small party, most- 
ly of young men in the army and the 
civil service; sport-loving, vrholesome, un- 
affected, with no thought, most of them, of 


artifice in their manners or their methods, 
in very many cases adored by their men, 
and of a sudden one hears the voice of in- 
experience, of theoretical enthusiasm, say- 
ing: "Now, you fellows, sympathize!" and 
they probably sympathize the way Crosby 
prayed, and they would be fools indeed if 
they did anything else. 
There is no cleaner, healthier, better- 
managed colony in the world than Java, 
and we do not consider the Dutch to be 
either imaginative or sympathetic. A man 
may be fond of children, and not care to 
take his meals with them in the nursery, or 
to give them the run of his study, or take 
them to lunch at his club, or to have them 
camp every night in his bed-room. 
Sir Richard Burton, who knew the ins 
and outs of the Oriental mind if anybody 
ever did, does not hesitate to say that the 
natives of India cannot even respect a 
European who mixes with them. 
The old wholesome theory that the in- 
ferior should be urged to play up, and be 
rewarded if he did, made us Americans and 
English what we are; the modern theory, 
born of the miasma of the French Revolu- 
tion, urging the superior to play down, will 
emasculate us inevitably. 
I fail to see any signs at home or abroad, 
that the coy but nonetheless calculating 
professional philanthropy of the day has 
brought about, or is on the way to do so, a 
better feeling between men. \Ve are pro- 
ducing artificial relations between men in 
a hot-house, and when they are bedded out 
to grow, in the competition and strife and 
turmoil of all weathers and all temperatures 
with which life assails them, they wilt even 
more quickly than before they were so care- 
fully tended. If you feel your pulse, or 
watch your breathing, or ponder overmuch 
about your digestion, your pulse and your 
breathing become irregular, and your diges- 
tion goes wrong. Try it and see. Certain 
human functions are, and must be, auto- 
matic; they are so sensitive that the least 
interference with them, even thinking about 
them, will disarrange them. Certain of the 
relations between men, whether in India 
or in the negro belt in America, or in the 
squalid quarters of the poor in New York 
or in London, are of that kind. 
If I may be permitted to use a personal 
illustration, I cite my own liking for the 
negro, I come from his country, my family 
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has for many scores of years dealt with him 
and served him, as he has served them. I 
could no more pump up this feeling of un- 
derstanding and sympathy, and ability to 
get on with him, than I could think myself 
into being a painter, or urge or excite my- 
self into being six feet and four inches high. 
It may be asked then if the writer is utterly 
contemptuous of kindly human feeling. 
Ko one less so. It is the attempt to solve 
the ine\"itable problems of economic and 
governmental conditions that are necessarily 
artificial, by an assumption of artificial tem- 
perament and manners, that is condemned. 
Civilization in India, and in every great 
commercial and political centre of the 
world to-day, is distorted by the political 
and economic exigencies of great aggrega- 
tions of population, fed, clothed, and 
housed by machinery instead of by the in- 
dividuallabor of each one. If all the ma- 
chinery in the world to-day in the cotton, 
corn, and wheat fields, in the mines, in the 
great manufactories, in the transportation 
agencies, in all the branches which feed, 
clothe, house, water, and carry us, were sud- 
denly to become useless, and could not be 
repaired; if our own railroads were to be 
hampered by excitable legislation, if, in 
short, with our present aggregations of pop- 
ulation we were obliged to revert to the 
methods of even one hundred years ago, 
what awful plague,famine, and death would 
follow! This means that vast populations 
are existing to-day by the grace of machin- 
ery, and not by virtue of their own prowess, 
and practically every' social problem of the 
day arises from that and nothing else. \Ve 
are all, more or less, living upon charity, 
except the farmer, and not by the exertion 
of our natural and elementary forces; and 
it is only the strong-willed and the stout- 
hearted who do not deteriorate in conse- 
quence. Those who see this may be for- 
given for not only believing, but knowing, 
that more philanthropy, that more artificial 
sympathy, only makes matters worse. l\Iod- 
ern ingenuity and obedience to the laws of 
hygiene, have brought this enormous brood 
into the world, and now proposes to smile 
and smooth it in to con ten tment. One migh t 
as well attempt to bring up one's children 
on the sugar-coating of one's wedding cake. 
It is stated that the average length of hu- 
man life in European countries, in the six- 
teenth century, was between eighteen and 
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twenty years. To-day it is between forty 
and fifty years, The death-rate has fallen 
as man's life has lengthened. In the seven- 
teenth century the mortality rate of London 
was So per 1,000 of population; to-day it is 
15 per 1,000 of population. In the year 
17 00 the mortality rate of Boston was 34 
per 1,000; to-day it is 19. \\ïthin a cen- 
tury, London, Berlin, and l\Iunich have cut 
their death-rates nearly in half. In Swe- 
den, the home of school gymnastics and 
government-controlled hygiene, the average 
length of life is 50 years for men, and 53 
years for women, the highest in the world. 
In the Cnited States, the average lifetime is 
44 for men, and 46 for women. In India 
the average lifetime for men is 23, and for 
women 24. 
I t is almost impossible to calculate the 
enormous increase of population that these 
figures suggest; and an increase of the 
number of men and women in the world 
of mature years, whose demands upon life 
for food for occupation, for education, for 
amusement, and for governing are the de- 
mands of grown-up people. This single 
problem of the increase of the grown-up 
population of the world in the last two hun- 
dred years, is never mentioned; and yet it 
is outstanding, ever growing, all-else-in- 
cluding, and as much more overshadowing 
all other problems of civilization, as the sky 
compared to tents. To attempt to solve 
this greatest problem of our time, perhaps 
of any time, by doles of money, smiles, 
and words, is not only ridiculous as theory, 
but is proving itself deplorable as prac- 
tice. \Yherever else the way out of the 
tangle lies, it is not there. To issue orders 
for purda Iz parties, and for bows and smiles 
on railway trains, makes one doubt the lu- 
cid writing, the clear thinking, the masterly 
grasp of great problems, for which I for one 
have admired and extolled John l\Iorley 
for nearly a quarter of a century. It is not 
only no solution of the problem in itself, 
but it is tempting the unthinking and super- 
ficial to believe that the problem is only as 
difficult as the suggestion of such sickly 
remedies implies. 
India has a negligible amount of ma- 
chinery, and an overwhelming population, 
consequently the problem is more acute 
there than elsewhere; but it exists in Ger- 
many and in Japan, and while it is called 
" Unrest" in India, it is called the "Ger- 
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man Peril" in Europe, the \( Japanese 
Peril" in America. In addition to this 
machine-made population, there has grown 
with advancing ci,-ilization and its wealth, 
a fashion of relieving women of all share in 
productive labor. America and England, 
for example, carry, industrially speaking, 
an enormous weight of idle women, the 
most idle and luxurious of whom do not 
e,'en bear children, and who are the direct 
incentive to extravagance and waste, Fort- 
unately they are comparativcIy few in 
number, but they are nonetheless a factor 
in the problem. 
Let us be frank, therefore, and say at 
once that "l
 nrest" in India is not an ex- 
otic among social and economic problems, 
it is a phase, an Oriental phase, if you 
please, which presses upon every country 
in the world; less in the United States and 
in South America than elsewhere merely 
because we have the food supply of the 
world in our hands, :I\Ianufactured sym- 
pathy will solve the problem neither in 
India, nor anywhere else. On the con- 
trary the unthinking philanthropist, and 
the cunning politician, not only in India, 
but in England, Germany, France, and 
America, are leading whole populations to 
believe that the few millions of money con- 
centrated in a few hands are the cause of 
the poverty and discomfort of all the rest, 
There never was a meaner nor a more 


dangerous lie: first, because it tickles the 
fancy of the people, second, because it leads 
them in a wrong direction for the solution 
of their troubles, and third, because it is 
these very aggregations of capital that alone 
make it possible even to feed these masses 
of population, Like every other remedy 
for human ills, if it be easy and pleasant you 
may be sure it is poisonous. There are 
room, and food, and leisure, and opportu- 
nity for every honest, sober, hard-working 
man in the world still; whatever the future 
havein store for the rapidlyincreasingpopu- 
lation of the world; but the mill of competi- 
tion is growing more and more terrible as 
modern science fosters the growth of popu- 
lation, and the shiftless, the dissipated, and 
the weak find it harder and harder to keep 
on the road, and out of the gutter, as the 
road becomes more and more crowded. 
\( Neither circumcision nor uncircumci
ion 
a vaileth anything, but a new man!" The 
ghastly gospel which preaches that all our 
woes are due to somebody else, and the 
demagogic apostles of that gospel, will, and 
can, only land their followers into a deeper 
ditch. Sympathy, yes, but easy lies, never. 
The slightest move in this direction, the 
faintest whisper to these three hundred mil- 
lions in India, would be on a par for fiend- 
ish cruelty with persuading the children of 
a family that all their woes were due to the 
selfishness of their parents. 
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TIlE CIIURCH IN TIlE CITY 


By Anne Bunner 


ITs doors stand open to the busy street. 
\Vithin-are silence and soft solitude; 
\Vithout-the tread of countless passing feet. 
A careless people, old with unbelief, 
Incredulous of creeds and simple faith, 
Pass by impatiently; and only Grief 
Stands hesitant before the open door. 
Old, world-old Grief, too tired for new creeds, 
Seeking the simple faith it knew before. 




 
./ 


---------- -
--- 


POI
TRAIT OF A PIIILOSOPIIER 


By Dorothy Canfie]d 


ILL U S T RAT ION S BY N, c. \V YET H 


O HE news of Professor Grid- 
ley's death filled l\Iiddle- 
town College with conster- 
nation. Its one claim to 
distinction was gone, for in 
spite of the excessive quiet of 
his private life, he had always cast about 
the obscure little college the shimmering 
aura of greatness, There had been no 
fondness possible for the austere old think- 
er, but l\liddletown village, as well as the 
college, had been touched by his fidelity to 
the very moderate attractions of his birth- 
place. 'Vhen, as often happened, some fa- 
mous figure was seen on the streets, people 
used to say first, "Here to see old Grid, I 
suppose," and then, "Funny how he sticks 
here, They say he was offered seven thou- 
sand at the University of California." In the 
absence of any known motive for this stead- 
fastness, the village legend-making instinct 
had evolved a theory that he did not wish to 
move away from a state of which his father 
had been governor, and where the name of 
Gridley was like a patent of nobility. 
And now he was gone, the last of the 
race. His disappearance caused the us- 
ual amount of reminiscent talk among his 


neighbors. The older people recalled the 
by-gone scandals connected with his noto- 
rious and popular father and intimated 
with knowing nods that there were plenty 
of other descendants of the old governor 
who were not entitled legally to bear the 
name; but the younger ones, who had 
known only the severely ascetic life and 
cold personality of the celebrated scholar, 
found it difficult to connect him with such 
a father. In their talk they brought to 
mind the man himself, his queer shabby 
clothes, his big stooping frame, his sad black 
eyes, absent almost to vacancy as though 
always fixed on high and distant thoughts; 
and those who had lived near him told 
laughing stories about the crude and coun- 
trified simplicity of his old aunt's house- 
keeping-it was said that the president 
of Harvard had been invited to join them 
once in a Sunday evening meal of crackers 
and milk-but the general tenor of feeling 
was, as it had been during his life, of 
pride in his great fame and in the cele- 
brated people who had come to see him. 
This pride warmed into something like 
affection when, the day after his death, 
came the tidings that he had bequeathed 
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to his college the Gino Sprague Fallères 
portrait of himself. Of course, at that 
time, no one in _Middletown had seen the 
picture, for the philosopher's sudden death 
had occurred, "ery dramatically, actually 
during the last sitting. He had, in fact, 
had barely one glimpse of it himself, as, 
according to Fallères's invariable rule, no 
one, not e\"en the subject of the portrait, 
had been allowed to examine an unfinished 
piece of work. But, though l\iiddletown 
had no first-hand knowledge of the picture, 
there could be no doubt about the value 
of the canvas. As soon as it was put on 
exhibition in London, from every art- 
critic in the three nations who claimed 
Fallères for their own, th
re rose a wail 
that this masterpiece was to be buried in 
an unknown college in an obscure village 
in barbarous America. It was confidently 
stated that it would be saved from such 
an unfitting resting-place by strong action 
on the part of an International Committee 
of Artists; but :Middletown, though startled 
by its own good fortune, clung with Yankee 
tenacity to its rights. Raphael Collin, of 
Paris, commenting on this in the Revue des 
Deux AI01ules, cried out whimsically upon 
the woes of an art-critic's life, "as if there 
were not already enough wearisome pil- 
grimages necessary to remote and uncom- 
fortable places ,vith jaw-breaking names, 
which must nevertheless be visited for the 
sake of a single picture!" And a burlesque 
resolution to carry off the picture by force 
was adopted at the dinner in London given 
in honor of Fallères the evening before he 
set off for America to attend the dedicatory 
exercises with which l\Iiddletown planned 
to install its new treasure. 
For the little rustic college rose to its 
one great occasion, Bold in their confi- 
dence in their dead colleague's fame, the 
college authorities sent out invitations to 
all the great ones of the country. Those 
to whom Gridley was no more than a name 
on volumes one never read, came because 
the portrait was by Fallères, and those who 
had no interest in the world of art came 
to honor the moralist whose noble clear- 
thinking had simplified the intimate prob- 
lems of modern life. There was the usual 
residuum of those who came because the 
others did, and, also as usual, they were 
among the most brilliant figures in the 
procession which filed along, one October 


morning, under the old maples of :\liddle- 
town campus. 
I t was a notable celebration. A bishop 
opened the exercises ,vith prayer, a United 
States senator delivered the eulogy of 
the dead philosopher, the veil uncovering 
the portrait was drawn away by the mayor 
of one of America's largest cities, himself 
an ardent Gridleyite, and among those who 
spoke afterward were the Dresidents of 
three great universities. The professor's 
family was represented but scantily. He 
had had one brother, who had disappeared 
many years ago under a black cloud of ill 
report, and one sister who had married 
and gone \Vest to live. Her two sons, 
middle-aged merchants from Ohio, gave 
the only personal note to the occasion by 
their somewhat tongue-tied and embar- 
rassed presence, for Gridley's aunt was 
too aged and infirm to walk with the pro- 
cession from the Gymnasium, where it 
formed, to the Library ,building where the 
portrait was installed, 
After the inevitable photographers had 
made their records of the memorable 
gathering the procession began to wind its 
many-colored way back to the Assembly 
Hall, where it was to lunch. Everyone 
was feeling relieved that the unveiling had 
gone off so smoothly, and cheerful at the 
prospect of food. The undergraduates be- 
gan lustily to shout their college song, 
which was caught up by the holiday mood 
of the older ones. This cheerful tumult 
gradually died away in the distance, leav- 
ing the room of the portrait deserted in an 
echoing silence. A janitor began to re- 
move the rows of folding chairs. The 
celebration was over. 
Into the empty room there now limped 
forward a small, shabby old woman with 
a crutch. "I'm his aunt, that lived with 
him," she explained apologetically, "and 
I want to see the picture." 
She advanced, peering near-sightedly at 
the canvas. The janitor continued stack- 
ing up chairs until he was stopped by a 
cry from the new-comer. She was a great 
deal paler than when she came in. She 
was staring hard at the portrait and now 
beckoned him wildly to do the same. 
"Look at it! Look at it!" 
Surprised, he followed the direction of 
her shaking hand. "Sure, it's Professor 
Grid to the life!" he said admiringly. 
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"Look at it! Look at it!" She seemed 
not to be able to find any other words. 
.-\fter a prolonged scrutiny he turned to 
her with a puzzled line between his eye- 
brows. "Since you've spoken of it, ma'<1:m, 
I will say that there's a something about the 
expression of the eyes , . . and mouth, 
maybe _ . , that ain't just th
 professor. 
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He was more absent-lil,-e, It reminds me 
of somebody else .. of some face rye 
seen . . ." 
She hung on hi
 answer, her mild, timid 
old face drawn like a mask of tragedy, 
"'Yho? 'Vho?" she prompted him. 
For a time he could not remember, 
staring at the new portrait and scratching 
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his head. Then i1: came to him suddenly: 
"'Vhy, sure, I ought to ha' known without 
thinkin', seeing the other picture as often 
as e\Tery time I've swep' out the president's 
office. And Professor Grid always looked 
like him some, anyhow." 
The old woman leaned against the wall, 
her crutch trembling in her hand. Her 
eyes questioned him mutely. 
"'Vhy, ma'am, who but his own father, 
to be sure . . . the old gO\'ernor." 


II 


"'RILE they had been duly sensible of 
the lustre reflected upon them by the cele- 
bration in honor of their distinguished 
uncle, Professor Gridley's two nephews 
could scarcely have said truthfully that 
they enjoyed the occasion. As one of 
them did say to the other, the whole show 
was rather out of their line. Their line 
was wholesale hardware and, being eager 
to return to it, it was with a distinct feeling 
of relief that they waited for the train at 
the station. They were therefore as much 
displeased as surprised by the sudden ap- 
pearance to them of their great-aunt, yery 
haggard, her usual extreme timidity swept 
away by overmastering emotion. She 
clutched at the two merchants with a great 
sob of relief: "Stephen! Eli! Come back 
to the house," she cried, and before they 
could stop her was hobbling away. They 
hurried after her, divided between the fear 
of losing their train and the hope that some 
inheritance from their uncle had been 
found. They were not mercenary men, 
but they felt a not unnatural disappoint- 
ment that Professor Gridley had left not 
a penny, not even to his aunt, his one 
intimate. 
They overtook her, scuttling along like 
some frightened and wounded little animal. 
""'hat's the matter, Aunt .-\melia?" they 
asked shortly. "\V e've got to catch this 
train." 
She faced them. " You can't go now. 
You've got to make them take that picture 
away." 
" A way!" Their blankness was stupe- 
faction. 
She raged at them, the timid, harmless 
little thing, like a creature distraught. 
"Didn't you see it? Didn't you see it?" 
Stephen answered: "\\-'ell, no, not to 


have a good square look at it. The man 
in front of me kept getting in the way." 
Eli admitted: "If you mean you don't 
see anything in it to make all this hurrah 
about, I'm with you, It don't look half 
finished, I don't like that slap-dash style." 
She was in a frenzy at their denseness. 
"\Vho did it look like?" she challenged 
them. 
"\\'hy, like rnde Grid, of course. \rho 
else? " 
"Yes, yes," she cried; "who else? \\no 
else? " 
They looked at each other, afraid that 
she was crazed, and spoke more gently: 
"'Vhy, I don't know, I'm sure, \vho else. 
Like Grandfather Gridley, of course; but 
then Lnde Grid always did look like his 
father." 
At this she quite definitely put it out 
of their power to leave her by fainting 
away. 
They carried her home and laid her on 
her own bed. where one of them stayed to 
attend her while the other went back to 
rescue their deserted baggage. As the 
door dosed behind him the old woman 
came to herself. "Oh, Stephen," she 
moaned, ,. I wish it had kiHed me, the way 
it did your uncle." 
"\Vhat is the matter?" asked her great- 
nephew wonderingly. "\Vhat do you 
think killed him?" 
"That awful, awful picture! I know 
it now as plain as if I'd been there, He 
hadn't seen it all the time he was sitting 
for it, though he'd already put in his will 
that he wanted the college to have it, and 
when he did see it-" she turned on the 
merchant with a sudden fury: "How dare 
you say those are your uncle's eyes!" 
He put his hand soothingly on hers. 
"
ow, now, 
\unt 'l\Ielia, maybe the ex- 
pression isn't just right, but the color is 
fine . . . just that jet-black his were . . , 
and the artist has got in exact that funny 
stiff way uncle's hair stood up over his 
forehead." 
The old woman fixed outraged eyes upon 
him. " Color!" she said. "And hair! 0 h 
Lord, help me!" 
She sat up on the bed, clutching her 
nephew's hand, and began to talk rapidly. 
""hen, a half-hour later, the other brother 
returned, neither of them heard him enter 
the house. It was only when he called 
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"Sure, it's Prufessor Grid to the life!" he said admiringly.-Page 448. 


at the foot of the stairs that they both 
started and Stephen ran down to join him. 
" You'll see the president . . . you'll 
fix it?" the old woman cried after him. 
"I'll see, _\unt ')'Ielia," he answered 
pacifyingly as he drew his brother out of 
doors. He looked quite pale and moved, 
and drew a long breath before he could be- 


gin, "Aunt Amelia's been telling me a 
lot of things I never knew, Eli. It seems 
that. . . say, did you ever hear that 
Grandfather Gridley, the governor, was 
such a bad lot?" 
"\Yhv, mother never said much about 
her father one \vay or the other, but I 
always sort of guessed he wasn't all he 
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might ha\'e been from her ne\-er bringing 
us on to visit here until after he died. She 
used to look queer, too, when folks con- 
gratulated her on having such a famous 
man for father. All the big politicians of 
his day thought a lot of him. He u'as as 
smart as chain-lightning!" 
"He was a disreputable old scalawag!" 
cried his other grandson. "Some of the 
things Aunt 
-\melia has been telling me 
make me ne\'er want to come back to this 
part of the country again. Do you know 
why Vncle Grid lived so poor and scrimped 
and yet left no money? He'd been taking 
care of a whole family grandfather had 
beside ours; and paying back some people 
grandfather did out of a lot of money on a 
timber deal fifty years ago; and making 
it up to a little village in the backwoods 
that grandfather persuaded to bond itself 
for a railroad that he knew wouldn't go 
near it." 
The two men stared at each other an 
instant, reviewing in a new light the life 
that had just closed. "That's why he 
ne\'er married," said Eli, finally. 
"
o, that's what I said, but Aunt 
Amelia just went wild when I did. She 
said . . . gee!" he passed his hand over 
his eyes with a gesture of mental confusion, 
"Ain't it strange what can go on under 
your eyes and you never know it. 'Yhy, 
she says Uncle Grid was just like his 
father ." 
The words were not out of his mouth 
before the other's face of horror made him 
aware of his mistake. "
o! No! Not 
that! Heavens, no! I mean. . . made like 
him . . . wanted to be that kind, specially 
drink . . ." his tongue, unused to phrasing 
abstractions, stumbled and tripped in his 
haste to correct the other's impression. 
"You know how much Uncle Grid used 
to look like grandfather . . . the same 
black hair and broad face and thick red 
lips and a kind of knob on the end of his 
nose? \Yell, it seems he had his father's 
insides too... but his mother's con- 
science / I guess, from what _Aunt 
\melia 
says, that the combination made life about 
as near Tophet for him. . .! She's the 
only one to know anything about it, be- 
cause she's lived with him always, you 
know, took him when grandmother died 
and he was a child. She says when he 
was younger he was like a man figh ting a 


wild beast. . . he didn't dare let up or rest. 
Some days he wouldn't stop working at his 
desk all day long, not even to eat, and then 
he'd grab up a piece of bread and go off 
for a long tearing tramp that'd last 'most 
all night. You know what a tremendous 
physique all the Gridley men have had. 
\Vell, ende Grid turned into work all the 
energy the rest of them spent in deviltry. 
Aunt .-\melia said he'd go on like that day 
after day for a month, and then he'd bring 
out one of those essays folks are so crazy 
about. She said she never could bear to 
look at his books. . . seemed to her they 
were written in his blood. She told him 
so once and he said it was the only thing 
to do with Llood like his." 
He was silent, while his listener made 
a clucking noise of astonishment. "l\Iy! 
l\ly! I'd have said that there never was 
anybody more different from grandfather 
than uncle. '''hy, as he got on in years 
he didn't even look like him any more." 
This reference ga \'e Stephen a start. 
"Oh, yes, that's what all this came out for. 
Aunt Amelia is just wild about this por- 
trait. It's just a notion of hers, of course, 
but after what she told me I could see, 
easy, how the idea would come to her. 
It looks this ,vay, she says, as though 
rncle Grid inherited his father's physical 
make-up complete, and spent all his life 
fighting it , . . and won out! 
\nd here's 
this picture making him look the way he 
would if he'd been the worst old. . . as 
if he'd been like the gO\"ernor, She says 
she feels as though she was the only one 
to defend uncle. . . as if it could make 
any difference to him! I guess the poor 
old lady is a little touched. Likely it's 
harder for her, losing uncle, than we real- 
ized. She just about worshipped him. 
Queer business, anyhow, wasn't it? \Vho'd 
ha' thought he was like that?" 
He had talked his unwonted emotion 
quite out, and now looked at his brother 
with his usual matter-of-fact eye. "Did 
you tell the station agent to hold the 
trunk? " 
The other, who was the younger, looked 
a little abashed. "'Yell, no; I found the 
train was so late I thought maybe we 
could . . . you know there's that business 
to-morrow . . . !" 
His senior relieved him of embarrass- 
ment. "That's a good idea. Sure we can. 
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There's nothing \ve could do if we stayed, 
It's just a notion of Aunt '1\Ielia's, any- 
how, I agree with her that it don't look 
so awfully like rncle Grid, but, then, oil- 
portraits are never any good. Give me a 
photograph! " 
"Irs out of our line, anyhow," agreed 
the younger, looking at his watch. 


III 


THE president of :Middletown College 
had been as much relieved as pleased by 
the success of the rather pretentious cele- 
bration he had planned. His annoyance 
was correspondingly keen at the disturbing 
appearance in the afternoon reception be- 
fore the new portrait, of the late professor's 
aunt, "an entirely insignificant old country 
woman," he hastily assured 1\1. Fallères 
after she had been half forced, half per- 
suaded to retire, "whose criticisms were 
as negligible as her personality," 
The tall, Jove-like artist concealed a 
smile by stroking his great brown beard. 
\Yhen it came to insignificant country 
people, he told himself, it ,vas hard to 
draw lines in his present company. He 
was wondering whether he might not 
escape by an earlier train. 
To the president's remark he answered 
that no portrait-painter escaped unreason- 
able relatives of his sitters, "It is an 
axiom with our guild," he went on, not, 
perhaps, averse to gi,"ing his provincial 
hosts a new sensation, "that the family is 
never satisfied, and also that the family 
has no rights. A sitter is a subject only, 
like a slice of fish. The only question is 
how it's done. \Vhat difference does it 
make a century from no"", if the likeness 
is good? It's a work of art or it's noth- 
ing." He announced this principle with 
a regal absence of explanation and turned 
away; but his thesis was taken up by 
another guest, a K ew York art critic. 
" By Jove, it's inconceivable, the igno- 
rance of art in America!" he told the little 
group before the portrait, " You find 
e,'ery one so incurably personal in his 
point of view . . . always objecting to a 
masterpiece because the watch-chain isn't 
the kind usually worn by the dear de- 
parted. " 
Some one else chimed in, " Yes, it's 
incredible that anyone, even an old village 
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granny, should be able to look at that 
cam"as and not be struck speechless bv 
its quality." . 
The critic was in 
Iiddletown to report 
on the portrait and he now began marshal- 
ling his adjecthTes for that purpose. "I 
never saw such use of pigment in my life 
. . , it makes the \Vhistler 'Carlyle' look 
like burnt-out ashes. , . the luminous 
richness of the blacks in the academic 
gown, the masterly generalization in the 
treatment of the hair, the placing of those 
great talons of hands on the canvas car- 
rying out the vigorous lines of the com- 
position, and the unforgetable felicity of 
those brutally red lips as the one ringing 
note of color. As for life-likeness, what's 
the old dame talking about! I ne'"er saw 
such eyes! :K ot a hint of meretricious em- 
phasis on their lustre and yet they fairly 
flame. " 
The conversation spread to a less tech- 
nical discussion as the group was joined 
by the professor of rhetoric, an ambitious 
young man with an insatiable cra,"ing for 
sophistication, who felt himself for once 
entirely in his element in the crowd of 
celebrities. "It's incredibly good luck that 
our little two-for-a-cent college should have 
so fine a thing," he said knowingly. "I\"e 
been wondering how such an old skinflint 
as Gridley e,"er got the money loose to 
have his portrait done by , . ." 
A laugh went around the group at the 
idea. ,. It was 
Iackintosh, the sugar king, 
who put up for it. He's a great Gridleyite, 
and persuaded him to sit." 
"Persuade a man to sit to Fallères!" 
The rhetoric professor was outraged at the 
idea. 
"Yes, so they say. The professor was 
dead against it from the first. Fallères 
himself had to beg him to sit, Fallères 
said he felt a real 1 nspiration at the sight 
of the old fellow . . . knew he could make 
a good thing out of him. He u:as a good 
subject! " 
The little group turned and stared ap- 
praisingly at the portrait hanging so close 
to them that it seemed another living being 
in their miùst. The rhetoric professor 
was asked what kind of a man the philoso- 
pher had been personally, and answered 
briskly: "Oh, nobody knew him person- 
ally. , . the silent old codger. He was a 
dry-as-dust, bloodless, secular monk " 
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He was interrupted by a laugh from the 
art critic, whose eyes were still on the 
portrait. 
"Excuse me for my cynical mirth," he 
said, "but I must say he doesn't look it, 
I was prepared for any characterization 
but that, He looks like a powerful son 
of the Renaissance, who might have lived 
in that one little vacation of the soul after 
mediævalism stopped hag-riding us, and 
before the modern conscience got its 
claws on us, And you say he was a blue- 
nosed Puri tan! " 
The professor of rhetoric looked an un- 
easy fear that he was being ridiculed. "I 
only repeated the village notion of him," 
he said airily. "He may have been any- 
thing. All I know is that he was as secre- 
tive as a clam, and about as interesting 
personally." 
"Look at the picture," said the critic, 
still laughing; "you'll know all about 
him! " 
The professor of rhetoric nodded. 
,. You're right, he doesn't look much like 
my character of him, I never seem to have 
had a good, square look at him before, 
I've heard several people say the same 
thing, that they seemed to understand him 
better from the portrait than from his 
living face. There was something about 
hi;; eyes that kept you from thinking of 
anything hut 'what he was saying." 
The critic agreed. "The eyes are wonder- 
ful , . . ruthless in their power . , . fires 
of hell." He laughed a deprecating apology 
for his mTer-emphatic metaphor and sug- 
gested: "It's possible that there was more 
to the professorial life than met the eye. 
Had he a wife?" 
"
o; it was always a joke in the village 
that he would never look at a woman." 
The critic glanced up at the smouldering 
eyes of the portrait and smiled. " I've 
heard of that kind of a man before," he 
said. "Never known to drink, either, I 
suppose? " 
"Cold-water teetotaler," laughed the 
professor, catching the spirit of the occa- 
sion. 
"Look at the colQr in that nose!" said 
the critic. "I fancy that the ascetic mor- 
alist. . . ." 
:\ very young man, an undergraduate 
who had been introduced as the junior 
usher, nodded his head. " Yep, a lot of us 


fellows always thought old Grid a little 
too good to be true." 
An older man with the flexible mouth of 
a politician now ventured a contribution 
to a conversation no longer bafflingly 
æsthetic: "His father, old Governor Grid- 
ley, wasn't he . . . \Vell, I guess you're 
right about the son. No halos were handed 
down in that family!" 
The laugh which followed this speech 
was stopped by the approach of Fallères, 
his commanding presence dwarfing the 
president beside him. He was listening 
- with a good-natured contempt to the ap- 
parently rather anxious murmurs of the 
latter. 
"Of course I know, 
'fr. Fallères, it is 
a great deal to ask, but she is so insistent 
. . . she won't go away and continues to 
make the most distressing spectacle of 
herself . _ , and several people, since she 
has said so much about it, are saying that 
the expression is not that of the late pro- 
fessor. :\fuch against my will I promised 
to speak to you . . ." 
His mortified uneasiness was so great 
that the artist gave him a rescuing hand. 
"\Vell, ::\Ir. President, what can I do in 
the matter? The man is dead. I cannot 
paini him over again, and if I could I 
would only do again as I did this time, 
choose that aspect which my judgment 
told me would make the best portrait. If 
his habitual vacant expression was not so 
interesting as another not so permanent a 
habit of his face , . . why, the poor artist 
must be allowed some choice, I did not 
know I was to please his grandmother, and 
not posterity." 
"His aunt," corrected the president auto- 
matically. 
The portrait-painter accepted the cor- 
rection with his tolerant smile. "His 
aunt," he repeated. "The difference is 
considerable. 
fay I ask what it was you 
promised her?" 
The president summoned his courage, 
It was easy to gather from his infinitely re- 
luctant insistence how painful and com- 
pelling had been the scene which forced 
him to action. "She wants you to change 
it . , . to make the expression ofthe . . ." 
For the first time the artist's equanimity 
was shaken. He took a step backward. 
"Change it!" he said, and although his 
voice was low the casual chat all over the 
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room stopped short as though a pistol had 
been tìred. 
"It's not my idea!" the president con- 
founded himself in self-exoneration. " I 
merely promised, to pacify her, to ask you 
if you could not do some little thing that 
would . . ." 
The critic assumed the role of concilia- 
tor. "1Iy dear sir, I don't believe you 
quite understand what you are asking, 
It's as though you asked a priest to make 
just a little change in the church service 
and leave out the Not in the command- 
ments." 
"I only wished to know 11r. Fallères's 
attitude," said the president stiffly, a little 
nettled by the other's note of condescen- 
sion. "I presume he will be willing to 
take the respon
ibility of it himself and 
explain to the professor's aunt that I 
have done' . . ." 
The artist had recovered from his lapse 
from Olympian calm and now nodded 
smiling: "Dear me, yes, :Mr, President, 
I'm used to irate relatives." 
The president hastened away and the 
knots of talkers in other parts of the room, 
who had been looking with expectant 
curiosity at the group before the portrait, 
resumed their loud-toned chatter. ''"hen 
their attention was next dra-wn in the same 
direction, it was by a shaky old treble, 
breaking and quavering with weakne
s. A 
small, shabby old woman, leaning on a 
crutch, stood looking up imploringly at 
the tall painter. 
"illy dear madam," he broke in on her 
with a kindly impatience, "all that you 
say about Professor Gridley is much to 
his credit, but what has it to do with 
me ? " 
" You painted his portrait," she said 
with a simplicity that was like stupidity. 
"And I am his aunt. You made a picture 
of a bad man. I know he was a good 
man, " 
"I painted what I saw," sighed the 
artist wearily, He looked furtively at his 
watch. 
The old woman seemed dazed by the 
extremity of her emotion. She looked 
about her silently, keeping her eyes averted 
from the portrait that stood so vividly 
like a living man beside her. "I don't 
know what to do!" she murmured with 
a little moan. "I can't bear it to have it 
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stay here-people forget so. Everybody'll 
think that Gridley looked like that! .And 
there isn't anybody but me. He never had 
anybody but me." 
The critic tried to clear the air by a 
roundly declaratory statement of princi- 
ples, " You'll pardon my bluntness, mad- 
am; but you must remember that none hut 
the members of Professor Gridlcy's family 
are concerned in the exact dctails of his 
appearance, Fifty years from now no- 
body will remember how he looked, onc 
way or the other. The world is only con- 
cerned wi th portrai ts as works of art." 
She followed his reasoning with a 
strained and docile attention and now 
spoke eagerly as though struck by an un- 
expected hope: "If that's all, why put his 
name to it? Just hang it up, and call it 
anything," 
She shrank together timidly and her eyes 
reddened at the laughter which greeted this 
naïve suggestion. 
Fallères looked annoyed and called his 
defender off. "Oh, never mind explain- 
ing me," he said, snapping his watch shut. 
" You'll never get the rights of it through 
anvbodv's head who hasn't himself sweat 
bl
od 
ver a composition only to be told 
that the other side of the sitter's profile is 
usually considered the prettier. After all, 
we have the last word, since the sitter dies 
and the portrait li,"es." 
The old woman started and looked at 
him attentively. 
" Yes," said the critic, laughing, "immor- 
tality's not a bad balm for pin-pricks." 
The old woman turned vcry pale and 
for the first time looked again at the por- 
trait. An electric thrill seemed to pass 
through her as her eyes encountered the 
bold, evil ones fixed on her. She stood 
erect with a rigid face, and" Immortality!" 
she said, under her breath. 
Fallères moved away to make his adieux 
to the president, and the little group of his 
satellitcs straggled after him to the other 
end of the room. For a moment there 
was no one near the old woman to see 
the crutch furiously upraised, hammer- 
like, or to stop her sudden passionate rush 
upon the picture. 
At the sound of cracking cloth, they 
turned back, horrified. They saw her, 
with an insane violence. thrust her hands 
into the gaping hole that-had been the {>or- 
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trait's face and, tearing the canyas from end 
to end, fall upon the shreds with teeth and 
talon. 
.\ll but Fallères flung themseh'es toward 
her, dragging her away. \\ïth a moye- 
ment as instinctiye he rushed for the pict- 


ure, and it was to him, as he stood aghast 
before the ruined cam'as, that the old 
,yoman's shrill treble was directed, aboye 
the loud shocked yoices of those about her: 
,. There ain't anything immortal but souls!" 
she cried. 


I{ECOLLECTIONS, 
AND GAY 
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BY l\IRS. ED R TON HARRISON 


IV 


O X the early days of the winter 
of '62, my mother, wedded 
to her beloved hospital work 
at Culpeper Court House, 
sent me to Richmond to 

 --=" be under care of my uncle 
and aunt, Dr. and 
lrs. Fairfax, who had 
found quarters in the Clifton House, a 
dreary old building, indifferently kept, 
honeycombed with subterranean passages 
suggesting the romances of l\Irs, Rad- 
cliffe, where, however, we girls certainly 
managed to extract" sunbeams from cu- 
cumbers." For there my Cary cousins, 
Hetty and Jennie, arrived from Charlottes- 
ville to join our refugee band, and the reign 
of the beautiful Hetty began, as, perhaps, 
chief of the war beauties of the dav. Our 
cousin, Jennie Fairfax, was also" of our 
merry group. For want of a sitting-room, 
we took possession of what had been a doc- 
tor's office a little way down the hilly street, 
communicating with the hotel by an under- 
ground passage, dark as Erebus, through 
which, in rainy or snowy weather, we passed 
by the light of a bedroom candle, 
lany a 
dignitary of State and camp will recall our 
Clifton evenings, Se"eral times we gave 
suppers to which we contributed only a 
roast turkey, a ham, and some loayes of 
bread, with plates and knives and forks, 
It was a common sight to see a major-gen- 
eral come in hugging a bottle of brandied 
peaches, and a member of Congress carry- 
ing his quota of sardines and French prunes. 
At these feasts there was a democratic com- 


mingling of officers and "high privates," 
To the latter, it was part of our creed always 
to dispense our best smiles and tid-bits. So 
great the rush of visitors that our mulatto 
attendant, Cornelius, dubbed "the Cen- 
turion," was kept from striking for liberty 
only by much cajolery and frequent small 
tips. 
Of the town gayeties that winter, I recall 
a fancy-dress party at the 
1c:\lurdos' in 
Grace Street, One of the daughters, :\Iiss 
Saidee 
Ic
Iurdo, an exquisite creature 
with large dark eyes and arched brows, 
married :\Ir. .\lfred Rives, of Albemarle, 
and became the mother of Amélie Rives, 
the author, now PrincessTroubetskoy (
Irs. 
Rives has died since these words were writ- 
ten). This was my first "real" party in 
Richmond, and my mother being in town 
on a rest furlough, she made up for me, 
with her own dear fingers, the costume of a 
Louis XV court lady, styled ":\lme, la 
:\Iarquise de Crè,'e-Cæur," decided upon 
chiefly because of a stiff old petticoat of 
wine-colored reps silk, found in some family 
trunk. Shopping diligently, she had found 
spangles for my shoes and fan; feathers for 
the high-rolled, powdered hair were lent 
from someone's store; mask, pearl necklace, 
and old blond lace were forthcoming; and 
my kind uncle cut out from court plaster a 
coach and horses by way of a patch of the 
period for the cheek. \Yhat the other girls 
wore, I selfishly can't remember. 


The 1Ìrst event to bring all patriotic Rich- 
mond into the streets that winter, was the 
inauguration of our president, Jefferson 
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Da\-is, on February 22, 1862, 'Ye were 
asked to witness the ceremony from a win- 
dow of the \ïrginia State Library in the 
Capitol, by our friend 
lr. John R. Thomp- 
son, the librarian-in-chief, and were enter- 
tained, while awaiting eyents, ,....ith the lat- 
est Xorthern pavers, II ar per's TJ"eekly and 
others, together with the extraordinary ap- 
parition of a box of French bonbons, just 
arri\-ed by underground express. 
It was a dismal day, depressing to stout- 
est spirits, rain falling heavily, and the Cap- 
itol Square beneath us one mass of open 
umbrellas. 'Yhen the poor wet bishop and 
the president-elect came upon the stand, 
there was an immediate portentous hush 
in the crowd. One heard nothing but the 
vatter of the winter rain. The brief cere- 
mony over, when President Dayis kissed 
the book, accepting, under God, the trust 
of our young and struggling nation, a great 
shout -went up and we distinctly heard 
cries of ,. God bless our president!" That 
e\-ening President and ::\Irs. Dads recei\'ed 
at their residence, making a most favorable 
impression upon all Richmond. 
\Ye had been hearing a good deal of the 
inner life of the president's family, from a 
young inmate of his household destined to 
play an important part in my life thereafter. 
This was Burton 
or\'ell Harrison, born in 
Louisiana, of \ïrginian parentage on the 
father's side, who, at the instance of his 
friend, Congrcssman L. Q, C. Lamar, had 
been summoned by the presidcnt to be his 
private secretary at the moment when ::\lr. 
Harrison was about to enlist in X ew Or- 
leans as a pri\-ate in the ranks of the "-a5h- 
ington artillery. \Ir. Harrison, having 
graduated at Yale in the class of 1859, had 
been designatcd by Pres. F. 
-\. P. Bar- 
nard, then of Oxford rniyersity in 
Iissis- 
sippi (,,-hose first wife was 
Ir. Harrison's 
aunt) to occupy a junior professorship in 
that institution, and had remained there 
until the outbreak of the war. 
During yacations from Yale spent with 
his uncle, the Re\". Dr. "ïlliam Francis 
Brand, rector of St, ::\Iary's Church, near 
Emmorton, :Maryland, 'Ir. Harrison had 
made friends with my Baltimore cousins, 
who were intimate with the Brand family; 
hut I had neyer chanced to meet the much- 
praised young Yalensian, whom the Carr 
girls had vaunted until I declared myself 
aweary of his namc. It was at the Clifton 
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Housc, where 
Ir, Harrison came to call 
upon my cousins, that our acquaintance he- 
gan, but our fricndship did not ta1..e shape 
till many months later. 
'Ye were all interested in what Burton 
Harrison had to say of the Dm-ises. E\-cry 
one kncw the traditions of 
Irs. Jeffcrson 
Dm-is, as handed down from her carcer as 
a senator's wife, in "'ashington, in the 
administrations of Pierce and Buchanan. 
She was declared to be a woman of -warm- 
est heart and impetuous tongue, witty and 
caustic, with a scnsiti\-e nature undcrlying 
all; a devoted ,-..-ife and mother, and most 
gracious mistress of a salon. :I\Iiss )Iarga- 
ret HO\\-ell, the exceedingly cle\-er sister of 
1\Irs. Dayis, afterward 
Iadame de Stoeurs, 
of England, was the young lady of the Rich- 
mond 'Yhite House; and it is safe to say 
that no wittier talk was e\-er bandied O\'Cr 
the tea-cups in any land, than passed daily 
between the several bright spirits thus as- 
sembled at the president's table. 'Irs. 
Davis had been somewhat depressed on the 
day of the inauguration, by an arrange- 
ment for her progress to Capitol Square, 
made by her negro coachman. 'Yhen they 
set out, at a snail's pace, she obseryed, walk- 
ing solemnly and with faces of unbroken 
gloom, on either side of her carriage, four 
negroes in black clothes, wearing glO\-es of 
white cotton. Demanding impatiently of 
the coachmen what in the world this per- 
formance meant, she was informed: "This, 
madam, is the way we always does in 
Richmond at funerals and sich-like." 'Irs. 
Davis, telling the story inimitably that 
evening, said she was almost grieved to 
have to "order the pall-bearers away," So 
proud were they of their dignitied position. 
Concerning the affairs, big or little, of 
"the Chief," 
Ir. Harrison was wont to 
preser\"e continual, discreet silence. He 
would only say that the president had the 
happiest relations with his family, by whom 
he was revered; incidentally remarking that 
to accompany the chief on horseback, al- 
ways his duty, together with some of the 
aides, was to sit in the saddle indetinitely, 
in good or bad weather alike, never know- 
ing when they wcre to bring up at home 
again, and keeping 
Irs. Da\"is in continual 
uncertainty as to her dinner hour, to say 
nothing of her husband's fate. 
The stories Burton Harrison told us 
of his ad\-enturcs on such C\,cursion
 were 
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many, and sometimes amusing. For in- 
stance, when Gencral Lee crossed the 
Chickahominy, President Davis, with sev- 
eral staff-officers, oycrtook the column, and, 
with the secretary of war and a few other 
non-combatants, forded the riyer just as the 
battle of 
Iechanicsyille hegan. General 
Lee, surrounded by members of his own 
staff and other officers, was found a few 
hundred yards north of the bridge, in the 
middle of the broad road, mounted and bus- 
ily engaged in directing the attack then 
about to be made by a brigade sweeping in 
line over the fields, to the east of the road 
and toward Ellerson's 
Iill, where in a few 
minutes a hot engagement commenced. 
Shot from the enemy's guns out of sight went 
whizzing overhead in quick succession, 
striking every moment nearer the group of 
horsemen in the road as the gunner
 im- 
proved their range. General Lee observed 
the president's approach, and was evidently 
annoyed at what he considered a foolhardy 
expedition of needless exposure of the head 
of the government, whose duties were else- 
where. He turned his hack for a moment, 
until Colonel Chilton had been despatched 
at a gallop with the last direction to the 
commander of the attacking brigade; then, 
facing the cavalcade and looking like the 
god of war indignant, he exchanged with the 
president a salute, with the most frigid re- 
sen"e of anything like welcome or cordial- 
ity, In an instant, and without allowance 
of opportunity for a word from the presi- 
dent, the general, looking not at him but at 
the assemblage at large, asked in a tone of 
irritation: 
"\Vho are all this army of people, and 
what are they doing here?" 
Noone moyed or spoke, but all eyes were 
upon the president; everyhody perfectly 
understood that this was only an order for 
him to retire to a place of safety, and the 
roar of the guns, the rattling fire of mus- 
ketry, and the hustle of a battle in progress, 
with troops continually arriving across the 
hridge to go into action, went on. The 
president twisted in his saddle, quite taken 
aback at such a greeting-the general re- 
garding him now with glances of growing 
severity, After a painful pause the presi- 
dent said, deprecatingly, "It is not my 
army, general." "It certainly is not my 
army, :NIr. President," was the prompt re- 
ply, "and this is no place for it "-in an ac- 


cent of command. Such a rebuff was a 
stunner to l\Ir. Davis, who, however, soon 
regairied his serenity and answered, ""'ell, 
general, if I withdraw, perhaps they will 
follow," and, raising his hat in cold sa- 
lute, he turned his horse's head to ride 
slowly toward the bridge-seeing, as he 
turned, a man killed immediately before 
him by a shot from a gun which at that mo- 
ment got the range of the road. The presi- 
dent's own staff-officers followed him, as did 
various others; but he presently drew rein 
in a stream where the high bank and the 
bushes concealed him from General Lee's 
repelling observation, and there remained 
while the battle raged. The secretary of 
war had also made a show of withdrawing, 
but improved the opportunity afforded by 
rather a deep ditch on the roadside to at- 
tempt to conceal himself and his horse 
there for a time from General Lee, who at 
that moment was more to be dreaded than 
the enemy's guns. 
.About l\Iarch 1, 1862, martial law was 
proclaimed in Richmond, and from that 
time till the day of the evacuation we lived 
amid continually thrilling scenes. Now 
came the joyful tidings that my brother's 
ship, the cruiser 
V as/wille, had successfully 
slipped through the blockading fleet off 
Beaufort, North Carolina, and that all on 
board were well. Her commander, the 
stately and gallant Capt. Robert Pegram, 
welcomed with acclamation on his return 
to Richmond, came to call on us at the 
Clifton, and gave to our eager ears a syn- 
opsis of their stirring experience since leav- 
ing Charleston in October. "A few days 
later our midshipman walked in, looking 
taller, broader, and supremely happy to 
greet us all again. 
The J.Vashville, intended for the convoy 
of the Confederate States commissioners, 
Mason and Slidell, but proving too big, had 
successfully run the blockade from Charles- 
ton to Bermuda, coaled at Bermuda, and 
made a long voyage of twenty-three days 
to Southampton, England. In the British 
Channel, off the K eedles. they had burnt 
and sUDk the American merchantman, H ar- 
vey Birch, bringing her men, thirty in num- 
ber, into Southampton, where they were set 
at liberty. This exploit and the discussion 
ensuing in the newspapers caused the N ash- 
ville to rise immediately into prominence in 
England. ''''hile they lay in port, num- 
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berless visits were made to the ship. l\íy 
brother, standing one day on the quay, saw 
approaching him "a taU, distinguished- 
looking man with a florid face and long 
smooth chin, who I knew at once was 
'somebody.'" This proved to be no less a 
personage than Lord Palmerston, premier 
of England, who on his way to visit the queen 
at Osborn House, had turned aside, unofiì- 
ciaIly, to make a call upon the commander 
of the famous l'l ash
'ille, At his request, 
my hrother took his card in to Captain 
Pegram, who immediately came out and 
conducted his lordship to his cahin, where 
he remained some time, an incident fortu- 
nately not getting into print. 
Some of the officers of the p..,! as/zville re- 
paired at once, on leave, to London, others 
to Paris. 1\1y brother, in company with his 
close friend and fellow midshipman, Irving 
Bullock, of Georgia (uncle of ex-President 
Roosevelt), ran up to London to see the 
sights, and two happier lads could not have 
been found, Drawing their pay in gold, 
universally petted and welcomed by sym- 
path
tic Britons, and having achieved the 
édat of a favorable notice in Pundi, they 
described themselves as "living like fighting 
chickens generally." 
Irving Bullock was declared by his com- 
rades to be "a tall stalwart fellow, the best 
in the world, and a splendid officer." Long 
after the war, when ::\lr. Bullock, married to 
an English lady, was living in Liverpool, he 
would make it a point whenever my brother 
crossed to come out on the tender and wel- 
come his old shipmate, literally with open 
arms, lifting Clarence off his feet in an ex- 
uberant embrace, His death was a sorrow 
to all who knew him. :Mr. Carv has fre- 
quently talked of him to Co!. Theodore 
Roosevelt, who remembers his uncle with 
sincere affection and respect. 
On coming out of church one Sunday 
we heard the crushing news of the fall 
of New Orleans and of the capture of 
our iron-clads. The information coming 
to our group from the lips of :Mrs. Ran- 
dolph, wife of our kinsman, Gen. George 
Randolph, secretary of war, was undisput- 
ahle. 1\1r. Jules de St. 
lartin, of New Or- 
leans, brother-in-law of 1\lr, Judah P. Ben- 
jamin, who was walking with us, made no 
remark, 
"This must hit you hard," said some one 
to him. "I am ruined, voila tout!" was 
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the answer, with a characteristic gesture of 
throwing care to the winds. 
This debonair little gentleman was one of 
the great favorites in war society in Rich- 
mond, His cheery spirit, wit, and exqui- 
site courtesy made friends for him every- 
where; and although his nicety of dress, 
after the Parisian style, was the subject of 
comment when he first appeared upon our 
streets, he joined the volunteers before 
Richmond, and roughed it pluckily in the 
trenches as a private, Years after, 
l. de 
St. 
Iartin calling on my mother and me 
in Paris, told a story of camp life in the 
freezing trenches, when on one occasion 
Col. T. L. Bayne called him away from 
his place of bivouac on the ground to corne 
with him, bidding him tell nobody, as he 
had found a spot where they could "sleep 
warm." Eagerly St. 
Iartin followed his 
guide, to be introduced, in the wintry dark, 
to an enclosure full of snuffling, grunting 
creatures among whom they lay down in 
oozing mud; it was a pig-sty, nothing less, 
and there they slept till morning. "It is 
true that their noses disturbed me now and 
then," said the narrator, "but que voulez 
VOltS! I was freezing." 


Now nothing was talked of but the capt- 
ure of New Orleans. The stout spirit of 
the South had received its most telling blow, 

Iy brother, the midshipman, had just be- 
fore this been ordered to what was consid- 
ered one of the finest commands in the 
Confederate States Navy-the new iron- 
clad Jlississippi, then building in 
ew Or- 
leans, and expected to sweep the K orthern 
coast. On the day before the United States 
fleet under Commodore Porter passed in to 
the taking of the forts, Clarence had been 
sent in charge of a boatload of deserters and 
ordnance to a Confederate States ship in 
the river, That day, "just for fun," as he 
expressed it, he and another middy accom- 
panied Lieutenant Reed going on duty at 
Fort Jackson, under a hot fire of shelling. 
""hile crossing the moat around the fort in 
a canoe, a thirteen-inch mortar shell fell near 
them, half filling their craft with water. 
1\0 wonder the commandant of the fort, in 
greeting them, asked the two midshipmen 
in vigorous terms, "''"hat are you young 
fools doing here, anyway?" They dodged 
about for a while in the bomb-proof case- 
mates, listening to the swift rush down ward 
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through the air of shells ., that sounded as 
motor-cars do now "-says in 1910 the pro- 
jector of this foolhardy expedition, who 
then pulled back against the tierce strength 
of the 
Iississippi current under the same 
tire, passing a wounded alligator longer 
than himself, hit by a piece of shell. 
.-\board the steamship Star of the Irest- 
the vessel that drew the opening shots of the 
war at Charleston, was seized at .Ì\ew Or- 
leans when Louisiana seceded, and was 
later sunk by the Confederates in the Yazoo, 
near Fort Pemberton-next day saw my 
brother and other midshipmen, in charge of 
six millions gold and silver coin from the 
mints and banks of Xew Orleans, with 
three millions in paper money, over which 
their orders were to keep guard with drawn 
swords, hurrying away from doomed 
ew 
Orleans, where, along the levees, burning 
ships and steamers and bales of cotton 
stretched in a fiery crescent. Had they 
delayed a day, they would all have been 
swept away in Porter's resistless onslaught. 
Keeping just ahead of the enemy's fleet, 
they reached \Ïckshurg, thence went O\-er- 
}and to 
Iobile, where their charge was de- 
livered up in safety, my brother returning 
to Richmond, where he was assigned by 
Secretary 
Iallory to the somewhat light 
duty of aid to the secretary-" vrincipally 
reading ne\vspavers at the nayy depart- 
ment, and once escorting _Mrs. 
Iallory to 
Drury's Bluff," as recorded by himself. 
\\'e had come to the end of l\Iay, when 
the eyes of the whole continent turned 
toward Richmond. On the 31st, John- 
ston assaulted the Federals who had been 
ach-anced to Seven J>ines. It was so near 
that the first guns sent our hearts into our 
mouths, like a sudden loud knocking at 
one's door at night. The women left in 
Richmond had, with few exceptions, hus- 
bands, fathers, sons, and brothers in the 
tight. I have never seen a finer exhibition 
of calm courage than they showed in this 
baptism of fire. X 0 one wept or moaned 
aloud. All went about their tasks of pre- 
paring for the wounded, making bandages, 
scraping lim, improvising beds, 
ight 
brought a lull in the frightful cannonading, 
,,- e threw ourselves dressed upon our beds 
to get a little rest before the morrow. 
During the night began the ghastly pro- 
cession of wounded brought in from the 
field. Every vehicle the city could produce 


supplemented the military ambulances. 

Iany slightly wounded men, so black with 
gunpowder as to be unrecognizable, carne 
limping in on foot. .-\ll next day women 
with white faces flitted bare-headed through 
the streets and hospitals, looking for their 
own. Churches and lecture-rooms were 
thrown oven for volunteer ladies sewing 
and filling the rough beds called for by the 
surgeons. There was not enough of a1lY- 
thing to meet the sudden appalling call of 
many strong men stricken unto death. 
Hearing that my cousin, Reginald Hyde, 
was reported wounded, two of us girls 
volunteered to help his mother to search 
for him through the lower hospitals. ".e 
tramped down 
Iain Street through the hot 
sun over burning pavements, from one 
scene of horror to another, bringing up 
finally at the St. Charles Hotel, a large 
old building. ".hat a sight met our eyes! 

Ien in e,-ery stage of mutilation, lying 
waiting for the surgeons upon bare boards 
with haversacks, or army blankets, or noth- 
ing, beneath their heads, Some gave up 
the weary ghost as we passed them by. All 
were suffering keenly, and needing ordi- 
nary attention. To be there empty-handed 
and impotent to help, nearly broke our 
hearts, Bending down over bandaged 
faces stiff with blood, and thick with flies, 
nothing did we see or hear of the object of 
our search, who, I am glad to say, arrived 
later at his mother's home, to be nursed by 
her to a speedy recoyery. 
The impression of that day was inefface- 
able. It left me permanently convinced 
that nothing is worth war, 

Iv mother was now in her clement. Ex- 
pert,. silent, incomparable as a nurse, she 
was soon on regular duty in an improvised 
hospital. I spent that night at the window 
of my room panting for fresh air, and long- 
ing to do something, anything, to help_ 
The next day my friend, Emily Voss, and I 
had the pride and pleasure of having as- 
signed to our care, under an older woman, 
two rooms containing fifteen wounded men 
lying on pallets around the floor. From 
that moment we were happier, although 
physically tried to the utmost. Gradually, 
some order carne out of the chaos of over- 
tasked hospital sen'ice, The churches gaye 
their seat-cushions to make beds, the fa- 
mous old wine-cellars of private houses 
sent their priceless 
Iadeira, port, sherry, 
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and brandy, eyerybody's cook was set to 
turning out dainties, and for our own men 
we begged unblushingly until they were 
fairly well supplicd, :\t night, carrying 
palm-leaf fans, we sauntered out into the 

treets scarcely less hot than in full sun- 
shine, Once, literally panting for a fresh 
breath of air, a party of us went with 
an official of the Capitol, up through the 
yapor bath of many steep stairs, to emerge 
on a little platform on the summit of 
the huilding. There, oh, joy!-were ac- 
tually breezes that brought relief, There 
,,-e sat and looked down on the city that 
could not sleep, and talked, or listened to 
the voice of the river, that I seem to hear 
yet, O\'er the tramp of rusty battalions, the 
short, imperious stroke of the alarm bell, 
the cl.ash of passing bands, the gallop of 
horsemen, the roar of battle, the moan of 
hospitals, the stifled note of sorrow-all the 
Richmond war sounds, sacred and unfor- 
gettable. 
L Day after day one heard the wailing 
dirge of military bands preceding a sol- 
dier's funeral. One could not number 
those sad pageants in our leafy streets: the 
coffin with its cap and sword and gloves, 
the riderless hors' with empty boots in the 
stirrups of an army saddle; such soldiers as 
could be spared from the front marching 
with arms reversed and crape-shrouded 
banners, passers-by standing with bare bent 
heads. 
Funerals by night were common. A 
solemn scene was to be enacted in the July 
moonlight at Hollywood when they laid to 
rest my own uncle, Lieut. Reginald Fair- 
fax, of whom in the old service of the Vnited 

tates, as in that of the Confederate Navy, 
it was gaid "he was a spotless knight." 

ly uncle, who had commanded a battery 
on the J ames, was prostrated by malarial 
fever and taken to Richmond, where he 
died at the Clifton House, tenderly nursed 
by his sisters. He was to my brother and 
me a second father. His property, fortu- 
nately so invested in Northern securities as 
to be' unavailable during the war, was left 
bctween his three sisters, thereby enabling 
us, after peace was declared, to resume a 
life of comfort, -when many of our Confed- 
erate friends were in absolute want. 
Iy 
other uncle, Doctor Fairfax, of Alexandria, 
had, in the abundance of his belief in the 
Confederacy, put all of his fortune into 


1fi1 


Confederate bonds, and suffere.J a total 
loss of it. 
A personal incident of the fight of Sewn 
Pines was a visit during that morning from 
a young officer, sent into town from the 
hattIe-field with important despatches to 
the president. "'hilst awaiting reply he 
came, with his orderly in attendance, to say 
a word to me, and as I stood with him at 
our garden gate the cannonading suddenly 
increased tremendously, 
"Tlzat's my place, not this. If I don't 
come out of it, remember I tried to do my 
duty-" he said with a hasty handshake, 
and springing into his saddle, the horse 
rearing fiercely, he waved his cap and 
spurred away, the orderly clattering after 
him. It was the last time I ever saw him. 
In one of the battles of July he fell, leading 
his men in a splendid charge, and in him 
many bright hopes and a noble future were 
extinguished, 
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Is the latter part of February, 1863, it be- 
came necessary for either my mother or 
aunt to carry to \Yashington certain papers 
connected with the inheritance coming to 
them from the estate of their late brother, 
in order to secure much-needed provision 
for the clouded and uncertain future of their 
families. After some debate it was decided 
that ::\lrs. Hyde should be the one to go; 
and I, with the love of daring adventure 
coursing through my veins, induced them 
to' let me accompany my aunt. I should 
never allow a girl of my own to do it, as- 
suredly, but autre temps, autre mæ-urs- 
and then, I knew not fear. 
Bidding farewell to those friends in Rich- 
mond who looked upon us as predestined 
to a Xorthern prison, we went first to stop 
with our friends the owners of Belpré, near 
Culpeper, not far from the winter quarters 
of Gen. Fitzhugh Lee's division of cavalry, 
Here we remained while casting about us 
for ways and means to cross the border 
and get into Alexandria, Not only were 
the chances of war in favor of our capture 
on the way-that did not appall us, since we 
were intent strictly on private husiness- 
but from e\'ery side came gloomy tales of 
swollen rivers, deserted villages, a war-rav- 
aged country liable to forays -from prowling 
vagahonds of either army, and the likeli- 
hood of running upon a skirmish at any 
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moment. 'Yorst of all, it seemed impossi- 
ble to hire a conveyance, 
\\"aiting, however, in a pleasant country 
house near the head-quarters of a crack 
cavalry division, with a dozen gallant 
knights, ready to do one's lightest bidding, 
had its endurable side. There were visits 
to and from camp, rides, shooting matches 
-" General Fitz" presenting me with a 
tiny Smith and 'Yesson revolver captured 
by himself, which'he taught me to wear and 
use-and, at evening, gatherings around 
the big wood fire at Belpré, when we 
laughed and talked and sang. 

-\t this distance of time it is not telling 
tales out of school to sav that the leader of 
fun in those e'Tenings wa.s the major-general 
commanding, future Goyernor of the Com- 
monwealth of \ïrginia, and to be a trusted 
chief of the 1!nited States forces in the 
Spanish-.-\merican "-ar. One was as sure 
of jollity and good-fellowship in "General 
Fitz" off duty, as of soldierly dash tempered 
by the wisdom of a born leader when in 
action. 
It is 'pleasant to note that to the last of his 
varied soldierly experience, this General 
Lee retained the wide measure of popular- 
ity with the masses that had always been 
hi:, portion. It was observed that during 
the progress of the procession at President 
GrO\"er Cleveland's inauguration ceremo- 
nies, Gen. Fitzhugh Lee, riding a magnifi- 
cent horse provided for his use by a loyal 
old friend, a citizen of 
-\lexandria, was more 
continuously applauded when passing down 
the lines than any other person present sav- 
ing the hero of the day; and this was apt to 
be the case in all his public appearances. 
One day when, returning from a visit to 
a friend, I rode from Culpeper Court House 
to Belpré with the general, a darkey sent 
ahead on mule back detailed to carry my 
other hat and dressing-bag, a very demon of 
mischief entered into my escort. In a 
wood-road, where no one could see him, he 
rode standing in the saddle, picking dried 
wayside flowers at a gallop, backward, 
forward, in every attitude that man can as- 
sume upon a steed, while forcing my horse 
to keep pace with his" stunts" as he called 
them, acquired in his old army life upon 
the plains. Presently, espying our :l\1er- 
cury, despatched some time before, slowly 
jogging down the narrow road ahead of us, 
he put spurs to his horse, uttered an Indian 


war-whoop, and bore down upon him at 
a run. The negro, terrified by the on- 
slaught, not stopping to inquire into its nat- 
ure, lashed his mule and set off like the 
Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow, I, 
overpowered with laughter, left far behind. 
Looking around us for an opportunity 
of entering the rnion lines at Fairfax, we 
heard of a lady living at some distance from 
Culpeper, who had the same end in view as 
ours. To visit this lady, and propose join- 
ing forces and sharing expenses in the expe- 
dition, it was necessary to ride tweke miles 
across country as the crow flies, for which 
purpose General Fitz Lee offered me his 
mare, Refugitta-a beautiful, high-spirited 
Ii ttle creature I had ridden several times 
before-and the escort of his aide and 
cousin, 
Iaj. Robert _Mason. \\Te set off 
in high feather on a sunshiny morning of 
February, but were overtaken by a tremen- 
dous storm of wind and rain changing to 
snow, when remote from any possibility of 
shelter, in a desolate part of the country, all 
fences gone, a deserted negro cabin here 
and there the only sign of past habitation. 
Very soon my habit was wet through, my 
leather glO\'es were clinging to fingers so 
cold I could hardly hold the bridle, ""hen 

Iajor 
Llson, himself looking like a young 
Father Christmas, finally insisted that I 
should get down for a while and walk to 
restore circulation, I slipped like a log 
from my saddle, so stiff that my members 
refused to do their office. The short cape 
and military gauntlets of my comrade had 
already been forced upon me. 
Thus equipped we tralI1ped back and 
forth, beneath a grove of pines, till the fury 
of the gale was spent. By and by the wind 
lessened, the snow fell sparsely, and we re- 
sumed our saddles. Soon, over on the 
slope of a near-by mountain we descried a 
large farm-house, with-oh! joy-a blue 
curl of smoke issuing from the chimney. 
J\Iaking all speed, we reached the goal, 
,vhich, indeed, proved to be the dweHing 
we were in search of. Never have a big 
wood fire, hot drinks, food, and a rest be- 
tween blankets, while my habit was dried, 
seemed such a boon to me. To my disap- 
pointment I found that the mistress of the 
house had already set out "to run the 
blockade," and that she would have been 
"only too glad" of our company, I will 
not a,-er that the tweh"e miles of ride home, 
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that day, was not a trial to my cndurance. 
'Iy comrade, a hardened cavalryman, said 
afterward he spent his time wondering if 
girls were not of tougher build than men. 
I should have died of shame to confess how 
often I longed to break down and say I 
couldn't stand it a minute longer. Happi- 
ly, after a good night's rest I was none the 
worse for my expedition. 
At last (;eneral Fitz Lee told my aunt 
that from the report of scouts, he could ,-cnt- 
ure to send us in a head-quarters ambu- 
Jance, with a guard of picked mcn, as far as 
\rarrenton. Our families bcing so closely 
allied in friendship for many a year, he felt 
and appreciatcd the importance of our mis- 
sion, and most kindly desired to further the 
transfcr to Riggs Bank, in \Vashington, of 
the papers my aunt carried upon her pcr- 
son, 
To 'Irs. Hydc was apportioned a split- 
bottomed chair in a comfortable ambu- 
lance drawn by the best mules at head-quar- 
ters, To me was again allotted my favo- 
rite Refugitta, the gcneral and several 
staff officers forming a gay cortège of cscort 
for a certain distance on our way, and 

Iajor -Mason put in charge of the expedi- 
tion. It was a brilliant, cloudless day in 
late February, with a promise of spring in 
the air, when we set out. Long before 
reaching Hazel Ri ver, our first crossing of a 
risky ford, the general and his aides had 
taken leave, after wishing us a hearty bon 
",,'oyage, On the banks of Hazel River, an 
angry, turbid littlc stream, boiling between 
red clay banks, wc were obligcd to possess 
our souls in patiencc for half a day, waiting 
until it was safe to attcmpt a crossing for the 
ambulancc. Bcyond the swelling flood we 
were to meet somcwhere, the escort of twen- 
ty-five cavalrymen assigned to guard us 
into \rarrenton and sent on the day before 
to see that the way was clear. In the society 
of a garrulous miller and his spouse, who 
told many weird tales of skirmishes in sight 
around them during thc past months, we 
remained till afternoon, when the millcr 
announced that though it was" still a leetle 
rcsky for wimmin folks crossin', J reck- 
on you all mout try." 
Consigncd to a chair in thc ambulance, 
on which I was glad enough to climb and 
crouch before the end, we began the passage 
of the Red Sea_ :\Iajor _Mason and his 
orderly, kneeling in their saddles, rode by 
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the heads of our mules, tugging and adjur- 
ing them, At one point both mules and 
horses became lost to sight, save for their 
heads, brave little Refugitta following the 
orderly. A sticky fluid lapped around our 
feet. Shouts rent the air. A sort of hurri- 
cane of strong language burst from our 
u
ited protectors. Our mules ,verc swim- 
mmg, 
Perched on our chairs, trying not to lis- 
tcn to the" music in the air," we at last felt 
our wheels grate ul-mn a pebbly hottom, A 
long strong tug, accompanied by morc lan- 
guage, and we were safe, if moist, upon a 
miry bank. ,. Y ou\-e jist got to coax a 
muel," said our dri,-er blandly, turning in 
his seat. 
"Is that the way you coax in the Army 
of X orthern \ïrginia?" we asked, looking 
around rebukingly on the chief guardian of 
our party. But he was mysteriously ab- 
sent, and did not show again till ready to 
help me upon Refugitta's back. Bounding 
along in a swift, even gallop over a smooth 
wood-road, we spoke in undertones, for we 
were now on dcbatable ground, where no 
one knew what an hour might bring forth 
in the way of a surprise, 
Approaching J effcrsontown, a poor little 
deserted hamlet where we were to vass the 
night, the major halted the convoy, while 
he rode fonvard to investigate. It" as too 
dark to distinguish faces. From a forsak- 
en smithy, upon a little knoll, we sa\'. issue 
two or three military tìgures, showing JJlack 
against a streak of yellow, lingcring in the 
western sky. Simultaneously, a challenge, 
an answer, and a cheer! It was our body- 
guard on bivouac, waiting, uncertain as to 
the cause of our delay. They surrounded 
and preceded us, as we went hopefully for- 
ward to find the sleeping quarters they had 
secured in a dwelling not far off. To the 
ladies a bedroom was given, the major had 
another, while the escort slept on their arms 
in the hallway below. 
The family owning the house were ar- 
dent Secessionists, who made us welcome to 
their best. Two nights before, they had, 
less willingly, provided refreshment for a 
party of 'Cnion cavalry. One could ne,"er 
tell, they said, when the blue coats might 
ride up, or vI,-hen the gray. Xot a sound, 
however, broke the silence of that wintry 
night. \Vhen we came down, next morn- 
ing, it was to find a snapping tìre of logs, 
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'lround which gathered in cheerful sun- 
shine a circle of tall bearded fellows, who 
ro<;e up and stood smiling at our approach. 
..A good country breakfast of "hog and 
hominy," with hot coffee, had already been 
served to them. \Yhile the same fare, with 
corn dodgers, was being prepared for us, 
we made individual acquaintance ,vith our 
manly guards. 
Off again, over ground e,'ery inch of 
which knew the ring of troopers' steel and 
the dash of sudden conflict. Two scouts 
preceding, the rest formed into a double 
line, I riding midway with the major, the 
ambulance following. Snow began to fall 
and the deep woods were transformed into 
a fairyland of beauty, powdered branches 
meeting moerhead, a white mantle resting 
lightly underfoot upon the carpet of last 
year's leaves and moss. If there were a 
fallen branch ahead of me, a dozen hands 
were stretched out to remm'e it. A big 
rough trooper rode up and begged me to 
put over my ,vet gloves the woollen mittens 
his wife had knit for him at home. There 
was no wind and I did not mind the snow. 
N ever would I have exchanged this royal 
progress for the tame comfort of the inside 
of the ambulance. 
"One more ribber for to cross!" sang 
out somebody ahead, and this time I begged 
to keep on my saddle, effecting successfully 
the passage of a chafing stream. K earing 
\Yarrenton, we left the warm shelter of the 
woods for a turnpike road, where every 
movement must be one of caution. Our 
men, alert, speechless, eager, did not relax 
their vigilance, till one of the scouts, riding 
back at a gallop, announced the way free 
into the village. 
Clattering up to the door of the chief 
hotel, we found rooms and supper. To 
my sorrow, our escort was dispersed into 
the countryside to seek quarters less ex- 
posed. And now, a long farewell to all our 
greatness! Into thin air, melted the pag- 
eant of the days before, vanished were our 
plumèd cavaliers, our bounding steeds, our 
mules and equipage! Henceforward ,ve 
must encounter for ourselves the perils of 
the road, stealing like marauders into our 
own county, where our people had always 
been rooted like the oaks around their 
homes. 
\Ve hired a country cart of the old-time 
hooded variety, vI,herein, drawn by mules 


and enthroned on straw, we made creeping 
progress toward Centerville. On the road 
we passed a tired woman carrying her baby, 
a crying child tugging at her skirts, dri,'en 
by stan"ation, she said, to go inside the 
Lnion lines, \Ye naturally picked them 
up, and the hours that followed were hardly 
cheerful. Sleeping at a poor farm-house 
that night, ,ve awoke to tìnd a party of Fed- 
eral soldiers ringed around it, who pro- 
ceeded to search the premises. \rhen we 
got downstairs the officer in charge was 
waiting at the breakfast table. 
-\lthough 
they were in pursuit of some one more im- 
portant, it was necessary for him to know 
who ,ve were, and what our business there. 
"Property-owners in Fairfax County, going 
to their home on matters of private busi- 
ness," did not seem to suffice him as an ex- 
planation, \Ye must come with him to re- 
port at Lnited States head-quarters in Cen- 
terville. 
Lacking other means of advance, we 
then hired the only vehicle of the establish- 
ment, a pole on four 'wheels, drawn by 1\vo 
oxen; and balanced upon this, our trunks 
bound on somehow by the depressed Con- 
federate sympathizer who dro,'e us, a bay- 
onetted guard walking on either side, we 
superbly entered the village of Centerville. 
At head-quarters, the officials in charge 
made a thoroughly conscientious effort to 
penetrate our disguise of innocence, and 
stamp us guilty, but the case baffled them, 
A full examination of our luggage failed to 
develop anything but the fact that Con- 
federate principles were antagonistic in a 
marked degree to tl]e theory of personal 
adornment. In the perpleÀity of the situa- 
tion, they decided to send us on as prisoners 
of war, to Brigadier-General Hayes, sta- 
tioned at Union _Mills on the Orange and 
.Alexandria Railroad, whence, they said, 
parties of "refugees from the rebel lines" 
were daily expedited to 
-\lexandria. 
The bitter cold drive of six miles to Cnion 
:l\Iills in a little open trap, plunging up and 
down in deep ruts of frozen day cut by 
army wagons in a heavy soil, or going at a 
snail's pace between six stolid Germans, 
holding their bayonets as they marched on 
either side of us, was actually the most 
painful experience of our adventure. 'Iy 
aunt, with her stately figure and beautiful 
clear profile, in her mourning garb, sitting 
so calm and self-controlled amid her strange 



Recollection:s, Grave and Gay 


surroundings. reminded me of some grallde 
dame of the French Rc,'olution going in a 
tumbril to execution. For nothing in the 
world would she ha"e condescended to 
make a complaint; we had deliberately 
placed ourselves in this situation, and must 
make the best of it. 
Ahead of us were several wagons loaded 
with up-country refugees, Germans and 
Irish, going to \Yashington to takt. oath of 
allegiance and seek for better fortunes. 
One of these vehicles, piled high wi th house- 
hold goods, upset, and there were wails from 
the ,,'omen and children belonging to it, 
though nobody was badly hurt. \Vhile 
waiting for them to clear the road, we suf- 
fered intensely ,vith the cold, arriving final- 
ly at C nion 
fills so thoroughly congealed, 
it was hard to set our feet upon terra firma. 
Stumbling to the ground, we paid our 
driver and were shown into a room heated 
to suffocation by a red-hot stove, and 
crowded with the unhappy "refugees," 
men, women, and children, who had ar- 
rived ahead of us, all nearly perishing of 
cold and fatigue. \Ve gave but one glance 
into the interior and turned away sickened 
by the noxious atmosphere, to meet a smart 
young staff officer, who, with the most as- 
tonished face I ever saw, could not for the 
life of him understand what we two were 
doing there. 
Ten minutes later, seated before a bright 
fire in the officers' quarters above, we were 
kindly and courteously urged to partake of 
hot coffee, which we accepted, and cham- 
pagne, which we refused. How long it had 
been since we had seen champagne! 
A room, hastily made ready, contained 
two army cots, gayly striped blankets, tin 
basins set upon a bench, delicious toilet 
soap and towels, a mirror, and two tall tin 
cans of boiling water. 
\ tray of supper 
sent in "with the general's compliments" 
filled our hearts with overflowing gratitude 
to our noble foes, 
" I am glad I've scripture warrant for it, 
for I simply [o've my enemies," one of us 
exclaimed, in heartfelt tones. 
.-\. cattle-train, the box-cars crowded with 
the poor emigrants on benches, afforded the 
sole means for our getting on next day. 
Our kind host, the general, relieved his 
mind of us by letting us go to Alexandria on 
parole, under supervision of the provost- 
marshal there. By orders from his head- 
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quarters, '''c were allowed to travel in the 
cab of the engine, and thus whizzing past 
many a well-known landmark in our county 
we regained the old town left 1\\'0 year
 
before, under such different circumstances. 
\Ye went at oncc to my uncle's housc in 
Cameron Street, where my great-aunts were 
installed, and spent a day or two with thcm, 
going about in the interval among old 
friends. Things looled very sad, the seces- 
sion spirit in the town kept under by a rod 
of iron, giving people a wistful cowed cx- 
pression, and the streets crowded \vith alien 
soldiers, \Vhere\-er we wcnt in shop or 
dwellings, our hands were grasped with 
speechless sympathy, tears impeding the 
utterance of greetings, then we were hurricd 
into corners to ask about "our boys." 
\Vhen I compared our shabby clothes with 
their apparently smart ones, they would 
exclaim: "But what are clothes to stand- 
ing side by side with those one loves in a 
life-or-death struggle like ours?" 
Finally, leave was accorded us by author- 
i ty to visi t \Yashington and remain there 
until some decision could be arrived at in 
our case. \Ye accordingly resorted to the 
house of a relative at the Federal capital, 
and with brief delay visited Riggs Bank, 
where my aunt had the infinite relief of de- 
positing her valuable papers, and realizing 
upon them funds much needed by our refu- 
gee family in the Confederacy. 
For a few days we indulged in the pleas- 
ure of daily seeing my aunt, :Mrs, In,,'W, 
and her children, and other dear friends, as 
well as the umvonted practice of shopping 
in establishments that, after the barren wil- 
derness of haberdashers' shelves in Rich- 
mond, seemed resplendent. Then fell a 
thunderbolt! Certain Union sympathizers 
among our whilom friends having taken 
pains to communicate to the secretary of 
war that he was harboring dangerous char- 
acters from the seat of rebellion, nearly 
allied with the leaders of the Confederate 
government, and full of menace to the 
'Gnion cause, an order was sent to us, which 
I transcribe: 


" HE \DQU -\RTERS, :\IILITARY DIV, OF \VASIl. 
"". -\SHIXGTOX, D. c., Jlarch 19, 1863. 
"CAPT. H, B. TODD, Pro
'ost JI a rslz al. 
"C.o\PTAI
: Bv direction of the Secre- 
tary of \Yar 
Ir;, E, C. Hyde and :\liss 
Constance Cary, refugees from Richmor.d, 
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will be sent 
outh over the lines, with orders 
not to return inside the lines of the C. S. 
forces. 
,. Bv command of 
. .. BRIG.-\DIER-GEX. 
L-\RTIXD.-\LE. 
(Signed) " J ORX P. SHERBl;RXE, 
.. .1ss. Adjt, (;elleral. 
,. Qfficial: 
,. 
\, \y, BSKER, Lt" alld .1dilltallt, 11' aslz- 
illgtoll, D. C." 


.--\ trim young lieutenant with good man- 
ners and, as was developed, a feeling heart 
-Lieut, Clark Smith of the 169th Xew York 
Regiment-stood in the hall below as the 
instrument of Fate, There ,vas a wild rush 
of packing, surrounded by zealous friends. 
\rhateyer it was possible to squeeze into the 
Dixie trunks, with little presents for all our 
circle, went into them; much was worn, a 
good deal condensed into hand luggage. A 
smart braided riding habit, a gown or two, 
and other cO\"eted fripperies, had to be left 
with their makers, ultimately reaching us 
by flag of truce. But one thing I could not 
entirely forsake-a new hat, an unimagined 
luxury since many months, that had been 
tried on and was waiting orders at the 
milliner's
 ,re had no sooner seated our- 
selves in the carriage opposite the polite 
lieutenant, than a siege of the enemy en- 
sued, shorter but no less successful than 
that of Richmond. In the end, our car- 
riage, on its way to the boat-wharf, drew 
up before the door of :Miss \Yilson's fash- 
ionable millinery in Pennsylvania _\venue, 
and our lieutenant, issuing from it, returned 
carrying a bandbox. I hope this transgres- 
sion has long ago been forgiven him. The 
new hat, so thought the Richmond girls, 
was well worth a dash upon the enemy. 
I should perhaps ha'"e mentioned that 
hefore the adventure of the hat, we had 
heen driven to the office of Provost -l\larshal 
Todd, where the oath of allegiance to the 
Cnited States gO\"ernment was offered, and 
declined with thanks. 
Ir, ')Iontgomery 
Blair had sent me a note, addressed to those 
in high authority, stating that as I was the 
child of an early friend of his, he would he 
glad if circumstances would allow them to 
grant my requests (I suppose they were 
that we should not he molested, but allowed 
to stay and shop, since that ,vas really all I 
wanted), but this did not avail. \\Te were 
told that we must positively return to Vir- 


ginia "as we had come," and that without 
delay. 
In: AleÀandria once more, we spent the 
night as prisoners of war, in an upper 
room of my uncle's house, the lieutenant 
occupying the little study to the left of the 
front door, a guard upon the pa'"ement. 
From the to,vn we were the recipients of 
universal sympathy, hut in our hearts felt 
that since our work in \rashington was 
done, and wel] done, our chief desire was 
now to get back to our friends. Friends 
flocked to the house, asking for us, and 
sending messages. One of them, :\Iiss 
:\lary Daingerlìeld, afterward 1\Trs. Philip 
Hooe, duding the guard at the front, went 
in the rear way where she had played as a 
child with my Fairfa\: cousins, climbed 
through a ,vindow and arri,"cd in our room, 
cobwebby and joyous, bearing a parcel of 
delightful little gifts, 
Back at rnion .i\lills again, and sur- 
rendered into the hands of our former host, 
we were greeted by jO\"ial General Hayes 
with pleasant tidings. "I'm not going to 
let Fitz Lee boast he treated you better than 
we shall," he exclaimed, when the question 
arose as to how he should dispose of the bad 
pennies returned upon his hands. So be- 
hold us seated in a smart ambulance, under 
escort of a dashing guard of forty men in 
blue, the general himself, with two of his 
staff, accompanying us to the limit of the 
Pnion lines. In parting I asked if he had 
any message to send to his old \\'est Point 
comrade, (;eneral Ewell, ,vho had lately 
lost a leg in Confederate service, ('Ye had 
liked and admirerl Ceneral Ewell since the 
beginning of the war. After his wound, 
we ,vent sometimes to call at his lodgings, 
where we generally found installed as guar- 
dian of his hearth and spirits, his widowed 
cousin, :\lrs. Brown, and her pretty, bright- 
eyed daughter, Harriot, now the widow of 
::\Iaj. Thomas Turner, of Kentucky, once 
of General Ewell's staff. General Ewell's 
marriage to 1\lrs, Brown was the outcome 
of his com"alescence from this wound,) 
"Gi,-e my best Im"e to good old Dick, and 
tell him I wish it had heen his head," was 
the laughing answer, transmitted in due 
time. 
\Ye made our wav lw diyers methods and 
in slow stages alTo
s the debatable ground, 
always recei,"ed for the night by sympa- 
thizers eager to greet and hear from us. 
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After giving us of their best, they managed 
to hitch up some sort of a horse and ve- 
hide to carry us on the next stage. A 
memorable stop was at the interesting old 
house of the 
Iarste11ars, whose master, 
ewn at that date, wore the queue and 
smalldothes of his ancestors, They sent 
us on in an antique coach of Colonial pat- 
tern, yellow-bodied, blue-wheeled, high 
swung, with a flight of carpeted steps letting 
down to admit the occupant, and a hoary 
old negro perched on the high box, to pre- 
side m'er the meanderings of "Blackberry 
and the colt," the only steeds left in the 

Iarstellar stable by raiders. 
In bleak 
farch weather, we crept wearily 
0\ er deep-rutted clay roads, or ., black- 
jack" sloughs of Yirginia mire, through 
melancholy wastes of landscape strewn 
with felled trees anà burned houses, \Ye 
recognized Camp Pickens, the seat of for- 
mer gay visits to the troops, only by the 
junction of the ::\lanassas and Orange Rail- 
roads. At another old camping-ground, 
the earth was inlaid with hundreds of shoes 
cast a\vay by rnion troopers, newly shod. 
Handsome homesteads crowning the hills 
looked at us through empty eye-sockets, 
showing no sign of life; burnt barns and 
mills, trampled fields, were everywhere-it 
was depressing in the extreme. 
But we forged ahead, and for the final 
stage of our journey (to reach Rappahan- 
nock Station, where we expected to find an 
ambulance from Gen. Fitz Lee's head- 
quarters, in answer to a note despatched 
by a wandering Black Horse man encoun- 
tered on the road) hired a timorous country- 
man in whose veins ran skim-milk, to drive 
us in a little covered cart. \Ye started be- 
times in the morning, and as the day de- 
dined, our protector's fears waxed voluble. 
"There ain't hardly a day somebody 
don't git held up hereabouts," he would 
say, gloomily, "One side or 1'other, 'tis 
'bout the same wi th these scouts when 
there's hosses or mules to loot. Co'se I 
aint afeared for myself, but when there's 
ladies-thet toy pistol 0' yours ain't but a 
mite, and anyways I'm no gret hand to 
shoot. A fe11mv don't like to lose his crit- 
turs; does he, now? Last week they took 
a man's mules and left him stropped up in 
the bottom of his wagon. This ain't no 
place for female wimmen, nohow, Reckon 
the money I get from you won't pay me for 
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the worry. It's a bad place \ve're comin' 
to, ahead. If en:>r I git home safe- " 
He was interrupted by the apparition, on 
the summit of the hili up which his tired 
beasts were slowly creeping, of a horseman, 
looming to the height of a Doone warrior 
against the evening sky. \ras he friend 
or foe? 
1\Iy brave aunt, who made moan ovcr 
nothing, sat up, breathing a little quicker. 
_My heart gm'e a wild bound as I gra::,ped 
my pistol. All I could think of was what a 
perfectly horrible thing it would be to have 
to fire it against live flesh and blood: I, 
who had seen and dressed so mam- wounds! 
\Vhat a relief to us and our chick
n-hearted 
driver, when the stranger announced him- 
self a Confederate smut, who hadn't had a 
mouthful of food that day. How joyiully 
we ,vatched him clutch at the remainder of 
our luncheon and eat it like a hungry wolf! 
How good to hear that the big railway 
bridge over the Rappahannock was hut a 
mile beyond, and that the way was clear, 
with General Lee's outpost pickets on the 
farther side! .. But I misdoubt vour cro
s- 
in' that there ford to-night, ladies," were 
his last disheartening words as we parted 
company. 
Alas! it was too true. The Rappahan- 
nock, swelled to fury by spring rains, was 
now a tearing, resistless, yeHo,,' flood, the 
banks of the ford invisible. .-\nd now our 
driver rose and asserted his manhood. l
o 
back he must and would. If we liked, he'd 
take us "to the nighest house," some lÌve 
miles in our rear. 
e pan the far side of the maddened stream 
we could plainly see the camp-tires of our 
pickets. Hmv to reach them we knew not; 
but turn back-no! 
Our dri\-er paid, and in the act of swift 
retreat, our trunks and bags piled under the 
stone buttress of the bridge, we climbed the 
steep bank, and stood upon the track abm'e, 
straining our eyes in the direction where "'e 
fain would be, In vain did I throw all the 
vigor of young lungs into a hal100 for notice. 
The rush of the river drowned my attempts, 
and it was growing dark. The Rappahan- 
nock bridge, subsequently burnt by military 
order, was thcn the higheo;t and longest on 
the lines of the Orange ami .-\lüandria 
Road. There was no wav of crossing it 
save by stepping from tie t
 tie of the rail- 
way. \rhen I proposed essaying this, for 
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the first time 1\Irs. Hyde's courage failed At the farm-house where they asked shelter 
her. Over that raging river she could not for us, the good woman fairly embraced us 
walk without ,"ertigo, and how could she let in her hospitality, Cut off in that lonely 
a young girl go alone? world where battles, raids, and skirmishes 
The irreverent answer ,vas that there were her only excitement, we were a god- 
were times when a girl with a steady brain send. So eager was she to ask questions 
and a light foot was worth any chaperon. we could hardly eat the bacon and corn- 
And before the dear alarmed lady could cry bread she offered, for answering them. 
out, I was off, skipping across the ties, till \Varmed by a fire of pine knots, washed and 
about the middle of the bridge the pickets comforted, we sank at last into a feather- 
espied me, and sent forth a mighty shout. bed in the 10ft, with heartfelt gratitude to 
Three or four of them came running to God that we were safe at last, in dear, war- 
meet me and hear my tale. They said they worn old Dixie 
 
never VI,"ere more astonished than to look up Toward morning, our sleep was broken 
and see a young girl coming at that hour, by a noise as of thunder beneath our win- 
apparently alone, out of the forsaken waste dows-wheels, shouts, the tramp of horses' 
of country beyond the bridge. They had feet, the ring of soldiers' steel-what was it? 
had no order from the general, but there Broad awake and up in the moment, we be- 
was a house near their picket-post, where lie,'ed a skirmish to be in progress. But 
we could put up for the night. After that, leaning from the window we espied in the 
all became easy work in our eyes. Two of gray dawn our host in colloquy with a Con- 
the troopers brought my aunt over between federate uniform, and the little house-yard 
them, others follmved with our belongings, completely filled with gray troopers, dis- 
At their little camp by the track over the mounting around an empty ambulance. 
water's edge, we were mounted on peaked The happy truth flashed upon us! This 
saddles, upon rawboned horses, and led was our ambulance, our guard, sent by our 
across an unspeakably muddy road, a big loyal friend, the general, to convoy us to 
cavalryman, loaded down with our rugs, our original starting-point! Hurrah for 
bags, and bandboxes, bringing up the rear. General Fitz! 
(To be continued) 


THE WO:YIAN \VATCIIES 


By George Harris, Jr. 


I "OXDER do you realize how deep 
1\ly thought runs onward into all your thought, 
Sensing the calm fatigue that slmvly brought 
Your lips to silence and your eyes to sleep, 
I wonder do you dream how my eyes heap 
Cpon your face their longing, subtly wrought 
Into a restless hope, that, knowing naught, 
'Vhispers my soul to pause and softly weep. 
As I am by the pathos of the play 
1\loved to a grief more furtive than my own, 
So do I think I dream your dreams, that must 
In some mute fashion wilfully repay 
1\ly soul that lies beside me, numb and prone, 
Fearing to fear, and hoping I may trust. 
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RECENT' TENDEKCIES IN :\IARINE P.<\INTING 


By Birge Ilarrison 


ILL L S T R -\ T I 0 :x S FRO)[ PAl 
 T I "\ G S 


D T is curious, when you come 
to think of it, that no Latin 
race has ever produced a 
, great painter of the sea. A 
minute inspection of the 

 
 current art exhibitions of 
France, of Italy, and of Spain brings to light 
not a single master in this special domain of 
art. If this statement is held to be extreme, 
if it is objected that Sorolla- Y-Bastida is cer- 
tainlya master, the obvious reply would be 
that the interest of this painter centres al- 
ways upon the figures in his pictures. He 
delights in the hardy fishermen, in their 
picturesque Andalusiancostumes, in the na- 
ked babies, in the joyous children romping 
about under the brilliant 
Iediterranean 
sunlight; and his only use for the ocean 
is as a background f
r his happy human 
YOL. X LIX.-45 


groups. Remove the figures and his ma- 
rines become empty and inadequate. They 
could not in themseh-es take rank as mas- 
terpieces. 
If we now turn to Italy we find a few men 
who use the sea as material for their pict- 
ures, but in eye!}' instance these ltalian 
painters ha,-e failed to grasp the tme signifi- 
cance of their motive. _--\11 of the mysteri- 
ous grandeur and dignity and pmver which 
is the ocean's most compelling charm, slips 
by them unperceived, and they give us in- 
stead mosdic-like bits of color, wherein the 
blue, the green, and the violet tones of the 

ea are exaggerated out of all semblance to 
reality. X 0 mood is expressed, no message 
is deli,-ered, no symbolism is attempted, 
nothing is said. They leave upon the mind 
much the same painful impression as might 
4 6 9 
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a brainless child who was decked out in 
some flamboyant costume. 
In France, it is true, there are a few 
painters who have made a serious study of 
the ocean. But not one of the French ma- 
rine painters can fairly be called a master. 
:\Ioreowr they are all of Norman or Breton 
parentage--coming of a stock which can 
lay no claim to La tin lineage, Their fore- 
fathers for countless generations had been 
sailors and fishermen-born sea-rovers. 
The tang of the brine was in their blood, 
and they turned naturally to the sea for their 
artistic inspiration. Herein, then, evidently 
lies the explanation of this apparently unac- 
countable hiatus in the art deyelopment of 
the Latin races. They are not, and they 
ne\Ter have been, true loyers of the sea. 
:\11 great art, of course, is the unconscious 
expression not only of the ideals of a people, 
but of the traits and loves and tendencies 
which it has inherited from a thousand gen- 
erations of ancestors, so that you may gain 
a more intimate knowledge of the character 
of any gÍ\"en race by the study of its art than 
by reading all the histories e\Ter written 
about it; and the best history will give 
you little real acquaintance with a past 
epoch, unless it is supplemented by some 
knowledge of the art of the times. The ma- 
rine painters are therefore found precisely 
w here we migh t expect to find them-among 
the sea-rovers of the north-the Germanic 
and Scandinavian peoples who inhabited 
the shores of the North Sea and the North 
Atlantic Ocean. This also demonstrates 
clearly the source of that irresistible impulse 
which has impelled so many of our eminent 
American painters to devote themselves to 
a lifelong study of the sea-they come of 
the same northern stock, their far-distant 
ancestors were Norman. Dutch and Scan- 
dinavian pirates and freebooters of the sea, 
and the inherited love of it all is still strong 
in them. 
The effect of this inheritance has colored 
our whole history as a people, showing it- 
self very markedly during the first two 
centuries of our national life. The small 
American colony at one time led the \vorld 
in the chase of the whale, and in the fishing 
industry generally; while by the end of the 
eighteenth century our merchant marine 
had increased so tremendously as to excite 
the jealousy of the mother nation, and as a 
result we had the war of 1812. 


If our fleets have now disappeared from 
the seas, it is due to the pressure of certain 
inexorable economical laws, and to no lack 
of the true sea-rO\"ing spirit in our race. 
'''hat is somewhat more difficult to ex- 
plain, however, is the fact that all of the 
truly great master painters of the sea have 
been Americans of our own generation, 
This somewhat sweeping assumption will 
doubtless be challenged by certain of my 
readers, but I can only say that it expresses 
a conservative conviction reached after a 
careful survey of the whole history of the 
art, and a thorough review of all the paint- 
ers, ancient and modem, who have de\.oted 
their lives to a study of the sea. It simply 
happens to be a fact that the greatest ma- 
rines have been produced by painters of our 
own day and race, and in making the state- 
ment I do no more than report, quite with- 
out prejudice, what I have found to be the 
truth. Had it chanced otherwise-had 
Cuyp, for instance, and others of the six- 
teenth-century Dutchmen shown the same 
knowledge and control of their material, 
the same power and insight as Rembrandt, 
Frans Hals or Ver 1\Ieer, I should have been 
equaUy ready to acknO\dedge it and give 
them precedence. Indeed, one might al- 
most have expected to find great sea paint- 
ers among the sixteenth-century Dutchmen, 
for the nation at that time was essentially 
maritime and militant. But this develop- 
ment was impossible at the period under 
discussion, because art, in its e\Tolution, had 
not yet reached the stage \vhere painters 
were able to see clearly out of doors. They 
were still bountl hand and foot by com"en- 
tions and traditions of the studio; and their 
pictures of out-door scenes were a curious 
hybrid production, wherein certain com"en- 
tionalized fonns of out-door nature ""ere 
depicted with the lighting and the color 
scheme of the indoor painter. In spite of an 
admirable grasp of technique these paint- 
ings, viewed as landscapes, were about as 
bad as could be; and it certainly \vould 
not be possible for the worst of our modern 
landscapists to produce anything so hope- 
lessly at variance with nature, For now, 
thanks to Constable, the curtains haye been 
drawn aside, and we have learned at last to 
see in the open air. 
I am aware that I ha\-e as yet brought 
no proofs in support of my chaU\'inistic 
statement. In orde'r to accomplish this, 
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Recent Tendencies In Marine Painting 


I must ask the reader to follo,,' me in a 
rapid survey of the ground which I CO\'- 
ered so carefully myself before reaching 
the conclusion which 1 have announced. 
To begin with, American painters have al- 
ways had a leaning toward the sea. As far 
back as 1840, when our professional artists 
were very few in number, a Philadelphia 
Quaker was painting the ocean with author- 
ity and an admirably direct personal ,'ision. 
E,'en to-day \\ïlliam T. Richards must be 
ranked among the master draughtsmen of 
the sea. He ""as not a colorist. He ad- 
hered to a limited range of quiet effects, 
ne,'er depicting the ocean in boisterous 
mood; but what he did he did better than 
anyone who had preceded him. He was 
followed by De Haas, Edward :Moran, 
Arthur QuartIey, Harry Chase, Rehn and 
other equally good painters, all of them put- 
ting into their pictures a certain briny qual- 
ity, and a keen love and appreciation of the 
ocean. But it was not until our own imme- 
diate times that the master painters of the sea 
arrived upon the scene. First of all came 
'Vinslow Homer, who gave to his deep-sea 
rollers and his stormy breakers such dy- 
namic power as had never before been ex- 
pressed upon canvas. Then in chronologi- 
cal succession came _\lexander Harrison, 
the lyric poet of marine painters, 100"ing 
most the ocean's gentler moods, and the 
tender and opalescent color-schemes of 
twilight, moonrise and dawn; Frederick 
\\T augh, a really great draughtsman of the 
sea in its grander movements; C. H.'Yood- 
bury, who has even outdone Homer in the 
sense of resistless power, of relentless and 
crushing force which he gives to his waves; 
Emil Carlsen, who better than any other has 
shown the decorative beauty of wave forms; 
and last, but not least, the young master 
Paul Dougherty, whose" Land and Sea" is 
certainly one of the greatest marines ever 
painted. 
To offset this roll of honor whom have we 
among the painters of Europe? \Yell, in 
Holland we have .:\lesdag, a channing and 
delicate colori:;t, but one who was more dis- 
tinctlya painter of skies than of seas; Clays, 
a painter of ships in quiet harbors; :l\1aris, 
another painter of ships, and \\'illy Sluyter, 
a painter of figures who uses the sea as a 
background. In France we have :\Iasure, 
Hãquette, Courtat, and Renouf, all distinct- 
ly painters of the second rank; and in Eng- 


land we ha'"e the great Turner, whose im- 
pressi,'e and beautiful interpretations of the 
ocean must always retain their place among 
the world's masterpieces of art. .\t their 
best, however, they lack in the sense of real- 
ity. Standing before a Turner the imagi- 
nation is stirred as by some bewilderingly 
lovely dream. Standing before a Dough- 
erty or a \\Toodbury, one feels the sting of 
the briny spray upon the face, one hears the 
cry of the gale. There is, indeed, a singular 
psychological quality in the work of some of 
these American marine painters, in that it 
creates in the spectator the mood or state of 
mind that would be evoked by the actual 
scene in nature, It makes us momentarily 
forget our surroundings, deaf to the hum of 
the gallery and ohlivious of the shifting 
throng about us, and transports us spiritu- 
ally out over the stormy ocean or up to the 
turbulent coves of _Maine or l\Ionhegan. I 
will confess that personally I have occasion- 
ally experienced a curious throb of prime,"al 
fear before one of these canvases, a feeling 
that I was in personal danger and must 
stand back lest I be engulfed in the savage 
onrush of a towering wave, or crushed by 
its fall. 
\\'hen I was a student in Paris one of my 
French comrades once said to me, " You 
American painters have a tremendous ad- 
vantage over us Frenchmen, You have no 
tradi tions, You can go direct to nature and 
report exactly what she tells you, while our 
vision is befogged by the inherited rules and 
traditions of a thousand artist ancestors." I 
have often thought that this observation- 
so luminous and so true-applied with par- 
ticular point to our American marine paint- 
ers. It would explain much of the virility 
and originality of their work. At any rate 
it is quite certain that they brought to their 
task unusual clarity of vision; to which was 
added unusual draughtsmanship and gen- 
eral technical equipment. Their pictures 
exist, They are quite evidently founded 
upon a knowledge of the fundamental law 
that the ocean is, first of all, a great mir 
ror-that even in its most turbulent moods 
it is subject to the laws of reflection. In an 
absolute calm it makes an inverted picture 
of every ship and cloud and rock that comes 
within the range of our vision. ""hen rip- 
pled by a slight breeze the surface is broken 
into millions of small facets, whkh, being 
slightly inclined frum the horizontal, retlect 
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The Roaring Forties, by Frederick]. '\-"augh. 
Property of The :\IetropoJitan "useum of Art. 


the deeper blue of the sky at some distance 
above the horizon-hence the blue color of 
a wind-riff in still ,vater, 'Yhen the wind is 
still stronger the inclination of the mirror 
may even reach an angle of forty-five de- 
grees, thus reflecting the sky at the very ze- 
nith. But at this acute angle the transparent 
quality of the water is also felt, and we see 
through it, the surface reflection serving 
only to modify the local color of the ,vater, 
which depends upon the character of the 
bottom. If we are in shoal water with a 
sandy bottom, the combination of yellow 
and blue thus effected will often produce a 
most vivid green. If there is a rock bot- 
tom with much seaweed, the result will 
sometimes be a rich and velvety violet. 
"Then we are in deep water, however, (. off 
soundings," the local color of the water 
itself being a splendid, deep sapphire, 
we get what sailor men call "blue ,va- 
ter"-water of the superb peacock blue 
which is characteristic of the deep seas the 
world over. 


But while the results of this scientific 
knowledge are plainly apparent in the work 
of all of our masters of marine painting, I 
am confident that this knowledge is only 
used subconsciously, in much the same way 
as my hand automatically forms the letters 
as I write these words. 'Yere the artist's 
mind occupied ,vith these mechanical and 
semi-mathematical details, there would be 
no room forotherconsiderations of infinitely 
greater importance. How can he convey to 
his audience the" mood " of his effect, a. 
mood perhaps of suhtle and infinite tender- 
ness, or perhaps one of tragic force and fury, 
unless he has held his own mind open and 
receptive. Then there is the important 
question of the color-scheme, which has 
such a mysteriously controlling influence on 
what might be called the psychology of a 
picture; and, above all, there is the vital 
question of the great lines which are to con- 
vey the sense of motion, to impress the spec- 
tator ,Yith a viYid feeling of the essential in- 
stability of the scene, making him feel that 
473 
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the motion ,,-hich has been for an instant 
arrested is immediately to be resumed, or 
e'"en that it is in actual process of motion. 
.-\ny intelligent obsen"erof current art can 
hardly fail to have been impressed by the 
l.lrge number of American marines which 
convev this sense of motion. The achieve- 
ment is due, in my opinion. to the fact that 


sion of actual motion on the rigid surface of 
a cam"as, so that clouds will seem to float, 
boats to drift. and ripples to move up on a 
shelYing beach. \Yhistler once announced 
that he had found the key to the riddle- 
had discm"ered the secret of the unstable 
equation, One day while staring idly at a 
Japanese matting on the floor, he ohsen-ed 


The Bark, by Charles H. Woodbury. 


By the kinù permb,ion of 'he arti
t. 


our marine painters have so often selected 
the instant of temporary arrest of wa'"e mo- 
tion, that fraction of a second when the 
great wave, having mounted to its highest 
point, hangs poised before the fall, This is 
the fragmentary moment during ,\"hich the 
human mind is most vividly conscious of the 
character of the wave. It knows what has 
just happened, and instinctively it knows al- 
so what is about to happen. In these periods 
of arrest of motion we are able to see with our 
own eyes what is transpiring, and the forms 
thus revealed have come to symbolize for 
us the whole character of wave motion. 
But the ,. great problem" is still unsolved, 
t
le problem of how to render the impres- 


that the intricate pattern of rectangles re- 
fused to remain quiescent. The pattern in- 
sisted upon moving slowly but steadily in a 
given direction, enslaving the eye and forc- 
ing it to follow. This motion of course was 
only apparent. But then appearance is the 
only essential in a picture, and had it been 
possible to apply his rectangle pattern to all 
pictures, \rhistler's claim might perhaps 
have been justified. 
Finally, let us not forget that marines are 
subject to the fundamental æsthetic law 
which governs all art-they must first of all 
be beautiful. And let us, at the same time, 
remember that in the fulfilment of this con- 
dition greater demands are made upon the 
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Surf, by Emil Carlsen, 
By the J..ind permission of the u\\ ner, :\Ir, George A, !learn. 


marine painter than upon almost any other the subject'held. It is one of the peculiari- 
class of artists; for, in addition to all of ties of the ocean that, while its mood may 
the problems which confront the landscape be insipid, or its color flat and worthles
, its 
painter, the marine painter has several most form is aheays interesting, But this temp- 
exacting ones of his o
vn-the questions of tation must be resisted with grim deter- 
fluidity, for instance, of reflection; and the mination while the painter awaits the dra- 
tremendously important question of motion, matic or poetic mood which is sure, sooner 
which has just been touched upon. The or låter, to reward the vigilant and constant 
painter who is to dominate all of these observer-for it is only the rare and happy 
technical problems and at the same time combination of beautiful and harmonious 
keep unobscured his vision of the" mood," line with beautiful and harmonious color 
the essential beauty which was the cause of which makes a subject that is fit to become 
his first desire to p
int the picture, must in- the motive of a masterpiece. Fortunately, 
deed be what the French call bien tremPé it happens to be one of the true master's 
-a trained technician who is gifted with distinguishing traits that he is instantly ar- 
an artistic temperament of the first order. rested by a subject of this description-it 
'Yithout temperament, of course, the most ne\"er goes by him unperceived. Out of 
brilliant technical equipment would be use- thousands of possible picture moti,-es he 
less; for the simple technician would be selects, with the infallibility of genius, the 
under the constant temptation to paint a one which will make the great picture, 
meaningless effect on account of some in- These subjects lie about us everywhere, 
teresting or graceful problem of line which but they are very generally unrecognized. 
47 6 
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)Iillet found them on the monotonous plain 
of Barbizon, Corot found them around the 
quiet little pond of \ïlle d'Avray, and Ho- 
mer and Dougherty and \Voodbury have 
found them on the bleak 
raine coast. 
The pot of gold at the end of the rainbow's 
arch is not always hidden away beyond the 
distant mountains. It lies everywhere on 
this earth, in every field and common 
pasture, in everybody's back yard; but 
he who would find it must ha"e the eyes 
to see it. 
And while on this subject I would call at- 
tention to the fact that beauty is not con- 
fined to the narrow range of effects which 
are generally classed as the poetic moods of 
nature. There is a stormy beauty in the 
music of \Yagner which is quite as fine as 
the gentle and poetic grace of Schumann's 
songs, and a \Yinslow Homer may be quite 
as beautiful as an .\lexander Harrison. 
Beauty in the abstract is as yet not subject 
to exact definition. \Ye are only beginning 
vaguely to guess at the fundamental laws 
which underlie it. In regard to this matter 
we are at present in a position somewhat 
similar to that of the blind girl whose out- 
stretched fingers are swept by the wings of 
a butterfly-which passes, and is gone. \Ye 
have an occasional glimpse, an intuition- 
but the knowledge is not yet. 
And yet this can only truly be said of the 
conscious, reasoning part of our minds. 
The subconscious part of us is fully cog- 
nizant of the laws relating to beauty, It 
knows all of their intricacies and all of their 
interrelations, only it has not as yet handed 
the formula up to us, However, thanks to 
the marvellous correlations which are so 
easily made by the little subconscious ser- 
vant living at the very source of things, we 
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really do know what is beautiful, if it is only 
by what is called intuition. The process 
and manner of our knowing, therefore, 
ma.tters I?ot so much. The astounding part 
of It all IS that we should agree to 1ìnd So 
many dilIerent kinds of things beautiful- 
a range extending from the most diapha- 
nous tone in a morning sky to the most por- 
tentous and terrific outburst of nature's 
wrath when she is in one of her devilish 
moods. 
It is in this latter aspect or its approaches 
that so many of our American sea painters 
have found their inspiration, They have 
loved the wild beauty of the storm, the ti- 
tanic power of the mid-ocean surge, or the 
savage onslaught of a tidal wave upon some 
towering cliff; and these things they have 
rendered with admirable force and mastery. 
Nowhere else in the world, and by no other 
school of painters, have the dramatic moods 
of the ocean been so well understood, or so 
sympathetically and so brilliantly expressed. 
But the works of Emil Carlsen and of 
Alexander Harrison show points of dew, 
which are wholly at variance with the one 
mention
d above. As time goes on still 
other outlooks will be discovered, as still 
other sincere and original painters de,'ote 
themseh-es to the study of the sea; for the 
ocean's moods are infinite and inexhausti- 
ble, and she has a new face of beauty for 
every de,-oted lm'er who approaches her 
with reverence and affection. 
If I ha ,-e allowed the marines here repro- 
duced to speak mainly for themseh-es it is 
hecause of a strong conviction that nothing 
is so inept as literary comment on a picture. 
If the picture is bad, no amount of didac- 
tic discourse ,,-ill sa,'e it. If it is good, the 
discourse is superfluous. 
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She pinned the flower 111 the folds of her cool white dress.-Page 479, 
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By Charlè::; 13cln1ont l)avis 


ILL L S T RAT lOX SHY \Y 11. I 1 A:'or Y.\:\ DR E SSE R 


It 
 S if to delay the i->leasure of 

, 'his home-coming Tolliver 

 ';..,
 hesitated at the gate and 
glanced back down the 
- broad street wi th its rows of 
leafy elms and grass-lined 
walks. He was smiling as he came up the 
pathway, and when he had reached the bend 

ild saw that his wife was waiting for him 
on the porch, he stopped before a rose-bush 
and having cut a full-blown rose carried it 
to her. She pinned the flower in the folds 
of her cool white dress and putting her 
hands on his shoulders kissed him on his 
damp forehead. 
"Oh, Bruce, dear," she laughed, "you're 
so hot, and you're very late, too. I wish 
you ,,"ouldn't walk so fast from town." 
"I know I'm late, dear, very late, but 
we\"e been having a long, serious, happy 
business talk at the office and I wanted to 
tell you all about it at once." 
In his boyish excitement he clasped his 
fingers tightly about his wife's 'Hist and led 
her toward the front door. 
"""e can't go into the library," she said, 
"the children are there." 
"The chiidren?" he repeated. 
"Yes, Alice and Tommy Leonard." 
"Of course," he said, "I didn't under- 
stand. \\"e'll go up to your room. Oh, 
Helen, it's such ,vonderful news." 
He sank into a low chair filled with 
chintz-covercd cushions, and 
rrs. Tolliver 
dropped down before him, and, leaning 
her elbows on his knees, rested her chin 
between her palms, They had been mar- 
ried now almost twentv years and her fig- 
ure was just as lithe, he
 face as fair, and 
her smile just as winsome and joyous as 
on the day of their wedding. For twenty 
years they had been sweethearts. 
"Xow, Bruce," she said, "I'm quite 
read\'. Tell me the wonderful news." 
T
lliver drew a long breath and began: 
"The boys,"-Tolliver always referred to 
the members of the firm that employed him 


as" the boys "-" it seems, got toO"cther and 
decided to gh"e us a present to celebrate the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of the day I first 
went with them-a present that would 
really be a present. Guess!" 
"Bruce," 
rrs. Tolliver exclaimed, "tell 
me at once, I can't wait to guess. \\"hat 
is it?" 
" A year in Europe." 
1\lrs. Tolliver drew back and gazed at 
her husband with wide-open eyes, "A year 
in Europe," she gasped. 
"Exactly-that's it. One year in Eu- 
rope with full pay." And then the tension 
broke and Helen Tolliver buried her head 
in the folds of Bruce's coat. It was some 
minutes later when she looked up and 
smiled through dimmed eyes into those of 
her husband. 
"Don't think I'm crying," she stam- 
mered, ,. just because we are to have a year 
abroad. It's because they understand and 
appreciate all that you have done for them." 
Tolliver nodded, "I know, Helen, dear. 
For twenty-five long years we've workcd 
pretty hard-you and 1." 
,. I!" Helen protested. 
" Yes, you. :Many's the time I think I 
would have quit the grind if you hadn't 
kept me going. And I tell you, I'm pretty 
tired-pretty nearly all in. But now in a 
few months we'll be free-free for a whole 
year. Think of it, Helen! Italy and the 
French cathedrals and Paris-think of it- 
Paris, Paris! How _--\lice will [O\"C it 
 I 
wish that boy downstairs would go home 
and we could tell her now." 
"Alice," :\1rs. Tolliver repeatcd- 
" Alice." 
"Of course, .\lice. \Ye couldn't go "ith- 
out Alice, could we? She's going to be 
more than half the fun." 
\\ïth a quick mm"ement Helen pulled 
herself to her feet and stood before her hus- 
band, neryously drawing her handkerchief 
with one hand through the fingers of the 
other. 
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" You see Bruce" she whispered "vou the close-cropped lawn, the neatly trimmed 
see Alice c
n't g
. Alice-I wan'tecÏ to hedge, and the flowering rose-Lushes. Then 
teU you on the I)Ürch, but you were so he turned to his wife and smiled at her but 
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"In the first place," Tolliver began, "on what do you two expect 
to Ii ve ? " - Page 482. 


full of this trip abroad-you see, Alice is 
engaged. " 
Tolliver stared at his wife with wide- 
eyed surprise. " Engaged," he repeated, 
"Yes-to Tommy Leonard, It's all ar- 
ranged. and I promised them that I 'would 
break the news to you. You're not angry, 
are you, Bruce? They're so happy and 
Tommy is such a nice boy." 
Tolli,'er pulled himself out of the chair 
and walked over to the bay-window. For 
some moments he stood looking out on 


she saw that in those few moments his face 
had sud(lenly become drawn and that there 
was no smile in his eyes. 
"'Yhy, that's all 
ight, I suppose," he 
said. "It's just a little sudden, and-and 
unexpected, Alice always seems such a 
child to me, but I imagine that's the way 
v..-ith all fathers." 
"And all mothers, too," 1\lrs. Tolliver 
added. "But you must remember Alice 
is almost nineteen now." 
Tolliver nodded, and after a moment's 
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silence went on speaking again. "There 
was another proposition the firm made me. 
They said in case I didn't care to go abroad 
that I could keep right on and that they 
would give me tìve thousand dollars in 
place of the trip. They didn't care, you 
understand, what 1 did, so long as they 
rewarded me for the twenty-five years of 
work, " 
"But, Bruce, dear," Helen protested 
eagerly, "you don't mean that you are 
thinking of giving up the trip abroad be- 
cause Alice is going to be married. Just 
as soon as the wedding is over you and 1 
will start out on our second honeymoon and 
this one will last a whole long year." 
Tolliver moved away from the window 
and sat down again in the deep cushioned 
chair, "Come over here, Helen," he said, 
"and let's talk it over," 
She sat at his feet and, with her elbow 
resting on his knee, nestled the mass of 
soft blond curls in the bend of her arm, 
" Now, Bruce," she said, "please go on," 
"\'"ell," Tolliver began, "I confess it's 
a bit of a shock to me. If it had been 
Peter \Yood or Harry Howland 1 wouldn't 
have been surprised." 
"Harry Howland!" 1\.lrs. Tollh-er pro- 
tested. "Harry Howland wouldn't pro- 
pose to the loveliest girl that ever breathed. 
He's too selfish." 
"I wonder. It was just the other after- 
noon out on the golf club porch that he was 
talking to a lot of us old fellows on this very 
subject of the high cost of marriage, and it 
seemed to me that there was a good deal 
of common-sense in what he said. He 
claimed that the bachelor of moderate 
means was not selfish, because, in not mar- 
rying, he deliberately gave up the chance of 
the only perfectly happy, well-rounded life 
a man could enjoy in this v,,"orld." 
"Then why does he choose to remain 
a bachelor?" Helen snapped. "There's 
plenty of girls would marry Harry if he'd 
only ask them." 
'
Because he claimed that it was not fair 
to the parents-he allowed that just at the 
time when the fathers and mothers had 
reached the age when the steam begins to 
give out and had sayed enough to ma1..e 
the future a little easier, their children, who 
were wholly ignorant of the cost of living, 
started in to raise another set of mouths and 
stomachs for the old folks to feed. Harry 
YOL. XLIX.-46 
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claimed that the Country Club was entirely 
composed of old men who could only afford 
to play with old chipped and cracked golf 
balls because they needed the money for 
sterilized milk and trained nur::,es for -their 
grandchildren. " 

lrs, ToHiver turned and looked her hus- 
band evenly in the eyes, "I have myopin- 
ion of any woman who really 100'cel a man 
and wouldn't marry him if he couldn't 
guarantee her anything but bread and 
cheese and kisses." 
"That's the way it used to be," Tolliver 
laughed, "but now they'vc re\-ersed that 
aIel saying; it's kisses and hread and cheese, 
They get married and make sure that the 
Church and the State legalize the kisses 
and then take a chance on the bread and 
cheese. " 
"And if they do," demanded Helen, 
"and are satisfied with the kisses and bread 
and cheese, as you put it . . . ?" 
"But that's just the trouble-they're not 
satisfied, because J ones, who knew them 
before the marriage and who is rich, asks 
them out to dinner once so often and gives 
them caviare and vintage wines, And e\-en 
if Jones doesn't ask them out and make 
them miserable, how about the new babies? 
The huskiest baby in the world can't digest 
bread and cheese, and it's a well-known fact 
that all babies hate to be kissed.?' 
1\lrs, Tolliver pulled herself 1:0 her feet 
and, with her pink-and-\\-hitc face greatly 
flushed, faced her husband. 
"Then," she demanded, "you refuse 
your consent to _-\lice's marriage to Tom- 
my? " 
"
ot at all," Tollh"er said. "_-\sk them 
to come up. Let's talk it over." 


Tommy Leonard, an ex-college athlete 
of the Greek-god type, six feet and no 
waist line, and _-\lice Tolli\-er, a pale cx- 
quisitely frail replica of her blond pretty 
mother, stood hand in hand in the door- 
way. 
"Come in," called Tolliver cheerily. 
Greatly relieved at this unexpected and 
wholly genial greeting, the two young peo- 
ple fairly flew across the room to recei\-c thc 
parental blessing. 
"Not yet, not quite yet," Tollivcr laughed 
and waved them hack. " You two sit down 
on that lounge and -we'll all thre:-ih this thing 
out together. " 
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The happy smiles 
uddenly faded from 
the faces of Tommy and. \Iice, and they re- 
luctantly took their J->Iaccs, side by side, on 
the sofa and cast gloomy glances in the di- 
rection of 
Ir. and 
rrs. TolIi,-er. 
.. In the first place," ToIIiyer began, "on 
what do you t,,"O expect to liye?" 
Once more the faces of the young peo- 
ple broke into the most cheerful smiles, 
and .--\Iice fairly laughed aloud. ., Is that 


n?" she gurgled. .. Oh, daddy, I ,,,as 
afraid it was something really serious and 
unl )Ieasant." 
TolIi,-er drew his lips into a straight line 
and glanced in the direction of the prospec- 
tiye bridegroom. 
c, "-e\-e gone over the matter pretty care- 
fully, sir," Leonard began, .. and we be- 
lie'"e that we can live, and li,"e pretty well, 
on my present income; and, of course, my 
salary will be increased from time to 
time:' 
.C I'm glad that you are not counting too 
strongly," ToIIi,'er said, .. on these OCC3.- 

ional increases in your wages. The di- 
rectors of banks in small towns are not 
usually gi,-en to raising the salary of their 
paying tellers with any great frequenq', and 
heEeye me, Tommv, there is a limit and 
the limit is not a Y
ry high onp. ""ithout 
capital I fear you ,,,ill find it difficult to 
make money on the side, and to he quite 
frank I d
n't know where the capital is 
coming from. If I were a millionaire I'd 
willingly hand over half of it to Alice to- 
morrow-that is, if J thought it would 
make her happy, but I'm not a millionaire, 
I could do yery little to help you." 
"ïth her blue e,-es ablaze, Alice sat for- 
ward on the sofa- and looked her father 
fairh' in his now serious face. 
.. There is one thing. father," she hegan 
most impressh-cly, .. that I want you to 
understand at the start. Tommy and I do 
not expect or want any kind o(help from 
you. ""e ha"e already agreed that rather 
than go to you, Tommy would be a police- 
man and I would scrub floors. K at that I 
don't appreciate how kind and good you 
are, but we, Loth of us, understand your 
circumstances, just as we understand our 
O\\-n. "-e have gone into every detail and 
ha'-e thought of e,-ery expense," 
.--\ blush of motherly pride spread over 
the delicate features of )1rs. Tolli,-cr, an(l 
she glanced admiringly at her daughter. 


" You must remember, Bruce," she said, 
"that .\Iice is not without practical expe- 
rience. You know how well she kept house 
for us when I ,,,as ill last winter." 
"Really, 
Ir. Tollh"er," Leonard insisted, 
"I'm sure we could do it. '\Ie wouldn't 
think of marriage unless we had considered 
eyery contingency." 
TolIi,"er stuck his hands deep into his 
trouser pockets, pursed his Ii ps, and glanced 
in turn at his wife and daugh ter and then at 
Leonard. "I'll tell you three a story," he 
said. "It's a story of the race-track, but I 
think it rather applies to this case. One 
day a race was just about to start and the 
owner of the fa,"orite was standing on the 
la,,,n watching the horses which were al- 
reê.dy at the post. A very excited young 
man who had bet on the favorite ran up 
to the owner and said: · I\'e bet on your 
horse. He's bound to win, don't you think 
so? ' The owner kept his field glasses on 
the horses and replied to the young man, 
'Xo, I shouldn't think so.' ""hy not?' 
gasped the young man, who was very much 
surprised. 'There are just twenty rea- 
sons,' the owner said, · why my horse should 
not win. He may be left at the post, or he 
may stumble, or he may put his foot in 
hole and break his leg, or the jockey ma 
break hi s stirrup, or his weigh ts may fall 
out, or-' Just then the horses started, 
and the favorite, who was on the outside, 
cut across the track, got jammed against 
the rail by the other horses, and the jockey 
was thrown over the fence and ignomin- 
iously landed in the infield. The owner 
put away his glasses and turning to the 
young man said: · I never sa,,, that hap- 
pen before. It seems that there are twenty- 
one reasons.'" For some moments there 
was silence and then Tolliver continued: 
"From mr experience I ha\"e found that it 
is the twenty-first reason that makes the 
best-laid schemes gang aft a-gley, and 
causes most of the trouble in this world. 
The jockeys who ride our favorite hobhies 
are always being thrown oyer the fence or 
doing some foolish thing that we hadn't 
expected and prepared for." 
\Vhereat Alice Tolliver suddenly IJroke 
into peals of laughter and clapped her 
hands from sheer youthful pleasure. .. But, 
daddy, we have prepared for the twenty- 
first reason. 'Ye thought of it after we haG 
cn
rything arranged for, and we call it the 
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contingency fund. "'e took it from our 
Christmas and anni ,'ersary gi ft expenses 
and Tommv will not take out as much life- 
insurance a.s he had intended. So vou see 
we 1Ia7.:e prepared for the unexpected, don't 
you, daddy?" 
Tolli,"er smiled wearily and slowly nod- 
ded his assent. "Yes, I see," he said, "and 
I only hope that your matrimonial hoohs 
will balance at the end of the tirst vear. If 
your mother says 'yes' you haxc. my pcr- 
mission. I have ne,-er denied her anything 
yet, have I, my dear? " 
Helen Tolliver, whose emotions had been 
considerably stirred, came to her husband's 
side and, burying her head on his shoulder, 
tearfully admitted that he never had. Thus 
it was that A-\lice Tolli,'er and Tommy 
Leonard were officially betrothed, 


It was agreed that the wedding should 
take place on the first day of October, and 
that just one week later 
Ir. and 
Irs. Tolli- 
ver should start forth on their second honev- 
moon and for their tirst sight of the purp"te 
skies and the gray-green hills of Italy and 
the Riviera, Those were busv davs for the 
Tolliver family-the combin'atio
 of the 
marriage of an only child and the first trip 
abroad was indeed a serious one, especially 
as the trip was for a whole year and the 
marriage, if one could judge by the devo- 
tion of the young couple to each other, at 
least a journey for life. The little suhur- 
ban town was fairly agog with excitemcnt. 
for marriages among its prominent citizens 
were none too frequent and few were better 
known or better liked than the Tollivers. 
The great day dawned at last, and the air 
was filled with the orange sunlight and the 
cool, crisp breezes of the early _\utumn. It 
was in all ways a day long to he remembcred 
and talked over for years to come by the 
gossips of the town. From the early gath- 
ering of the guests at the pretty little ivy- 
covered church until their departure down 
the rice-covered steps of the bride's home, 
late the same afternoon, surely nature and 
the Tollivers had done their best and their 
best had prm-ed most bountiful indeed. 
"And now," said Tolliver to 
Irs. Tolli- 
ver, as the last frock-coated guest waved his 
silk hat from the gate in hilarious farewell, 
"1107.t', my dcar, we hm"e only ourseh"es to 
think of. I will get Bridget to go up to the 
garret and help mc down with the trunks." 
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,- Fine," said 
Irs. Tollin:r, "we're off." 
"X early," said 
Ir. Tolli,-er, and went 
to look for Bridgct. 


To their friends, of course, the itinerary of 
the young marrietl couple remained a pro- 
found st:cret, hut the Tollivers knew that the 
honevmooners were In' eas\' staal'S ",end- 
. ." _ ð 
ing thcir happy way to the hig brick hotel 
down at the Hot Springs in the \ïrginia 
hills where so many young people have be- 
gun their li,"es together. Helen Tolliver 
was frequently interrupted in her packing 
by the arri,'al of telegrams and letters filled 
,\ith expressions of her daughter's com- 
plete happiness and contented conclusions 
as to married life in general, as well as the 
frequent reiteration of the news that Tom- 
my was the truest and most de'"oted hus- 
band, and had proved his sterling worth in 
a thousand different ways. "The hotel 
hills may be a little high," Alice wrote in 
one of her letters, ,- but the contingent fund 
is vet intact. Tell father that the' twent,.- 
fir
t reason' is a bugaboo to frighten timid 
children. " 
.--\nd then for two days there were neither 
telegrams nor letters. The missi,-e so anx- 
iouslv waited for arrÏ\"ed when the Tolli- 
'"ers .were at dinner the night before the 
great G.ay on which they were to start on 
their second hone,-moon. Tolliwr sat back 
in his chair while .Helen read the letter care- 
fully through with aface that seemed to grow 
not only more sombre but e,-en tragic with 
each line. 
" Is it as bad as that?" he asked. 
"Yes," she said. ,- it is as bad as that." 
Then she dismissed the maid and in an 
even, expressionless ,"oiee read the letter 
aloud from its tender opening to its last un- 
happy line. 


'-
h-- DEAR, _--\LWAYS LonxG )IOTHER: 
.. I ha,'e not written vou for two da,'s be- 
cause I could not say that all had he
n go- 
ing well "ith us and I wanted to tell you 
positiyely when I did write whether your 
.\lice was a wife or a widow. On \Yednes- 
day afternoon a rich young friend of Tom- 
m,"'s, a 
ew York man named \Yallace 
r 
ncs. loaned us his car for the afternoon 
ànd we decided to go to Flag Rock. which 
i
 ahout six or se,-en miles from our hotel. 
It ,vas a bcauti iul limou
ine car and the 
road was tine. hut on our way home I sup- 
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pose we were going a little too fast down 
hill and we struck a ridge across the road 
,yhich down here they call a 'thank-you- 
ma'am,' Tommy had his arm about me 
at the time and we both were bumped up 
so that our heads struck the top of the lim- 
ousine. I had on my yellow straw hat with 
the blue flowers which Tommy says looks 
Like an inverted peach basket. Anyhow, it 
saved me, but Tommy was bare-headed as 
usual, and his head struck a rib of the 
limousine and he got what the doctors call a 
depressed fracture. There are very good 
doctors here who know just what waters 
you ought to take for rheumatism, but they 
said this required one of the most delicate 
operations in surgery, and we telephoned 
to Richmond for a surgeon. _-\s soon as he 
arrived he did what they call trephining and 
now they say Tommy is all right. Unfort- 
unately, I'm afraid we will have to stay here 
for some time, as the doctors say this is tine 
air for his recovery, and that will be a ques- 
tion of se,-eral months. It was most unfort- 
unate that he hit his head on the left side, 
for that paralysed his right hand and it 
seems that Tommy counts out the money 
at the bank with his right hand. It is all 
terrible and I don't know what we are to do 
about the expense. The Richmond sur- 
geon said it wouldn't be fair to his profes- 
sion to charge less than a thousand dollars 
for the operation, and then there are the 
other doctors and the nurses and the hotel 
rooms are yery dear for anything except a 
honeymoon and the colored bell-boys make 
faces at you every time you don't give them 
a quarter for bringing you a lump of ice or 
a fresh towel, and Tommy needs so many 
towels for his poor head. Do tell us, ma- 
ma, please, what am I to do. \Ye were so 
yery happy before that 1\lr. Jones loaned us 
his car, which would have been all right if 
it had been an open car, but he couldn't 
be held responsible because it was really 
not the fault of the car, but that awful 
'thank-you-ma'am.' \\Trite me, please, soon, 
mama, ,vhat am I going to do about it all. 
" Your loving but miserable daughter, 
" 
 \LICr:." 


"'VeIl, what are we to do?" said 
rrs. 
Tolliver, and now that the strain of reading 


the letter was over her voice broke percepti- 
bly and tears came into her pretty blue 
eyes. 
"'Yell," said Tolliver, smiling across the 
table. "The main thing is that Tommy is 
all right and now it is up to us to come to 
their assistance. Alice evidently is not 
scrubbing floors as she says nothíng about 
it and in Tommy's preßent condition I 
doubt if he could get a job as a 'police- 
man even if he wanted it. I will see 'the 
boys' to-morrow morning and ask them 
if that offer of theirs of the check for five 
thousand is open, and I've no doubt that 
it is." 
"And our trip abroad," sobbed 
lrs. 
Tolliver. 
Bruce walked around the table and put 
his hands gently on his wife's trembling 
shoulders. "That's off, I'm afraid, my 
dear," he said, "all off for the present. 
Perhaps twenty-five years from now we 
may have another chance. But just now 
I'll go telegraph Alice not to worry and 
that you will be coming down there to 
see her by the first train you can catch to- 
morrow." 
" You're so good, Bruce," 1\lrs. Tolli- 
ver said very tearfully. "Of course we 
couldn't go now. It's just as you said, it's 
the twenty-first reason that makes all of the 
trouble, but how could anyone foresee such 
a thing as this? 'Yho could expect a thou- 
sand dollar operation and all of those other 
fearful expenses the very first week of their 
honeymoon!" 
"Trephining, I believe, is uncommon," 
said Tolliver, "but if most of the mothers 
and fathers all over the world aren't giving 
up trips abroad to pay for trephining, most 
of them are giving up something to pay 
their daughters' butcher bills or house-rent 
or for something equally necessary, and at 
least to the daughters and sons-in-law quite 
as unexpecteù." 
"I suppose they are," sobbed 1\1rs. Tol- 
liver, "but really, Bruce, they've been do- 
ing if for so long that they seem to like 
it." 
"That's true, too," said Tolliver, "but 
again they might like the trip abroad if they 
were ever let get farther out to sea than the 
docks at Hoboken." 



TIlE GER:\IAN AND TIlE r\:\IERIC
\N CITY 


By Frederic C. IIowe 


O nE German city is a cross- 
section of Gcr
any just dS 
the American city is a cross- 
section of Amcrica. The 
city cannot be divorced from 
its sctting or studicd apart 
from its historical em'ironment. The Ger- 
man city is a part of the traditions, the sense 
of the Fatherland, the universal efficiency, 
the far-sighted outlook, the paternalism ,'i- 
talized by patriotism of the German people. 
The .-\merican city, on the othcr hand, has 
no traditions. There is no sense of re- 
sponsibility. It is efficient only in spots. It 
has no ,'ision heyond the present. It re- 
Hects the extremc individualism and license 
which characterizes the nation. It i
 dem- 
ocratic in form, but hardly in reality. And 
measured by the services rendered, or the 
sense of the paramountcy of the State, it is 
far less democratic than the German. 
The most obvious thing about the Ger- 
man city is its orderliness. The most ob- 
vious thing about the \merican city is its 
disorderliness. The American city is an 
accident, a railway, water, or industrial ac- 
cident. It had its birth in the chance loca- 
tion of a hody of settlers. It became a city 
because it could not help it. The German 
city, on the other hand, was either a for- 
tress, a Hauptstadt, or an industrial com- 
munity, like the cities of the lower Rhine 
in the neighborhood of Essen, Elberfeld, or 
Barmen, Berlin, _Munich, Dresden, Co- 
logne, Mannheim, Düsseldorf, Hano,'er, 
and Strassburg were the seats of kingdoms, 
principalities, or bishoprics. Frankfort, 
Hamburg, Bremen, and Lübeck were free 
Han
catic towns, owing allegiance to no 
one-proud of their mediæval traditions 
and jealous of their freedom, 
_l\1uch of that which we admire in the 
Gcrman city is traceable to age. 
All of these cities were enriched with val- 
uable hcritages from the past. Rulers em- 
hcllishcd their capitals in imitation of Paris. 
Some, like the kings of Bavaria, were thcm- 
seh'es artistic and in Im'e with things H el- 
lenic. They erected palaces, art galleries, 


and museums. They laid out parks and 
palace gardens. They surrounded thcir 
citics with walls, which have been con- 
verted into park-like Ring Stra
sen in 
\ïcnna, Frankfort, Cologne, Bremen, Düs- 
seldorf, and elsewherc. The 
crman city 
was rich in art when the industrial revolu- 
tion made its appearance. \Vhen the Í.1c- 
tory came there was only the outskirts for 
workshops, The heart of the city remained 
as it was when the city was a market-placc, 
a fortified town, or the residence of a prince. 
And the uld has continued to control the 
new. 
In America we have no such traditions 
or monuments. Our onlv memories are 
those of shops, mills, and factories ever re- 
peating themseh-es like the concentric rings 
of a growing tree. Few men have any 
other idea of the city than this. In addi- 
tion, all of the work of the American city 
had to be done at once. Strcets and scwers 
had to be built. Gas, water, electric light, 
telcgraph, and telephone wires, mains and 
conduits had to be laid, while schools, sta- 
tion-houses, and public structures had to be 
erected merely to kecp pace with the inrush 
of people. Our officials were swamped 
with elemental needs. They had no tradi- 
tions, no expericnce, to guide them. They 
had no time to dream dreams. They wcre 
dri,'en, like the pioncer, by the fear of the 
coming winter. These things must he 
borne in mind in any criticism of the dis- 
orderliness of the .\merican city or in any 
comparison with the cities of other lands. 
Our citics were born but yesterday. and 
they ha,-e the rough-hewn finish of thcir 
age. 
But the foundations are now in. \Ye are 
in a position to look about us. .\nd every- 
,,,,here there are signs that democracy is 
dissatisfied with its cyclone-proof cellar. 
\Yashington, X ew York, Cleveland, Chi- 
cago, Dem'er, Kansas City, San Francisco, 
Baltimore, 5t. Louis, and Pittshurg arc 
planning to rebuild thcir citiec; and to re- 
lie'"e its disorderlinc::,s ,,'ith parks, puhlic 
structures, and open spaces, while dcmoc- 
4 8 5 
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racy is seeking to tind more efficient tools 
ior the doing of it::; work. The next gen- 
eration is hound to see tremendous ad,"ance 
in things municipal. And it is to (;ermany 
rather than to England or France that we 
must go for our models. 


I ha'"c said that the city was but a cross- 
section of the country in which it is found. 
It reflects the political, social, educational, 
and moral life of the people. Yet the Ger- 
man city, in spite of the autocratic pcrsonal 
gm"ernment of the Kaiser, is free, almost as 
free in its local affairs as were the Free 
Cities of the 
Iiddle Ages, which became 
the centres of liberty and of culture during 
the centuries when cÏ\"ilization had almost 
vanished from the earth, The German 
city, it is true, is subject to visitation by the 
State. There are some limitations on its 
indebtedness, the method of raising rev- 
enues, and the choice of mayors. But in 
tbe main it is free-free to dream big 
dreams, and when they are ready for reali- 
z().tion. to achie,'e them and enjoy the fruits 
thereof, 
The American citv, on the other hand, is 
in chains. It has great power for evil and 
but limited power for good. Our cities are 
not permitted to become great if they can, 
from the fear that they may make mistakes 
in so doing. The German city, on the 
other hand, has almost complete autonomy. 
I t can own, operate, lease, or regulate the 
franchise corporations which occupy its 
streets. 
-\nd it '"ery generally owns them, 
It can enter trade and industry, It may 
even im"est public funds in prÏ\'ate ventures 
which lie close to the life of the commu- 
nity. It builds tenements and cottages, and 
regulates the pri,"ate owner so that his struct- 
ures will not be a menace to the city, It 
owns great blocks of land within its limits as 
well as magnificent woods and forests in the 
:-,urrounding country. It almost always has 
a monopoly of the slaughter-houses; it car- 
ries on restaurants and rathskellers; it 
builds and operates opera-houses, theatres, 
concert halls, palm gardens, and milk de- 
pots, It even speculates on a large scale 
in real estate in order to keep down the 
price of land ,and en joy a portion of the 
.. unearned increment" ,vhich the gro".th 
of the city creates, In the tìeld of education 
it can do practically as it wills, after it has 
met the minimum standard set up by the 


State. Among the larger cities there is the 
keenest ri,"alry in all these things. especially 
in the promotion of commercial, tcchnical, 
and artistic education. 
The 
-\merican city is bound, as was Gul- 
Ih"er by the Liliplllians, ,,"ith a thousand 
thongs. It has to secure the assent of sus- 
picious farmers and hostile financial inter- 
ests, before it can change the wages or sala- 
ries of its officials or alter the method of 
police administration. Its control m"er 
tcnements, slums, and franchise corpora- 
tions is generally such as the O\\"ners of 
these properties see fit to permit. l
 su- 
ally the power which is granted is just the 
power which the city cannot use, or it is 
conceded so late that the edl cannot be cor- 
rected at all or at too great expense to he at- 
tempted. The city may not lay ()ut play- 
grounds, it may not erect bath-houses or 
comfort stations, it may not supply school- 
books, nor feed hungry school children 
without the consent of the State, which has 
no knowledge of its local needs. It must 
let out its work by contract, and in somc in- 
stances spend more for the ad,'ertising than 
for the job itself, The tax rate is limited, as 
is the amount of the bonded indebtedness, 
The city may be ruined by inadequate ter- 
minal facilities, its citizens may be killed 
by surface crossings, and its trade destroyed 
by railway discriminations for the advan- 
tage of the private speculator. Its water 
front may be monopolized by hostile inter- 
ests which refuse to develop it, as is the 
case with almost all of our lake and river 
cities. In all these relations the city is 
helpless. Its um"oiced needs are given less 
consideration at the State capitol than the 
demands of anyone of a hundred special 
interests, It is this that strangles the Amer- 
ican city; this more than corruption, bad 
charters or dish on cst men. In addition to 
this. the tools by which the city is governed 
are often" consciously designed to be un- 
\,"orkable by the people themselves, 
The great cities of the world have been 
free cities. They have been free to think 
as cities, to de,'elop a local pride and con- 
sciousness, to call the best talent of the com- 
munity to themselves. The Greek cities 
wcre autonomous. The splendid cities of 
mediæ,'al Italy were republics. The towns 
which spread like a nehvork over the face 
of Europe during the 
Iiddle .\ges were 
free cities. And the greatest cities of the 
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present century, the cities of Germany, are 
free in much the same sense. They enjoy 
the largest amount of home rule. Each of 
them is an experiment station. .--\nd the 
achieyements of one arc speedily carried 
on to the rest. 


The German city has no mayor. It 
has an Oberbürgermeister, ,yhocorresponds 
roughly to our mayor. His legal authority 
is far less than that enjoyed by the patri- 
archal executh-es of X ew York, Baltimore, 
or Boston. In desperation m-er our in- 
ahility to watch a hundred men we decided 
to wa"tch but one. In order to escape from 
a troublesome council we threw ourselyes 
into the hands of an all-powerful executi,-e. 
But we did not insist that the despot should 
be an enlightened one or should know any- 
thing more about the gm"ernment of a city 
than the council which we discarded. He 
need only he an active politician, an ambi- 
tious business man, or an aggressi,-e leader. 
The head of the German city is an ex- 
pert. Both the Oberbürgermeister and the 
assistant B ürgermeisters make a profession 
of their callings. Sobody knows to what 
party they belong. And nobody really 
fares. They are like the managers of a 
great business concern and are employed 
by the city council for that purpose, much 
as they might be employed to manage a 
railroad. The present 
Iayor of Berlin 
was a lawyer in Breslau. He was elected 
to the cou
cil of the latter city, became in- 
\erestecl in city administration, and deter- 
mined to make city administration a pro- 
fession, He was chosen for a subordinate 
post and made such a success that he was 
called to the mayoralty of Berlin, where he 
has been for ma
y ve;rs. Dr. .--\dickes, the 
OberbÜrgermeist
r" of Frankfort, has oc- 
cupied that post for a fluarter of a century. 
Few men in (
ermany can point to a life of 
more conspicuous achievement than his. 
He recently declined a post in the Interior 
Department of Prussia. Oberbürgermeis- 
ter \Yilhelm 
Iarx, of Düsseldorf, came to 
that city from a smaller town twenty years 
ago, He is a man of independent wealth. 
He rose to his present position and for 
tweke years has been mayor of the city. 
During these years he has builded as did 
Pericles in .\thens anù the 
Iedici in l'lor- 
enee. .--\nd he has made DUsseldorf one of 
the most tìnished cities in the world. 
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Tenure of ofiìce is permanent. If a 
mayor is re-elected, after hi::; first term of 
tweh-e Years. he holds office for life. "'hen 
a vaca
cr occurs, the town council seb 
about to fill it much as the British cÏt\' tìmb 
a clerk, or the .\merican railroad finds a 
president. From the candidates who pre- 
sent themseh-es from all Germam' the 
council makes a chqicc, to which choi
e the 
Kaiser must assent. .\pproyal, howe,-er, 
is rarely withheld. But the right of rejec- 
tion exists, and did the cit\. make an unwise 
choice or select some one" ,,,ho was persolla 
11011 grata to the Emperor another person 
would have to be found. Official salari6 
arc relath'ely high, about as high as they 
are in .-\merica. They range from S3.500 
to $; ,000 in the larger citie5, while the sala- 
ries of the assistant Bürgermeisters are 
about one-half of the sum paid the mayors. 
The as"istant Bürgermeisters are chosen 
by the same method. They are experts in 
finance, law, engineering, education, archi- 
tecture, or city building, The number oi 
assistants yaries greatly, In Berlin there 
are seyenteen, in Dresden thirteen, in 
Iu- 
nich sixteen, in Frankfort nine. These ex- 
perts de,-ote their entire time to the city. 
They guide the deliberations of the com- 
mittees of the council and along with the 
mayor form a sort of cabinet for the plan- 
ning of the city's de,"elopment. They are 
an upper, expert, permanent legislatiye and 
administrati,'e council. 
In Great Britain permanence of policy i
 
secured by a staff of paid employees, \yho 
along with the clerk are rarely changed, 
The English clerk is a dignitìed, expert, and 
highly paid official. He holds the thread of 
city administration in his hands, and along 
with the permanent staff of department 
heads secures that c:mtinuity of polil'Y 
which has made the British cit\" as efficient 
as it is. But the Briti"h cin'; with all it:' 
honesty and efficiency, does" not compare 
with the German city in far-sighted policy 
and many-sided deyelopment. For the 
programme of the British city is dependent 
upon the hazards of elections and the will 
of ycry critical and almost penuriously cau- 
tious rate payer
. In {;ermany, on the other 
hand, the permanent official enjoys the real 
as well as the titular pm 'r, and hy rea:;;on 
of the assured permanency of the propertied 
clas
 in the town councils there is no mOli,-c 
on the part of anyone for a changt'o 
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Except in the management of schools, 
libraries. art galleries, museums, and the 
like, we have made no attempt to introduce 
this element of permanency into city ad- 
ministration. "re select the presidents ùf 
our universities and the heads of business 
houses from a trained class and call them 
from any section of the country, but a 
sense of local jealousy has prevented the 
selection of any but local men for municipal 
office, And until we do secure this expert 
element, and with it a continuity of policy, 
it will be difficult to elevate the city much 
above the purely political plane which it 
now occupies. Possibly government by 
Commissions which is rapidly superceding 
every other form of city government and 
the election of local officials on a non-par- 
tisan ballot will tend to bring this about. 
The town council in Germany is the ulti- 
mate repository of power. It is chosen by 
the electors. It draws to itself a high order 
of talent. It is rather anomalous to find in 
Berlin, for instance, that all of the elected 
members of the Reichstag are Socialists, 
while the city council contains but a minor- 
ity of them. The explanation is to be 
found in the method of election. 
Iembers 
of the Reichstag are chosen by manhood 
suffrage. Every man is equal at the polls. 
In the city, hmvever, men vote as tax payers 
and not as individuals, The voters are di- 
vided into three classes. Those who pay 
one-third of the taxes elect one-third of the 
council; those who pay another third of the 
taxes elect another third, while the great 
mass of the people, who, under the income 
tax, pay the remaining third of the rev- 
enues elect the remaining third of the 
council. I heard of one city where a single 
man elected one-third of the council, and of 
another where one hundred and thirty per- 
sons did so. In consequence the German 
city is far from democratic, possibly less 
democratic than any of the cities of Europe. 
The German city is governed by its hig 
tax payers just as the British city is gov- 
erned by its rate payers. It is ruled by 
the capitalist class. But the result of this 
dominance of property at the polls has been 
diametrically different in the two countries. 
The German city is bold, generous, en- 
lightened, and humane. The English city 
is timid, cheese-paring, and far less thought- 
ful of the poor than even the American city. 
The German city seems to negative the 


class-conscious theory of politics. For the 
capitalistic class has socialized one indus- 
try after another. It has taken over the 
street railways, the gas, water, and electric- 
lighting enterprises, and burdened itself 
with taxes for education, recreation, and the 
relief of the poor in a way that gives color 
to the suggestion that Germany is meeting 
the progress of socialism hy a large amount 
of social reform or "State Socialism." 


And the rich tax payers in control of the 
city pay the city's bills. They pay almost 
all of the taxes. This is another anomaly 
which distinguishes the German from the 
British city. And it is the more anoma- 
lous in view of the fact that they could have 
shifted a great part of the taxes onto the 
poor. In recent years they have com- 
pletely revolutionized the taxation of prop- 
erty a 'd still further burdened themselves. 
From one-half to two-thirds of the taxes are 
collected from incomes, those below from 
$105 to $225 being exempt. The city is the 
fiscal agent of the State. The local income 
tax is based on the State rate. If the State 
tax on an individual income amounts to 
$100 the local taxes range from $100 to 
$300 more, i. e., the local rate is from 100 
per cent to 300 per cent of the State rate. 
In '\Ïesbaden the local income tax rate is 
100 per cent, in Düsseldorf 140 per cent, 
in Frankfort 99 per cent, in Barmen 210 
per cent, and in Berlin 100 per cent. Tak- 
ing the thirty-four largest cities the rate 
averages 154 per cent of the Prussian rate, 
and including the State rate, amounts to 
from 8 to 16 per cent of the incomes of the 
well-to-do class. The total income tax for 
State and local purposes averages about 10 
per cent. Some towns have so very few 
rich men that the local rate is even higher 
and reaches as much as 500 per cent of 
the State rate or possibly 24 per cent of a 
man's income in all. This, however, is 
exceptional. 
Political experience would lead us to ex- 
pect privilege to represent privilege and 
wealth to represent wealth. It does in this 
country. It does in Great Britain. In 
both countries it shifts the burdens of taxa- 
tion onto the backs of the poor. This is not 
true in Germany, certainly not to the same 
exten t as in oth er coun tries. Up to 18 99 
the Prussian cities collected a house and 
land tax assessed against the rental value of 
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the property, i. e., upon what the owner 
happened to get out of the land. The 
property might be used as a cahhage patch. 
It paid taxes on its rental value as a cab- 
bage patch. This is still the method of 
local ta'{ation in vogue in Great Britain. 
] t is against this system that the English 
cities are vainly protesting to Parliament. It 
encourages high rents and speculation, and 
is unjust to those who de,"elop their prop- 
erty. In 1893 the Interior Department of 
Prussia authorized a change to the Ameri- 
can method of assessment based on the cap- 
ital value of the land. Immediately land 
taxes were greatly increased. In many 
cases the increase amounted to many hun- 
dreds per cent. The land speculator was 
discouraged. He was compelled to build 
upon his property or sell it to some one who 
would. But the reform did not end here. 
In 190-1- the city of Frankfort decided to levy 
a specidl tax on the" unearned increment" 
-to tax the land speculator still further. 
The city made a beginning of the single tax, 
and now collects nearly on('-fifth of its taxf'S 
from the speculative v
 lue which the growth 
of the city creates. In fj'"e years the Frank- 
fort experiment has swept over Germany. 
Jt has been adopted by many other cities. 
It has been carried into Switzerland and 
has cropped out in Belgium. It inspired 
the Liheral party in England, and promises 
to create an issue which will tax the poli- 
tical power of the landed classes in every 
country in Europe. The first skirmishes of 
the battle are now being fought in England, 
Germany, Denmark, Switzerland, and Bel- 
gium, where the conviction that the spec- 
ulative value of the land created by the 
growth of the community belongs in reality 
to the city rather than to the individual who 
appropriates it has taken firm hold. 
In (;ermanv this new tax bears the om- 
inous name 
f the "\Vertzuwachsteuer." 
As leYÏed in Frankfort, and since copied in 
almost all of the larger cities, it provides for 
an increment tax which ranges from I to 33 
per cent of the profit realized uy the seller. 
If the property does not change hands within 
twenty years, the tax upon the increase in 
the value is leYÏed just the same. The rate 
varies in different cities. It is rapidly pro- 
gressive, depending upon the amount of 
profit realized on the sale, 
In addition to the" \\' ertzuwachsteuer" 
there is a transfer tax amounting to 2 per 
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cent on the selling value of the land. These 
taxes upon the unearned increment and the 
selling value of the land average about 9,5 
per cent of the profits in the cities which 
apply it. Through these means the city of 
Frankfort collects one-fifth of its re'"enues 
and the city of Düsseldorf three-tenths. 
This indicat
s the possibilities of this here- 
tofore untapped source of re,.enue. It 
demonstrates, moreover, that if the city 
were to take only the speculath"e increase 
in the value of the land, no other taÀes 
would be needed. In other words. the city 
could appropriate the value of city sites 
which will come into e'{istence in the future 
and relieve all other forms of property from 
taxation. * 
The German cities also levy a business 
tax known as the Gewerbsteuer. It only 
applies to those businesses where the prof- 
its amount to S38S a year and the capital 
invested to twice that sum. 
Strangely enough direct taxation does not 
lead to niggardliness in expenditure. Quite 
the reverse. The business men of Ger- 
many accept their burdens willjngly and 
take pride in the development of the city, 
One never hears the everlasting talk about 
the" rates" so universal in Great Britain, 
nor do elections turn upon this issue as they 
do in the latter country, where the most 
eminent men are frequently defeated for 
the council for suggesting some needed 
park, library, housing, or health programme 
which invoh'es a slight increase in the local 
rates. Thefe is a penuriousness about city 
politics in Great Britain that is not found in 
either Germany or .'-merica. It is trace- 
able in the former country to the method of 
raising local revenues by means of taxes on 
the tenant. 
The German cities are even more gener- 
ous than our own. There is a big-minded- 
* "\e\\ York could pay di\idends to it<; citi,æns in addition 
to freeing itself" holl} from local taxes "ere it in a po
ition to 
earn; the German s\stem to its logical cunclusions. For \\e 
lno\v to a certainty \\ hat the pro/its of the land speculator in 
Sew York City are. The Commissioners of T,u.es and .\
- 
sessments \alue land in that city at its full \alue and they reo 
\"alue it every \Car. And the increase in the \alue of the land 
alone is so colnssal that the total expenditures of the cit
, eJ.- 
travagant as thev are, could be met from this sourcc alone. 
From 1904 to 1908 the assessments of the land increased 
(e'\:ClusÏ\e of the buildings) from $3,oS7,HJI,290 to S3.84.
,- 
1('
,S97 or an increaSl' of 
ï8ö,004,307. This is equÏ\alent to 
nedrìv $200,000,000 a year. The total hudj:(et of the cit} did 
not a\"erage over 
150,ooo,ooo a 
ear and to-day it is only 
$18a,ooo,ooo, So that all of the e'\:penditurl's of the city cO'fld 
he met by simpl
' taking the profit of the land-o\\ner. \\h:ch 
he does not to-day enjoy, for municipal purposes. .\,:d 
this grO\\ th is continuous. For the reports of the CommIs- 
sioners show that for every baby born and for c\'Cry immi- 
grant \\ ho lands in the city the land ad\ances nearly 
I,ooo in 
\alue. 
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ness about their outlook that is positively 
unillue. The German protests against 
the cost of the army and the navy, he 
grumbles about the taxes on trade and in- 
heritances, but he pays with willingness his 
taxes to the city. I have talked with men 
from every class, in a dozen cities, about the 
burdens of local taxation; I have asked 
why it was that the city went in for such 
generous expenditure for schools and parks, 
for the purchase of land and the erection of 
school buildings; why it erected splendid 
public buildings, art galleries, opera-houses, 
and contributed so generously to a hundred 
things which in America would be t
rmed 
socialistic) and never but once have I heard 
a complaint. The business man and the 
workman united in saying substantially the 
same thing: "It brings business and peo- 
ple, it makes the city beautiful and a com- 
fortable place in which to live"; or "we 
must have strong children if we would ha,-e 
good soldiers, and they must be well edu- 
cated if they would be efficient." These 
and similar statements retlect the sentiment 
of the citizen and his pride in the city. 
This feeling is well-nigh unh-ersal. The 
German thinks it is good business to do 
these things, and that e,"en the poorest re- 
ceives a good return for the taxes which he 
pays. 
1\Ieasured by the sacritìce invoked, Ger- 
many spends more generously than any 
other nation for municipal purposes. The 
ordinary revenues of the city of Düsscl- 
dorf, a city of 290,000, from taxation alone 
are $2,6n,000. This is $9.25 per head. 
Its other re,yenues, aside from loans, are 
$3,125,000 more. Its current expenses 
amount to $20 per head, and its total an- 
nual budget to $roo per head. Frankfort, 
a city of 335,000 population, raised the sum 
of 5--1-,860,000 by taxation in r906 or $14.50 
per head.* Of this !'\um $2,287,334 was 
collected through the income tax; $96,383 
by a tax upon vacant land; $89r,28r by a 
tax on house and land rent; $--1-65,784 by a 
tax on business, and $979,999 from the tax 
on change in ownership and the unearned 
increment tax. The balance came from 
miscellaneous fees. No attt'mpt is made to 
tax personal property in any form. Nor are 
there anv octroi or indirect taxes such as 
prevail i
 the Latin countries. 
* These figures do not measure expenditurc, as the cities re- 
ceive aids from the State as well as suhst.mtial revenues from 
other sources. 


It is quite possible that we should revise 
our ideas about the extravagance of the 
American city. Possibly we are niggardly 
in our expenditures for things municipal. 
Our failures may be traceable in part to this 
fact. For when we consider the difference 
in money values; that salaries, wages, and 
the cost of all services are higher in this 
country than in Germany, it may be that we 
do not spend as much for city purposes as 
do the cities of that country. According to 
a recent Bulletin of the l"nited States Cen- 
sus it appears that the average per capita 
expenditure of the American city is but 
$r5.82. Cities like Cleveland, Baltimore, 
Buffalo, Detroit, l\:lilwaukee, and ::\Iinne- 
apolis are lower still. The general and spe- 
cial service expenditures of N ew York are 
$23.8--1- per capita. I appreciate that com- 
parisons with other countries are difficult 
and yet it seems very probable that one of 
the chief reasons for the superiority of the 
German city is to be found in the unsus- 
pected fact that more money is spent in 
that country, relatively to money worth, 
than in this. 


The German city is also headly in debt. 
The debt of Düsseldorf is $29,000,000, or 
$100 per head. This is double the per-cap- 
ita indebtedness of the average American 
city of its size. Frankfort has recently bur- 
dened itself with a loan of $r8,000,000 for 
the de,yelopment of its river frontage and 
harbor. Berlin has a total debt of $99,- 
294,500. Despite these hea\"y debts one 
hears no suggestion of bankruptcy. There 
is no legal debt limit, and the city can do 
about as it pleases in the matter of invest- 
ments. "It is good business, the German 
offiCial says, for the city to go into debt. The 
higher the debt the better, especially if it is 
incurred for productive undertakings which 
tend to reduce the tax rate. \Ye would not 
say a man was bankrupt who had borrowed 
60 per cent of his assets. 1\lost real estate 
is mortgaged up to 50 per cent of its value, 
and why should not the city borrow on the 
same principle? We know that street rail- 
ways, gas, water, electric ligh ting, and docks 
are profitable enterprises, They not only 
pay their way, but yield a profit as \\"ell. 
\Yhv should not the citv own these thin
s 
rather than turn them o;er to prÎ\-atc indi- 
viduals to exploit?" This is the attitude 
of the official and the citizen. 
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The same is true of parks, schools, 
theatres, opera-houses, and the like. They 
pay their way, though not so directly. They 
bring visitors, they make the city attracti,'e 
as a place of residence. This increases the 
value of property .and in turn the basis of 
taxation. It is good business for the city to 
be as beautiful, as comfortable, and as 
attractive as possible. And there is tre- 
mendous rivalry among the cities of south 
Germany to attract persons to them for 
purposes of residence and business. Of 
eight German cities with a total debt of 
$172,536,000, all but $62,J06,900 is for 
street railways, gas, water, docks, etc., 
which yield a profit or will do so in time. 
In Düsseldorf 87 per cent of the city debt 
is for productive undertakings which more 
than pay thcir way. 
The German city is as thrifty as the Ger- 
man trader. It is planning for dividends. 
It is looking forward to the time when the 
earnings from its enterprises will reduce the 
tax rate. It is even entering the real-estate 
business with the same idea in view. It 
buys and sells land both in the city and in 
the suburbs. It anticipates its own devel- 
opment and as population grows it disposes 
of its land at a handsome profit, 
But the motive of city building is not all 
commercial. The German has a wonder- 
ful pride in his city and is willing to make 
sacrifices in order that it will be beautiful. 
There is art in everything. And the streets, 
parks, open spaces, playgrounds, and bou- 
levards are of the most spacious sort. 
\Vithin the past decade the Rhine cities 
have developed a wonderful system of 
wharves and docks, together with the most 
scientific cranes, tracks, warehouses, and 
handling devices for the purpose of pro- 
moting trade. Duisburg, Cologne, Düs- 
seldorf, 1lannheim, Frankfort, and others 
have expended tens of millions of dollars on 
these projects, and by so doing have trebled 
or quadrupled their business and greatly in- 
creased their population. All this pays. It 
pays handsomely, not only in health, in 
happiness, and in comfort; it pays in the 
language that the business man best un- 
derstands. It pays in dividends. For the 
cities which do the most things and own the 
most enterprises ha,'e the lowest tax rate. 
They also have the most contented popula- 
tion. There is something reciprocal about 
politics. A city that serves its people as 
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do l;lasgnw, DUsseldorf, Cologne, Frank. 
fort, and :\lannheim gets a return in local 
pride and consciousness that is in marked 
contrast with the attitude of the people in 
such towns as Elberfeld, Barmen, and Es- 
sen, which have little ambition beyond the 
conventional presen'ation of the health, 
peace, and sanitary surroundings of the 
to\vn. 


But I have not yet touched on the thing 
that sets the German city apart and dis- 
tinguishes it from all other cities in the 
world. The German official thinks in a 
different milieu than does the British or the 
American official. He starts with the pre- 
sumption that the city should do anything 
it sees fit to do provided it will imprO\'e the 
city, reduce the tax rate, or make it a more 
comfortable, healthful, or better place in 
which to live. The. \nglo-Saxon, on the 
other hand, starts with an ingrained com'ic- 
tion that the city should do just as little as 
possible, and that any concession from this 
principle is fraught with extreme danger. 
The German has no prejudice against gO\'- 
ernment: he does not look upon it as per .'Ie 
evil and inefficient. 
The German BUrgermeister looks out 
from the city hall on his city as a whole as 
Bismarck looked out over the face of Eu- 
rope. He builds as an architect builds a 
house or a railway promoter projects his 
railway into new territory. The city spends 
great sums to adorn its public bridges, 
school-houses, and public structures. It 
builds its streets so that they will last for a 
century, and lays its se'H
rs, gas, water, and 
other conduits either under the sidewalk or 
so that they will not have to be disturbed. 
It employs the best sculptors to fill its parks 
with bits of marble, it tears down old sec- 
tions of the city to clear away its slums or to 
secure proper settings or dstas for a public 
structure or to preserve some mediæval 
building. It lays out broad boulevards and 
arranges them so as to secure fine vistas. 
Here and there a park or open space is lo- 
cated and adorned with a garden or play- 
ground, while along the streets clock to\\"- 
ers, fountains, or pieces of statuary are 
placed. The main thoroughfares ha,'e 
parkways ih the centre and street railway 
tracks and bridle paths on either side, 
.\bout the city are great parks and city 
woods, while in many cities the ring streets, 
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constructed on the sites of the old fortitìca- 
tions, bring the parkage down to the heart 
of the city. There are few city halls in 
all .-\merica which compare in beauty and 
splendor with those of :\Iunich, H3mburg, 
Leipsic, and a half dozen other cities. 
The cities also own opera-houses, theatres, 
and town halls where operas and dramatic 
performances are giyen, while the best of 
concerts may be heard by the city orchestra 
for an insignificant cost se,-eral times a week. 
The same generosity is shown in educa- 
tion. The school-houses are of the most 
elaborate sort. Hospitals, conyalescent 
hòmes, nursing establishments, and tuber- 
culosis sanitariums in the country are the 
equal if not the superior of any in the "
orld. 
Everywhere the architect, the landscape 
gardener, and the artist control the builder. 
Beauty is not a private esoteric privilege- 
it is the common possession of all. Every 
hit of water is jealously preserved and beau- 
titìed. The banks of the city canals are 
clean and attractive, while the navigable 
ri,-ers are not only the centres of recrea- 
tion, they are the source of the city's com- 
merce and industrial development. 
There is nothing that is tawdry, nothing 


that is cheap, nothing that is cheese-paring 
in German expenditure, relati,-ely poor as 
the German people are. Germany almost 
alone in the world is building her cities with 
an eye to the future, conscious of the fact 
that the city is the centre of the civilization 
of to-morrow. 
Gm'ernment means much more to the 
people in Germany than it does in .-\merica. 
I t means a thousand sen-ices which promote 
the health and the well-being, the rearing of 
strong children and efficient ones; it means 
the assurance to the people of the maxi- 
mum of service at the minimum of cost in 
those elemental services which are :'1 nt'ccs- 
sity of life. The Gennan city seeks to 
make life as full of sweetness, of beauty, of 
variety as is possible through co-operative 
effort. Herein is the great difference be- 
tween the German and the American city. 
The one remains an industrial accident, 
with the ideals of the successful business 
man, able to care for himself and wanting 
only to be left alone; the other is an or.. 
ganiæd, lidng thing with a big and far- 
seeing programme of the needs of human- 
ity, and bending its intelligence and its 
powers to their satisfaction. 


\VHEN TIlE CRO\VS CO:\IE B.L\CK 


By l\Iargaret Vandegrift 


I CA
 stand it well enough in the dark of the year, 
'Yhen I know the earth is frost-bound, and the woods are sere; 
Though even then I'm thinking of the sledding-track- 
But my heart grows sick with longing when the crows come back 


I listen, listen, listen as I walk the street; 
Oh, 1 know the lark's note well enough, it's rare and sweet, 
And I love to hear the robins, with their saucy clack- 
But something grips my heart-strings when the crows come back. 


And twice good luck has found me as I walked the street. 
Far overhe;ù their wings went, with their steady beat, 
"Unhalting and unresting," like a good ship's tack- 
.-\nd I heard it like a whisper-" '''e've come back, come back!" 


Oh 
Iother Earth, dear 
Iother, with your cool, soft arms, 
'''hen the grass waves, and the wind sings, and the sunlight warms, 
I am sick for you, I pine for you, and most I lack 
All your light and love and comfort, when the crows come back. 



TIlE PE1'TINGBIRD INF.L\I
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By Nelson Lloyd 


ILL U S T RAT ION S B Y J. S COT T ,,' ILL L\ M S 


O HE one calm exterior in all 
the village was that of the 
Rev. 1\1r. Hike. 'Vere the 
Pettingbird in fare to be an 
ordinary social e,'ent, a mere 
reception to Parker Petting- 
bird and his bride on their return from 
their wedding journey, he could not have 
seemed less stirred. But it was more than 
that. It was to be graced by the presence 
of Fergus Pettingbird. And yet more: his 
promised home-coming had given rise to 
great expectations, not the least of which 
were those of the good minister. The 
general belief was that :\Ir. Hike would 
share heavily in the Pettingbird bounty, 
but had he such hopes he did not show 
them, "Then he spoke of Fergus Petting- 
bird it ,vas in an unworldly way; his riches 
were as nothing; his benefactions to the 
church and the village of themselves meant 
little, it was his life that counted, in its 
splendid example of patient industry re- 
warded, of wealth well gained and well 
spent for the benefit of mankind, of a ripe 
old age crowned with the love and gratitude 
of his fellows. For himself 
lr. Hike asked 
nothing of Fergus Pettingbird, but the 
privilege of shaking his hand, and even to 
do this he was in no unseemly hurry. Not 
once through the long day was he seen at 
his window joining in the general watch 
for the great man's coming, and when at 
last night fell and he left the parsonage 
with his wife on his arm, it was in time - to 
be properly late. He picked his way with 
unhurried steps through darkness, for all 
the lights in the village seemed to have 
gone before him to the in fare ; the Petting- 
bird door flew open as he climbed the 
steps, but he did not lose his calm. In the 
hall he deliberately paused to find a safe 
resting-place for his hat, brushed his pom- 
padour with his hands, adjusted his tie, 
waited patiently until 
lrs. Hike had re- 
paired her broken hair net, and then hand- 
ed her into the parlor, 


"I wish you happiness-happiness," :\1r. 
Hike said, holding the bride's hand affec- 
tionately, but as he spoke he was looking 
over his shoulder, searching the crowded 
room, with eyes so piercing that they 
seemed to penetrate the very walls. "Hap- 
piness-my dear Parker, happiness," he 
went on absently, as he took the bride- 
groom's hand. Yet he showed no interest 
in him. These guests of honor were noth- 
ing to him. He did not ask if they had en- 
joyed Atlantic City, did they like the board 
walk, had they seen the tattooed man. He 
muttered "happiness, happiness" until his 
search was done. Then, wheeling about, 
he faced his host, faced Thompson Pet- 
tingbird, faced him as though in asking 
all the village to his house to rejoice with 
him in the home-coming of his son and 
his new daughter he had done a great 
wrong, 
" Thompson," demanded :\1r. Hike in a 
loud tone, "where is your distinguished 
brother? "There is the little boy who left 
us so many long years ago and is to re- 
turn 
o us to-night in the rich fulness of his 
life? "There is the benefactor of our church 
and village, the donor of the bell, the 
giver of our soldiers' monument, the builder 
of our bridge?" 
lr. Hike's voice rose 
to fierceness. "'''here is Fergus Petting- 
bird? " 
"'here was Fergus Pettingbird? E,-ery- 
body was asking that question. At the 
windows little groups of watchers peered 
into the darkness as though he might come 
out of the sky in a chariot of fire, The 
bride and bridegroom were pressed against 
the wall and forgotten. If they were ad- 
dressed at all it was petulantly as though 
they had dared to usurp the place of honor. 
In vain did :\Iiss Hannaberry strive to 
break the tension by organizing a game of 
animals. X 0 one was in a mood for such 
riotous amusement. In vain did :\Iiss 
l\lae Crimmel at the organ trill and tra-Ia 
through the first bars of "Sweet Yiolets." 
493 
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x 0 one would listen to her, In vain did 
l\lrs, Pettingbird rush from her special 
prO\"ince, the dining-room, still mysterious- 
ly closed, and beseech her daughter-in-law 
to do something to dispel the gloom. Let 
us wait for 
lr. Pettingbird, everybody said. 
,. It is like killing the fatted calf without 
the prodigal being present," complained 

lr. Hike, coming back to the centre of the 
parlor after a fourth visit to the front door 
to listen for the sound of wheels. 
"\Ye must be patient," said Thompson 
Pettingbird, fumbling with his watch, 
"Fergus wrote me that he would be home 
to-night. He has never been much on 
writin', Fergus hasn't, but what he says 
he'll do, he always does, He'll be here- 
of course he will," 
"And where did he write you from?" 
demanded 
lr. Hike, as though he sus- 
pected the letter to be a myth and his host 
to be using his brother's name for his own 
glori1ìcation. 
"From a place in Kansas- I think he 
must ha'"e a mine there," Thompson an- 
swered, with an easy wave of the hand, 
"You know Fergus has always moved 
around a lot, and, judgin' from his letters, 
it would seem like he had property every- 
where. He's a quiet man, Fergus is, and 
he never 'Hites much. But he'll be here." 

Ir, Hike assumed a tone of aggressive 
argument. "The 5,32 is the only after- 
noon train stopping at Pleasantville, so he 
should have arrived long ago," 
" Don't you suppose the line would stop 
the Limited for my brother?" returned 
Ir. 
Pettingbird in a dignified voice of protest. 
" And don't you suppose he would come in 
his prh"ate car? It seems to me that had 
he been tra,"ellin' in the ordinary way, he'd 
ha,'e mentioned it in his letter, though of 
course Fergus never says much in his 
letters. " 
:Mr. Hike was overwhelmed. Cndoubt- 
edly a man of ::\Ir. Pettingbird's -wealth and 
importance would travel in a private car, 
attached to the Limited, and undoubtedly 
the company would stop the train for him; 
more than ever he regretted that he had 
not insisted on the carrying through of his 
plan to have a committee meet the dis- 
tinguished visitor at the station and bring 
him home with proper honor. 
"It is a shame," he cried, with a stamp 
of the foot, "that a person of 
1r. Petting- 


bird's character, one who has done what he 
has for his nath"e town, whose good works 
greet us on every hand, our ears when the 
church-bell calls us to our devotions, our 
eyes when we look upon the lovely monu- 
ment which adorns our square-that such 
a man, seeing fit at last to honor us with a 
visit, coming in a prh"ate car, on a limited 
train, should be allowed to land at Pleas- 
anh"ille without a formal welcome," 
The company agreed with :\Ir. Hike in a 
voice so loud that 
Ir. Pettingbird found 
it hard to make himself heard in his own 
defence, He was simply carrying out his 
brother's wishes, for Fergus was a modest 
man, to whom nothing could be more dis- 
tasteful than a public demonstration; he 
was coming home quietly, to see his family, 
to meet his old friends, and by chance he 
had timed his return to the very evening 
when Parker and his bride were being 
welcomed from their travels; if the infare 
became an ovation he could not take it 
amiss, So l\1r. Pettingbird counselled pa- 
tience, As a balm for the irritated feeling:-; 
of his guests he proposed refreshments, Ht: 
offered them unctuously, backing tmvard 
the dining-room, bowing, and rubbing his 
hands. But even this artifice failed, for the 
guests saw that it was artifice and they rc- 
sented it. l\Ir. Hike voiced their minds. 
They had come to -wish happiness to the 
young bride and bridegroom and they did 
wish them happiness with all their hearts, 
But thcir presence had a deeper meaning. 
They had killed the fatted calf for their 
beloved prodigal, and they surely could not 
sit down to the feast until he had been 
restored to their arms, \\'here, then, was 
Fergus Pettingbird? 
The watchers at the door answered that 
they could hear no sounds -which seemed to 
herald his coming. The watchers at the 
window could see no flash of lights fore- 
running him. And now, as though in 
answer, came the notes of the bell. It was 
the church bell, the gift of Fergus Petting- 
bird, the bell that so long had been quick- 
ening the valley's memory of her absent 
son, It sounded softly at first, as though it 
hesitated to break the stillness of the night. 
Then gathering courage and strength, it 
swung into a riotous clangor. Joy had 
loosened the iron tongue and it was pro- 
claiming to all the world that Fergus Pet- 
tingbird was homc. Those who watched 
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did not stop to ask how it came that the 
bell was ringing. They knew that it must 
be ringing for him and they ran to meet 
him, They surged into the narrow hall 
and faced without thought the cold wind 
which hurled through the open door. 
The moon had risen from the fringe 
of pines on the ridges, and its gray light 
swept up the street, uncovering its every 
corner to searching eyes. And they saw no 
sign of life there save a dark figure cut like 
a silhouette against the white monument. 
They heard no sound but the clamor of the 
bell. They looked to the bend in the road 
around which he must come. They quick- 
ened their ears to hear the clatter of hoofs 
on the bridge. The bell stopped. But for 
the dark figure by the monument the street 
was as deserted as at midnight, Then the 
bell struck again-slowly-once-twice- 
and it was tolling! 


The white soldier was on his eternal 
watch in the village square. In the moon- 
light his outline was clear-cut against the 
dark background of houses. This was not 
dead marble turning to life. It was a 
soldier, standing his guard, with head up, 
eyes front and shoulders back, his musket 
grasped to the letter of the manual-a 
soldier turned to ice. Beneath him in the 
road stood a little man, studying his every 
detail, so wrapt in contemplation that he 
seemed unconscious of the winter wind 
which swept the valley or of the dreary 
solitude. His hands were clasped tightly 
behind his back, and his face was upturned 
so that had the white soldier deigned to 
relax his vigilance one moment and looked 
down, he would have seen, e,'en through 
the bushy beard, a smile of satisfaction 
playing around the shrunken mouth, and in 
the eyes the light of brotherly affection. 
The little man straightened up slo-wly, It 
was as though swelling admiration were 
drawing his body taut, at last to burst its 
bonds. "It is beautiful," he cried. "_My, 
but it is beautiful! \Vhy even the buttons 
shows plain!" 
" It's natural, eh, friend?" came a voice 
behind him. 
He started, for he had thought himself 
alone. \Vith a quick motion he drove his 
hat down over his eyes, so the drooping 
brim almost met the upturned collar of his 
coat. \\'heeling sharply, he found himself 
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facing a strange figure, a man so bent that 
his cane shared with his legs the burden of 
his body, and so twisted that he had to roll 
his head over on his shoulder to look up, 
as he was looking up into the other's face 
with friendly interest, 
"It certainly is a lovely piece," the little 
man said, driving his hat down still farther 
over his eyes. 
"The gift of Fergus Pettingbird to his 
native town," the crooked man declaimed 
in a shrill voice. "It's livin' marble; it's 
breathin' stone, as our preacher says." He 
hobbled forward a few steps, raised his 
hand to his mouth, and asked in a lowered 
tone: "But, stranger, who might you be?" 
"Just as you say-a stranger," was the 
answer, carelessly given. "I'm a-walkin' 
up the valley, and it's a long way when 
you're feeble," He turned slowly on his 
heels, surveying the dark square, "Tell 
me," he said, laying a hand on the bent 
back, "why is everything so quiet here to- 
night? " 
The head rolled over on the other shoul- 
der as though seeking a better angle from 
which to dart a look of wonder at such 
a question. "\Vhy-haven't you heard? 
Everybody'sup to thePettingbirds'-e,-ery- 
body 'cepting me-to the Pettingbird in, 
fare." 
" 0 h! " The little man sat down on the 
iron rail which guarded the monument, and 
pointed his thumb over his shoulder, up 
the street. "I see-I see-to the house 
that's all lighted. But why ain't you 
there? " 
" :Me ? " The voice was pitched so high 
that it cracked, and the head and shoulders 
swung up and down as far as. the cane 
would let them. "1\le! \Yhy-ha,'en't you 
heard of me? I'm the only lh-in' soul in 
Harmony as wasn't asked." The crooked 
man's hand sought his mouth again and he 
whispered in the stranger's ear, " You !lice, I 
am old Plum-oldHenery Plum-I'm half- 
witted." This announcement was given 
with a ring of pride and, to make his as- 
sertion more convincing, he broke into an 
unrestrained cackle. 
"Old Plum-old Henery Plum," the 
stranger returned, with a meditative wag of 
the head. " Y es- I've heard of you. Of 
course you wasn't asked." 
1\lr. Plum, seizing his throat in his hand, 
choked down his hilarity, "Of course," 
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he said, now smiling pleasantly. "But just 
the same I'ye seen the party." He began 
tò sit down. It was a laborious operation 
for one so aged, and there was much beat- 
ing of the air to find the rail, with an ac- 
companiment of sighs and groans, before he 
\yas comfortably settled at the stranger's 
side, Then his hand went to his mouth 
once more and he took up his whispered 
confidences. "There's mighty little I don't 
see, though I am half-witted, and I'll tell 
you this-" He poked his companion in 
the ribs with the knob of his cane to 
emphasize the importance of his communi- 
cation. "He hasn't come yet," 
"He?" questioned the stranger, turning 
sharply. 
"Fergus Pettingbird," cried 1\1r. Plum. 
"Y ou\oe heard of him. E,"erybody's heard 
of him, Now, what are you laughin' at?" 
"I was thinkin'," was the evasive reply. 
,. So it's all about Fergus Pettingbird, eh? 
I\"e heard tell somethin' of him. And is 
he a great man in these parts?" 
"One of the greatest," cried 1\1r. Plum 
with fen"or. He stretched out a trembling 
hand. "I've knowed him since he was 
that high," he said, "and mighty souls! 
but he was a boy! 'Vhen he run away 
from home e,'erybody figgered he'd come 
to a bad end, which goes to show what 
these whole-witted folks really know. You 
otter hear 'em now, since he has growed 
rich out in the 'Yest and has been-" 
The little man checked him. "Tell me, 
Henery, how did Fergus Pettingbird make 
his money?" 

1r. Plum was silent for a moment. 
"That's one point where I'm not altogether 
clear," he answered, speaking ,'ery slowly, 
"hut I've allus allowed it was because I'm 
half-witted, It seems like Fergus was a 
very modest man, he tells so little in his 
letters, but the general idee has been that 
he o'vns gold mines. Thompson, he figgers 
on gold mines, for how else could he do all 
he has done for us." The old man jerked 
his thumb over his shoulder at the statue. 
"He ga,-e us that." The stick swept around 
and pointed down the road to the iron bridge, 
,. .\nd that," he cried exultingly, 
" Indeed," the other said, driving his 
hands deep into his pockets and looking 
straight in front of him. 
"And the bell-you'd otter hear the bell 
-our church bell," He had cast aside the 


veil of caution and mystery. His cane 
quivered as he pointed to the steeple which 
could lift its spire proudly abo,'e the peaked 
roof of the mill, and no more, His voice 
was as shrill as the wind in the pines by 
the creek and his body writhed as he tried 
to raise himself to the pitch of his pride. 
"'Vhy, stranger, you can hear her all over 
the walley-yander on the ridges as sweet 
and clear as Gabriel's horn-back there on 
the mountains even distincter, and I've 
heard tell that when she's tollin' she sounds 
clean to the big river-that is, when I'm 
doin' the ringin'." The hand went to the 
mouth again guarding his secrets. " You 
see I'm the sexton." 
"Tell me, sexton," the little man said, 
patting the other's knee, "hasn't Fergus 
Pettingbird done a little good hereabouts?" 
" Good?" It was something more than 
good, something infinitely higher, that Fer- 
gus Pettingbird had done, to the light of old 
Henry Plum. " Good? Think of it-the 
Sunday-school library, the bridge, the mon- 
nyment, and then the bell. \Vhy, stranger, 
e,'ery time I ring that bell it seems like I'm 
singin' his praises. You see, I've knowed 
him since he was that high." Again the 
trembling hand stretched out to measure a 
boy's stature, "And, of course, I have a 
special interest in him. It 'ud have been 
nice had they asked me to the infare, though 
I'd no right to expect it, They didn't, and 
so I says to myself I'd just come and set by 
his monnyment and mebbe I'd see him go 
by. I'm glad you like the statue." 
The little man turned and gazed up at 
the white figure towering over him. "Yes, 
sexton," he said, "it's a lovely thing. It's 
kind of elevatin' like. It kind of lifts you 
up. It kind of makes you want to do 
somethin' worth while in this world-" 
" Like 1\1r. Pettingbird," cried the sexton. 
The stranger looked thoughtfully at the 
frozen ground. " Yes," he said, after a 
moment, "like Fergus Pettingbird, He 
seems to be quite respected here," 
" Re-spected! " exclaimed the sexton. 
"Do you s'pose that crowd is at the house 
yander on his brother Thompson's account; 
do you s'pose they'd have gone there just 
for an in fare ? \Vhy, all them Pettinghirds 
live on Fergus's repytation, and they're fig- 
gerin' now on the things he'll give 'em when 
he gets home." 1\1r, Plum tapped the little 
man on the shoulder. "Just you watch till 
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he is dead-that's all they're waitin' for- 
till they get his millions, 
md they'll t1it to 
Philadclphy so quick-so quick, You'll 
see. " 
.. 1 see." The stranger drew his coat 
tighter about him, for he was cold, and 
he spoke slowly. "It's like this: They're 
lookin' to gettin' his hard-earned money- 
his gold mines-and when he's comin' 
home they think they'll tickle his wanity by 
gi\-in' him a reception, but he has written 
them that he wants to slip back quiet-like 
and just look 'round and see what good he 
has done, so they call it an infare, They 
force a card on him-they deal to him off 
the bottom of the pack." He srrang to his 
feet with a gesture of impatience and stood 
gazing in silence up the street to the lights. 
.. Henery," he said after a moment, "figger 
it this way. Supposin' when a man was a 
boy he run away from home with his head 
all full of grand idees and dreams, and as 
he growed they dwindled away like; and 
ir.stead of goin' higher and higher he 
found himself fallin' lower and lower, till 
he had no standin' nowhere and no friends; 
so as when he came to a place and made 
a little money in his pecul'ar way they'd 
chase him out of it, He's chased from 
county to county, from east to west, and 
all the time he's thinkin' of the old town, 
and he wants to ha\'e the old town think in' 
well of him. Every now and then he 
makes a haul, in his pecul'ar way, and 
knowin' he won't haye it long anyhow, he 
sends it home to do some good, to kind of 
keep him a little in mind." 
" Like 1\lr. Pettingbird," said the sexton, 
nodding his head sagely. The trembling 
hand stretched out in the moonlight. 
.. \rhy, stranger, I'ye knowed him-" 
,. Yes, like him," the little man went on, 
speaking rapidly. .. He gi\'es bells and 
monnyments and bridges. He giyes e\'ery- 
thing he has, and when he's old and luck 
has gone again' him he beats his way 
toward home, for though he's done a heap 
of wrong, he's done a little right, and he 
kind 0' wants to look it O\"er quiet-like-to 
see the monnyment, to hear the bell, to 
stand on the bridge and listen to the water 
a-swishin' along below, to watch the 
mountains when the shadders-" 
.. \rhat's all this to do with a man such as 
:\1r. Petting bird? " the sexton interrupted 
in an angry voice. 


"Xothin', I was just figgerin'," the lit- 
tle man answered with a dry laugh. ,. I 
was wonderin' how it would 
eem to him 
when he got home-crawled home-and 
found he was a great man there-found 
all the folks waitin' to receive him, takin' 
for an ace him as was poorer than a kn3 \-e. 
Don't you think, Henery, it would make 
him kind of 'shamed, frighten him like? 
\\That had he otter do?" 
The sexton shook his head. "You're a 
queer one," he said, smiling pleasantly at 
the little man. .. \rby, Fergus Pettingbird's. 
one of the best as eyer was," 
"How do you know?" demanded the 
stranger. 
"Know!" exclaimed 
lr. Plum. "\rhy, 
e\'erybocly knows that. Haven't I heard 
Thompson say so himself? Ha\'en't I 
heard Preacher Hike in his sermons talk 
about his splendid life and the example of 
it? Ha\'en't I heard him say that .:\Ir. Pet- 
tingbird was a camel who'd get through the 
needle's eye?" The sexton was climbing 
to his feet. .. But that reminds me-I 
must go on do\\'n to the church to fire the 
stO\'es. It's got to be good and warm to- 
morrow, for he's comin'." 
"\rhat had he otter do?" cried the little 
man, looking ul-' at the white soldier as 
if it could answer him. 
,. You'd better stay," said the sexton, 
with a cheerful cackle. ,. ï ou really must- 
n't lea\'e without seein' him. You know 
he's to put up a new school-house for us, 
to say nothin' of helpin' the church. He's 
great on church, .:\1r. Pettingbird is; which 
reminds me-" 
He was hobbling away when the little- 
man's hand detained him. 
"I'd like to stay and see him, but I must 
go on, Henery," the stranger said. "_-\nd 
I'd like specially to hear his bell ring. 
Couldn't you ring it for me-a little-just 
a little?" 
The sexton's head rolled O\"er on his 
shoulder and he screwed his bent body 
around till his eyes met his companion's 
with a look of wonder. "This time 0' 
night?" he returned, anrl his twisted frame 
began to shake with merriment. 
" Don't go-don't go, Henery! " cried the 
little man, seizing his arm and leading 
him back to the rail. He had a pack of 
cards in his hands now and was shutì1ing 
them before the sexton's eyes with all the 
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\Vith that he tossed the pack high ill the air and the wind caught the cards and whirled them away 
like ieaves.-Page 500. 


art of a conjurer. .And caught in the con- 
jurer's spell, the sexton forgot about Fergus 
Petting bird and his duty to him, He was 
follmying the stranger's every movement. 
He saw him sit down on the rail again and 
spread an old newspaper across his knees. 
He saw him take three cards and hold them 
up so the moonlight fell upon them and 
their faces were as clear as in hroad day. 


He bent down till his chin almost rested on 
the knob of his cane. 
"Three cards-two blacks and a red! " 
cried the little man, "\Vatch 'em, Henery; 
watch 'em." The hanùs flashed and the 
cards fluttered to the paper. "Name the 
diamond, Henery; name the diamond!" 
"There-there!" The sexton turned the 
card. He twisted his head back in triumph. 
499 
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.. You can't fool me, my friend-I\-e seen 
that game too often J.t the fair-you can't 
ketch me." 
,. Of cour
e I can't," said the little man, 
laughing softly. .. \\-e'll play for some- 
thin'. \re11 make it interestin', I want 
to hear you ring the hell, You don't want 
to ring it. I don't think ,-ou know ho,y." 
.. 
ìe òon't know how
 ,; cried 
Ir. Plum 
with indignation. ""-ell, you should just 
hear me tol1." 
.. Of course YOU can toll," returned the 
stranger soothingly, .. and I want to hear 
you. So s'pose we lea,-e it to the carùs. 
You win. you don't toll-you lose, you toll. 
:\O\y, that's fair?" 
The sexton pulled at his ear. "It 
sounds fair," he returned, ., and yet it don't, 
and I can't exactlv see wh,'," 
But fair or unf;ir, the l
ards had him in 
their clutch. They fluttered to the paper 
and he saw the diamond in the centre. He 
was sure of it-so sure of it that he laughed, 
.. Bein' as I know which it is, I'll take you 
up:' he said. "You11 see, I'm not so 
simple as I look." 
He stretched out his trembling hand and 
was lowering it with a deliberation that 
spoke his perfect contìdence, when the little 
man suddenly hurled the paper away from 
him and sprang to his feet. 
.. X o-no, " he cried. "It isn't fair-it 
ne,'er was fair, and I've done with it. 
Look, Henery, look!" 
\rith that he tossed the pack high in the 
air and the wind caught the cards and 
whirled them away like lea,'es down the ,.il- 
lage street. He watched till the last of them 
was lost in the gray light, and then turned 
with hands stretched out in pleading. 
"Henerv " he said in a low yoice "I'm 
playin' yo
'fair now, and you won't'let me 
leaye the valley without hearing the Pet- 
tingbird bell, will you? \rhy, man, I\'e 
often heard tell of th
 way vou make that 
bell talk, and your tollin' - i; spoke of par- 
ticular." 
The sexton had rolled his head back to 
cushion itself against the humped shoul- 
ders, and his mouth opened wider and 
,vider. "Ha,-e you?" he said. "\Yell, 
why didn't you say so instead of fussin' 
with them cards?" He looked at the 
cloudless sky. He wet his thumh with his 
lip
 and hel
l it up to feel the wind. "It's 
a fine night for tollin', They'll hear her 


clean down to the big riwr, sure, and 
they'll set up all oyer thc walley in their 
sleep and say' There goes Fergus Petting- 
hird's hell.' It's unregular-highly unreg- 
ular- hut such a man as him otter he kept 
in their minds. Still, I wouldn't ring her 
for no one else hut you, stranger, and if I 
wasn't half-\\'itted I wouldn't do it at all." 
He turned and hegan to hohble away, 
.\fter a few steps he stopped and slowÍ y 
screwed his head around to see the little 
figure motionless }n" the monument. "I'll 
gi,'e you something liyely and cheerful at 
first, stranger, and then 111 show yOU hmy 
she tolls. .-\nd 
Iighty! but shec;n toll!" 


How thc hcll tolled! E,'erv note was a 
dirge, rising from a tremulou"s moan to a 
m
ghty hoom that the wind caught up and 
swept away to die in faint echoes among 
the mountains. \rhat must Fergus Pet- 
tingbird think, were this brazen croaker 
first to greet him on his home-coming? 

Ir. Hike seized his hat and cane and, for- 
getting his ministerial dignity, cleared the 
steps in two long strides. The dark figure 
hv the monument rose and stood looking 
uÍ) the street, to 
ee not alone the tall for
l 
of the pastor, but a great company bearing 
down on him, an army formed with the 
hea, y phalanx in the centre and on the 
wings the lighter-footed cohorts. The bird 
Hushed from its coyer does not wait to in- 
quire into the intentions and moti,-es of 
the hunter, anù the little man bv the monu- 
ment had learned through long experience 
that for him, at least, safety lay in flight 
rather than in rea
on. He mistrusted 
crowds, To run from them had become 
an instinct with him. .-\nd he t1ed now, a
 
he had often Hed hefore, straight for thc 
open country, If after the first few stride
 
he did begin to reason, it was too late, for 
by his irrational Hight he had brought on a 
pursuit in earnest. In the man standing 
by the monument there was nothing un- 
usual; in his turning and fleeing there was 
something sinister, something that de- 
manded an im'estigation. The bell was 
forgotten. It boomed on, but its doleful 
tones fell dead on ears that were quickened 
only to the swelling chorus of a chase_ 
Once he looked hack, not at the oncoming 
host, hut to the white soldier, standing 
erect, unmm"ed, as he will stand fore,-cr, 
a monument to the greatness and goodncs:- 
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He must first peer through the window tu discuver what lurked there -Page 503. 


of Fergus Pettingbird; he turned the cor- matched against the endurance of youth. 
ner of the mill and the iron bridge rang \Yhen it seemed that he must fall, fear 
beneath his flying feet; the bell moaned lifted him up and spurred him to the last 
Q\"erhead, and the hroad road stretched plunge and the hiding of the sharlows. 
straight before him, clear and white in the This stranger was curiously at home here, 
moonlight, until it plunged into the woods e\'en in the darkness, for, running on, he 
beyond the meadows. There was a refuge found the giant elm where the wood-path 
for him there, could he out reach it. His turns from the road, ånd when he was on 
pursuers were gaining. Keen to solve the that narrow way he followed its windings 
riddle of that dark flying figure, the fleet- with the sure foot of one who had travelled 
footed wings had swept to the front, and it often. The voices sounding farther be- 
his strength, sapped by many years, was hind him, he dared to pause and listen, 
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The pursuit hesitated and he heard the 
clamor of a dispute. Then the crackle of 
branches and the rattle of drv kaYes told 
him that they had found his. track again. 
He !'taggered on. The creek drummed 
ahead of him, cheerful music to his ears, 
and now he was on its hank looking over 
to the dense bu!'h, where mas
ed tìr and 
laurel called him to their warm refuge. 
Below him in the swirling water he saw 
the jutting rocks. Old friends they were, 
unmm"ed and unchanged in fifty years. 
How often had he measured his leap by 
them? It was a hop to the tìrst, the stone 
with a tìlmy ripple playing over its flat 
hack: a skip to the second, the big moss- 
cOYered boulder; a jump to the shore, 
He laughed, for he remembered having 
once made the other bank with his eyes 
closed. _-\ sharp call sounded behind him, 
He answered it with a taunt of detìance, 
so safe he felt now, where every sound was 
an echo of his boyhood days, and every 
tree a trusty comrade come hack to him 
from the past. He leaped to the first 
stone and it was like a steady friend, so 
solid it held against his weight. It needed 
all his strength to reach the second, His 
feet touched it. The old boulder shivered. 
It rolled and pitched him headlong into 
the stream. 


The sexton hobbled back to the monu- 
ment to see his strange friend and receive 
his commendation, so that )1r. Hike and 
Thompson Pettingbird, stopping on the 
homeward march, found the church closed. 
The chase was over; they had run the race, 
but they had not soh"ed the riddle" Even 
as they stood by the stream looking in 
silence at the still black figure that lay 
among the rocks, the dull boom of the bell 
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came to them, This incident \Va,; closed, 
Yery lamentably indeed, but they had yet to 
find the cause of all the ill-timed clamor on 
the night when Fergus Pettinghird was wm- 
ing home. So with boldness :\1r. Hike laid 
his hand upon the church door. He drew 
hack. It was curiously still within. He must 
tìrst peer through th
 window to disco\"er 
what lurked there. Ghostly shadows played 
over the gray walls, He could not forget; the 
tolling of the bell still echoed in his ears, and 
he seemed to see a white hand swinging up 
and down, listlessly, on the turbulent water. 
The night was strangely cold. 
"Come," said his companion, drawing 
him away, "let us go hack to the infare 
where it is more cheerful; let us find some 
refresh men ts." 

1r. Hike looked oYer his shoulder, down 
the road, and saw a dark company of men 
and boys emerging from the \,"oods. '''hat 
they were carrying he did not see, save 
through his \ i\"id fancy, and he quickened 
his pace. .-\t the monument he halted, for 
it was a habit of his to pause at the feet of 
the white soldier and utter useful, helpful 
thoughts as though through him the oracle 
were speaking, The pity was that at a 
time like this there was no one to hear 
him but the man on his arm and the half- 
witted sexton, crouching in hiding behind 
the pedestaL 
.. )1 Y friend," he said, pointing his cane 
at the white soldier, "what a contrast- 
what a contrast between a life like that, the 
vagrant's life which finds its end, unre- 
gretted, in the rocky torrent, and the 
splendid, the inspiring career uf such a man 
as Fergus Pettingbird. '''hat a-" 
"Come, come," said his companion, tug- 
ging at his sleeve; "while we are talking 
Fergus may be home." 
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BESIDE a Primrose 'broider'd Rill 
Sat Phyllis Lee in Silken Dress 
'Yhilst Lucius limn'd with lodng skill 
Her Likeness, as a Shepherdess. 
Yet tho' he stro\"e with loving skill 
His Brush refused to work his '''ill. 


"Dear :\Iaid, unless you close your Eyes 
I can not paint to-day," he said; 
"Their Brightness shames the very Skies 
And turns their TUf<luoise into Lead." 
Quoth Phyllis, then, "To save the Skies 
.\nd speed your Brush, I'll shut my Eyes." 


Now when her Eyes were closed, the Dear, 
Kot dreaming of such Treachery, 
Felt a Soft 'Yhisper in her Ear, 
"\\ïthout the Light, how can one See?" 
"If you are sure that none can see 
I'll keep them shut," said Phyllis Lee. 
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I THIXK it is Henry James who speaks 
somewhere of a young lady so plainly 
dressed that she must either haye been a 
lady's maid or a princess. One is reminded of 
this in reading what 
lr. Guglielmo Ferrero 
has again had to say about the difference be- 
tween the luxury of the rich here and the Im.ury 
of the rich in the European countries. In 
drawing further upon his favorite 
parallel of the austerer days of re- 
publican Rome and our present stage 
of American civili,mtion, he intimates that we 
exaggerate the pre-eminence of our multi- 
millionaires as money-spenders, because we 
are still living in the Puritan traditions of our 
forefathers, and see with a distorted yision 
\\ hen we contemplate the spectacle of any 
luxury whate\er. It is certain that some false 
notions prevail, not so much with respect h) the 
amount of money that Americans spend, but as 
to what they mostly spend it for. Some point 
has been made, of late, of the frequently un- 
occupied condition of the .-\merican "great 
houses," the houses of the yery rich, it being 
understood that the protracted keepinv; up of 
such establishments, under the standards that 
obtain in these matters in .-\merica, is often 
beyond comfortable attainment even by the 
wealthiest. But the greatest houses in .-\merica 
are not palaces, as Signor Ferrero has elsewhere 
reminded us, in the sense that the great Euro- 
pean houses are, and those are supposed to he 
kept up with some regularity, except in the case 
of perceptibly impaired fortunes. The doing 
it is often accomplished, of course, by the prac- 
tice of certain personal economies, which opin- 
ion would never look for in an American million- 
aire. He himself, to be sure, might not object 
to-might indeed take very kindly to-the 
shabby clothes of an occasional English peer. 
But his daughters would surely not care fur the 
little lady's-maid frock of the daughter of a 
princess on the Cuntinent. .\nd the thing 
goes down through the varying social grades. 
The womankind of an English commoner, 
\?0L. X LIX.-48 
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going to London for the day, do their shopping 
with careful reference to their personal yearly 
budget, and lunch, not at a fashionable restau- 
rant in a smart hotel on the Strand or Piccadilly, 
but possibly in a small wgetarian place, in a 
small street, off Trafalgar Square. .\merican 
ladies so thrifty would not haye left a home, in 
the morning, from whose windows could be 
seen long stretches of perfect lawn and pond 
and meadow, all their own. Rut in England 
it might be so. 
.-\mericans haw a reputation concerning tips 
which, likewise, should possibly undergo some 
reyision. Even abroad, where the invasion 
from the States has been supposed to have al- 
tered, and has altered, the scale of prices at so 
many points, it is prubably the size of the awr- 
age American tip, not the siL:e of the tip of the 
very rich .-\merican, 
hat has effected the 
change. The mass of .-\mericans may gh'e 
larger tips than the mass of Europeans, but it is 
doubtful if the tip of the .-\merican millionaire 
is larger than that of the genuine European 
grand seigllcur, or the Eastern potentate, not to 
speak of the South American trawller. From 
those who should know, there have, in fact, 
come intimations that as they haye fewer ser- 
vants, as a rule, and move about with a less 
court-like retinue, the profits accruing from 
the visitations of six .-\merican millionaires do 
not equal those of a like number of Eastern 
potentates, Slayic princes, or Brazilian mag- 
nates, as aforesaid. 
It is a loose generaliLation, but a common 
one, that Americans spend less than Europeans 
on the artistic satisfactions of life, and more on 
the material. The SUlllS expended yearly in 
America for things artistic, from jewels and 
furniture to "old masters," and for the æsthetic 
joys of music and of tra\'e1, suftìciently dispro\"e 
the assumption. Xor is it quite, as our Italian 
commentator would say, that we ha\-e still an 
ascetic fear of great luxury for its own sake. 
The luxuries on which we spend less than the 
rich European are those that aim to make the 
5 0 5 
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individual, the moment that it is possible, in- 
,"ulnerable to the roughnesses-or better, the 
fiatnesses-of the common lot. Persons of con- 
sideration who can afford their own carriage, 
sometimes do without, in 
\merica; but in 
Europe, persons of consideration v..IlO cannot 
always afford it must have their carriage, in- 
evitably. Ladies in France or Italy will endure 
unrenewed window-curtains, if need be, and 
meagre fare; but they will not endure the pro- 
miscuous clientèle of the tram-car. But i
 is 
- possible for the opulent American-fastidious 
enough as to his bodily comfort, too-to find 
the public transportation afforded by his city 
rather enlivening and amusing than other- 
wise. 
The attitude in which men and women touch 
life with the finger-tips-dll bOllt des doigts-is 
not a class feeling; it is a state of mind. In 
Europe it is still held perfectly admissible. It 
exists in the French workman, in a way, as 
much as in his most aristocratic customer" The 
Parisian workman wishes to make the thing 
that is distil1gué, the thing apart, the thing for 
the few, not the r:nany, to wear and to use. In 
his work, no one could be less democratic. And 
the French workman is still the best in the 
world, "That we have not, in 
\merica, is this 
finger-tip attitude. The richest are not suf- 
fered to have it; have it not naturally, whether 
they be suffered or not. The raw material of 
life is still fresh to us, and abundantly stimulat- 
ing and interesting. E,"erybody, more or less, 
is in touch with it; and everybody, more or less, 
wants to be. E,-en our multi-millionaires do 
not dwell in towers of h"ory. .And it is the 
super-refinements that go to the adorning of 
the towers of h"ory, and to the æsthetic ex- 
altation of the individuals within, that really, 
as we know, ha'"e at all epochs engendered 
lu\:ury sybaritic, luxury barbaric. 


M y friend writes: "The welcome will, in 
a measure, make up for the badnes
 
of the cooking. Rosie and )[ary are 
stiH with us; ten years it will be next month 
that we have endured them and they have en- 
dured us." Wise friend
 for, passing the de- 
Ku
ie,' preciation of the cooking, hypercrit- 

r.1n', and icism of a super-sensitive palate, the 
,\dcÍaïdc I d 
virtues of these ene uring han maid- 
ens far outweigh their faults" )[en, and pre- 
sumably women, are horn free and equal; far 
be it from me to questiun the wisdom of the 
fathers; but in the allotment of the tasks hy 


which the machinery of the world is run, the 
master mechanician, after years of study to fit 
him for the direction of the intricate and del- 
icate engine, finds it diffICult to procure the 
efficient but necessarily submissi,"e stoker; and 
with fire-pot empty and boilers chilled the good 
ship Domestic Economy drifts perilously near 
the rocks. 
It is an old story, the limitation of ambition 
to the task one can best accomplish, one that 
the specious argument of universal equality 
continually tends to divert. The cost of a fal- 
lacious independence, that of the subsistence 
of the claim of being a "lady" to the aver- 
age shop-girl, other profound statisticians have 
computed before the present writer; and it is 
rather the celebration of the virtues of the 
Rosies and the :\Iarys, from the point of view 
of the employer, that he would now expound. 
For the fragile edifice of domestic happiness 
they are the firm foundation. .As we all serve, 
so are they bound to servitude, but in the de- 
gree to which their service is dutifully rendered 
the general life of the family, the health of the 
children, the serenity of the mother, and the 
efficiency of the father are served, and together 
they contribute to the success of the republic. 
"ïth the decrease of simple living and the 
passing of the provincial days, when our ser- 
vants were "help "-the days when they 
walked on their "limbs"-the nati,-c-born have 
thrown off their previous condition of servi- 
tude, and even the native-born of darker hue 
have outgrown those qualities that endeared 
them to the families they served. In the great 
establishments where the mistress of the house 
delegates a part of her authority and her cares 
to a housekeeper, some mysterious agency of 
demand and supply fills the sen'ants' hall with 
an array of foreign-born and more or less 
trained servants. But almost in direct ratio 
to their competency alien and subtle customs 
of percentages exacted from purveyors of 
household necessities and perquisites of rami- 
fying extension, all tending to piHage from their 
employer, prevail. The class of gentlefolk 
whose claim to the title is not supported by 
great riches are economically debarred frum 
buying such service; even if their principles 
would permit them to blink at robbery rather 
than see their household perish. 
Consequently, by virtue of necessity the 
housewives of .America in a large number of 
cases are obliged to train their own servants. 
\\"here the seed has fallen upon good ground, 
Rosies and ::\larys result, and such families 
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rightly csteem themseh"es fortunate. I know 
of one lady who, returning from thc country, 
each autumn resolutely takes into her house- 
hold a female of some one of thc many foreign 
raet's that seck our shores with a minimum of 
acquirement which thcy desirc to barter for thc 
comfortable liying that is denied them at homc. 
With such an untutorcd specimen from Poland, 
Lithuania, Fricsland, or Sicily she procceds to 
organize her household for the winter. Igno- 
rant of our languagc, unaccustomed to other 
work than that of thc fields, unfamiliar with 
thc most ordinary kitchen utensil or any of the 
duties of a house seryant, this uncouth out- 
lander finishes her six months' sen'ice possess- 
ing a trade which comm.ands good wages, with 
enough English to make herself intelligible, and 
with more moncy in her purse than she has 
probably eyer seen at one time in all hcr prcyi- 
ous existence, haying been comfortably housed 
and fed during all this period of gratuitous 
apprenticeship. With the coming of spring 
my friend seeks a summer boarding-place 
in the country, or goes to Europe to recuper- 
ate from the strenuous joys of housekeeping. 
Kor is this an isolated case, for many of the 
good women of our land are thus compelled to 
struggle with such material to keep together 
the precious elements of the home. Fortu- 
nate indced when they turn out to be Rosies 
and 
Iarys, for there is as much pathos as hu- 
mor in the sad householder's direction to the 
departing maid: "Please keep to the left, in- 
coming cooks keep to the right." 
It is plcasanter to consider an exception to 
this rule, and to recall thc ad,-ent of Adelaide. 
In a stress of circumstancc, the outgoing do- 
mestic burdening her freight with a choice se- 
lection from the lincn closet, she came to us. 
Fresh from the steamcr whence she had landed 
but two days beforc, brave in a hat, the first 
she had ever worn, overladen with a botanical 
growth that defies description-docs Ellis Island 
furnish such accoutrements as first aid to the 
downtrodden ?-she was otherwise dazed by 
her new surroundings. A kitchen range, hot 
and cold water on tap, one and all of the fur- 
nishings of a modest house were unfamiliar 
to her. She was "willing to learn," but of 
kitchen lore she knew not enough to boil a 
potato. 
Three ycars hayc passed and to-day, through 
sickness and health, through joy and sorrow, 
she is as much a part of the household as 
any member of it. Hcr boyine expression of 
an earlier day has giycn way to one of placid 
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yet keen intelligence; she has de,'cloped a 
talcnt for household tasks that makes her work 
easy, and no intricacy of carefully prepared 
food is beyond her capacity, while her smile 
of cheerful service radiates joy throughout the 
house. Here the writer may be imagined to 
give way to common superstition and "knock 
wood" as he pens her praises, for, though her 
dew of the family is simply patriarchal, and 
no thought of leaying what she considers her 
home disturbs her loyalty, yet a possible young 
man-who, thank heaven! has not yet ap- 
peared in the offing-might bring about such 
disaster. 
Of well-trained sen'ants Paris sends us the 
most sophisticated and the most vicious, but 
here is one of the same racc who has brought 
. from her native province all the antique vir- 
tues. ,rc do much for our Rosies, Marys, 
and .-\delaides, for we endow them with a ca- 
pacity to earn an honest li,-ing in healthful 
and dignified surroundings, and with the pos- 
sibility of putting by thc greater part of their 
wage. But they do much for us, and from a 
peaceful household, !,rrateful for their minis- 
tering, it is simplc justice that this pæan of 
praise should go forth. 


I F any doubt that the indiyidual withers, let 
him travel. Especially let him trayel off 
the beatcn track, if any track can any 
longer be said to be unbeaten. As he journeys, 
let him eat, as indeed he must whether he will 
or no. And let him note the increasing lack 
of local fla'"or in either the substance or the 
preparation of his meals. Let 


Obscn ation, \\ ith cxtensi\'e \"iew, 
Survey mankind in
pecting onc mcnu. 


He may have heard, or his fathers may 
have told him, that the region he trayerses 
produces some comestible in singular perfec- 
tion. He will fail to yerify the tradition either 
from the bill of fare or frum the articles of 
food set befure him. The bill of fare indeed 
is a cyclopædia of the food-products of thc 
world. It is many a year since an already 
veteran Bohcmian said to an entered appren- 
tice of Bohemianism-it was, in fact, precisely 
at "Pfaff's": "Pay no attention to 
that printed matter on the bill of fare. 
That is purely historical. Look at 
the writing." Kow one finds the same printed 
bill of fare confronting him at hotels thl' 
brcadth of the Contincnt apart, and in all 
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equally irrelevant to the things actually to cat. 
It seems to have been compiled from a collec- 
tion of the bills of fare of all the world by some 
"laborious collator" in some central city, and 
thence distributed to subscribers throughout 
the land, in the manner of the "patent insides" 
of the old weekly rural press. .\nd it adds 
jnsult to injury by entitling itself: "Carte du 
Jour," when it is, perceptibly to three senses, 
, . . brded with the steam 
Of thirty thousand dinners. 


Carle du jOllr, forsooth! Carle de l'allnée! ! 
Carle dll sièclc! ! ! 
It is true that there is also a typewritten 
list of "specials," so-called. But the tra\"ellcr 
whose eye is green enough to trust the word of 
promise is sure to find it broken to the hope. 
The "specials" of the "jour" and place were 
the specials of a week ago and a thousand miles 
away, and will be the specials of a week hence 
and a thousand miles beyond. As if hungry 
and variety-seeking man had also, like the 
rural weekly press, a "patent inside." 
Here is the concrete instance: A generation 
agu there was a hotel in a place not so remote 
or slow, in Xew England, which let us call 
Yarrow. In those days it had a more than 
local fame for suppers. It is so long ago that 
only a few oldsters will identify the hostelry 
from the statement that "broiled chickens and 
wames" were its "specials." Gastronomers 
looked forward to breaking their journeys and 
their fasts at this hotel. Certain of them ha'"e 
been known gladly to miss their trains for 
another helping. The present view-pointer 


cherishing such fond recollections, his stomach 
was uplifted within him the other day when, 
after the lapse of nearly a generation, his occa- 
sions called upon him to revisit Yarrow. Alas! 
for his remembered "specials." There was 
that encyclopædiac catalogue of comestibles. 
There was that typewritten list of "specials" 
common to hotels from Bangor to San Diego. 
At Yarrow also had Procrustes set up his 
standardizing couch, and insisted upon trans- 
forming the withering individual into that 
average fellow-being which of course no man 
precisely is, an average fellow-being with a 
patent inside. 
"The constitution of our nature is such that 
we buy our blessings at a price." Facilities of 
communication and. improvements in "can- 
ning" are doubtless great blessings. But be- 
tween them they have destroyed the distincti,"e- 
ness of "markets," and gone far to destroy the 
.. seasonableness" of the fruits of the earth. 
It is noticeable that while the Procrustean 
publican assumes to standardiæ the appetites 
and desires of his customer, he has unstandard- 
ized his o\''tll prices by abandoning the good 
old American plan whereby the frugal traveller 
could tell beforehand what he would have to 
pay, instead of making every meal a contest of 
skill between himself and the carle du jOllr, 
That is an additional aggravation to him, 
"But that is another story." "Something," 
as Diuy said in the I louse of Commons when 
he was convicted of having left out the most 
important item from his speech on the budget- 
"something must be left for future statements 
of this nature," 
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THE ROJIAX rlR f E.\POSITIOV OF I9IT 
S I
CE 1900 Europe has not secn a national 
display of .\merican art. 
rnot1ìcial efforts have been made to 
takc collections, more or less full, to London, 
which proYed aborti\.c; 
and to Yenicc, where 
the conditions for in- 
stalling pictures and 
the ridiculously small 
sum allowed for the 
purpose made the 
group sadly inade- 
quate. To Berlin and 

Iunich, .:\lr. Hugo 
Reisinger, with patri- 
otic generosity, carried 
an excellent group of 
the old as well as new 
work, and for his pains 
.and munificence was 
told that the United 
States had no art that 
was not derived. 
The Europeans who 
travel are few, and, 
when they do travel, 
those who care for 
American art, are 
fewer; and hence there 
is really little knowl- 
-edge on the other side 
concerning our art, 
or, indeed, any of our 
ideals. We have been 
branded with the dollar 
mark, and we shall 
have to struggle for a 
generation or more to 
<:ast it off. England 
()nce branded us with dishonor when a single 
State repudiated its debt, and it took an age 
.and a war and many of our growing dollars to 
wipe out the unjust stain. 
Therefore it is wise and even urgent for the 
United States Government to appropriate 
funds for an international display of American 
art whene\'er thc opportunity, on a sufficiently 
large scale, occurs. And in Rome, from .:\Iarch 
YOLo XLIX.-49 


27th to Xovembcr 1st, 191 I, there is such an 
opportunity, 
The Italian Go\'ernment has authorized the 
celebration of its birth fifty }ears ago by two 
expositions: .-\n intcrnational display of the 
contcmporary art of the 
world at Rome; and an 
industrial display at 
Turin, thus giving 
Northern and South- 
ern Italy each a share 
in celebrating the new 
monarchy which made 
a nation half a century 
ago out of a cluster of 
separate kingdoms. 
To Turin rightfully be- 
longs industrial busi- 
ness; to Rome, art; and 
Rome has put forth all 
her treasuries of tradi- 
tion and experience 
and will lay open all 
her irresistible allure- 
ments to make the 
\mrld which will flock 
to her next spring 
acknowledge her en- 
d u r i n g supremacy in 
art and her age-old 
fascina tions. 
Every European na- 
tion, with Japan and 
Egypt, have secured 
sites on the ground al- 
lotted for the exposi- 
tion at Rome, and the 
pavilions are rising in- 
to architectural beauty 
around the cen tral 
Palace of .\rt erected by Rome for Italian 
achievement. The ample grounds spread out- 
side the Borghesi Garden-wall where the villa 
of Pope Giulio lies in its picturesque mlley. 
The main avenue to the exposition runs from 
this old villa to the Tiber, which it crosses on 
a new bridgc, dedicated to the anniversary. 
On the other side there has risen, as if to the 
touch of a wand, a whole new miniature city 
5 0 9 
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consisting of villas, each in the characteristic 
architecture of an Italian State, To enter 
here you will pass under a splendid arch, and 
you will find inside the enticements of the 
"
Iidway,JJ so attractive at St. Louis and 
Chicago. 
And what can >-\mcrica do to compete with 
the old and well-organized forces of art in 
Europe? Xot only is each European country 
equipped with permanent bureaus of art 
which can he called out at will to prepare a 
national exhibit, but there is, in national gal- 
leries and under government control, a reserve 
of works that may be used without resorting to 
thc costly and time-consuming process of in- 
di,-idual solicitation. The people through their 
rulers have authorized the purchase of pictures 
because they assent tu the theury that what up- 
lifts the mind makes safe the State. \rhen we 
have removed the brand of the dollar, we also 
shall awaken to the uses of art and find ways 


to lead a wise govern- 
ment into the patron- 
age of ideals of art and 
music and poetry and 
drama, 
But we take our- 
selves as \ve find our- 
selves in this year of 
grace and our govern- 
ment has made one 
pace toward the bet- 
ter path. Congress- 
granted one hundred 
and thirty thousand 
dollars for the exposi- 
tions in Italy, seventy 
thousand dollars of 
which has been as- 
signed to Turin, and 
sixty thousand dollars- 
to Rome. This is little 
enough for either, but 
with economy and the 
uses of experience an 
American pavilion is 
running up at Rome 
under the guidance of 

ressrs. Carrère and 
Hastings, which will 
be a revelation to many 
Europeans. If our pic- 
torial and plastic art is 
unknown to Europe, 
how much more is our 
suburban architecture! 
It has, therefore, been decided to put up a 
suburban façade, with all its domestic charm 
and comfort, with tapestry-brick of wide- 
courses, and green shutters and white pil- 
lars, such as we all know; and behind it to 
provide two large galleries to hold about two 
hundred oils, To form the angle of a garden, 
another wing juts out with three smaller galler- 
ies in which will be installed water-color, black 
and white, and sculptures. 
And this brings me back to the difference 
between Europe and _\merica-a benign dif- 
ference in some respects; becausc here we pos- 
sess in latcnt putency all these qualities which 
are held in the reins of gO\-ernment abroad_ 
Do we want men for a war-they spring up like 
Cadmean creations; do we want diplomats for 
a delicate negotiation-they appear and they 
achieve. E,-cn our want of training is some- 
how a gain, because native ability gives fresh- 
ness cf moti,-c and action, and with this it is 
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often easier to win. But it is harder, also, 
to compete, when the means are slender and 
the con testan ts strong. 
\ ct to our fine body of American painters, 
sculptors, and illustrators nothing is impossible. 
They take up the gage in joyous disregard of 
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past. The limitation is not that you derÏ\'e, 
but that you derive from low ideals instead of 
high ones. If you are an artist with the love 
of the everlastingly beautiful Italian figures 
and their tender humanized landscapes, you 
cannot be condemned as a follower for leading 
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convention and they rise as one man to the op- 
portunity. It is refreshing, im'igorating, to 
feel the pulsation of support which flows from 
the entire field of our native art when a chance 
comes to show ",,'hat is in it. Sacrifices are 
needful and these are made; antagonisms 
prevail, and these are sunk. American art is 
at stake in a foreign land, and they are a unit 
in its defence. 
It is thus that hope is entertained that we 
shall prevail at Rome; that our art will have 
recognition for originality, as well as technical 
skill; that new aims will be seen to run through 
its fabric; that the expression of national life 
will be acknowledged to inform it, and that, 
at least, these rnited States will be perceived 
to have a nati\'e impulse toward ideals not 
wholly commercial, e\'en if not yet wholly free 
from tutelage, 
\[yown conception is that no art can afford 
to be wholly free from traces of the best in the 


in the pathways of a glorious impulse of old. 
That you walk the road from Stratford to 
Shottery does not imply imitation of Shakes- 
peare. The voice is the mice of the golden 
age of Italian art, but the hand is the hand of 
the present. You cannot mistake it. 
So it is with our landscape painters. They 
have their roots back in those times of the early 
seventies, when all young Americans hurried 
to France, or Düsseldorf, or :\Iunich; Lut you 
may see how far away from that imitatiw pe- 
riod they have gone by comparing a landscape 
by Ranger or Tryon of those days with the 
virile interpretations of the poetry in nativc 
out-doors which they put forth to-day. There 
are traces of the origins, to be sure, but why 
should there not be? It is false criticism which 
exacts a new plant without a seed, Keats 
rejected and failed to finish his noble" H ype- 
rion," because, he said, "it had too many :\[il- 
tonic inversions, " Yet "Hyperion," frag- 
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ment as it is, is one of the jewels in the crown 
of English poetry_ 
Thus it has appeared wise to gather into the 
.-\merican pavilion at Rome types-the best 
and latest types-of all movements iT} Ameri- 
can art that are alive to-day. Who knows 
which will be the determining influence in some 
future manifestation of native talent. Win- 
slow Homer once wrote me: "Don't hang my 
picture where people can poke their noses in- 
to it. They can't understand it at that dis- 
tance." "oho can see, with noses poked as 
ours are into the very canvas of contemporary 
art, what that art actually '"alues. 'fe are too 
near-the European is too near-,vho will 
yen ture to accuse us of a lack of the flavor of the 
soil, of authentic expression of what is our own. 
All we can do is to admire genuinely what ap- 
peals to us as strong and beautiful, however 
made, by whatever recipe; all we can do is to 
be tolerant and receptive and open-minded 
and live and let live, and the result-well, 
the conception is Utopian to hope for; but 
the result would be so convincing that other 
peoples would say no more that America has 
no American art. 
One lives in a whispering gallery and over- 
hears many murmurs of disapprobation of this 
or that. There are intrigue and self-seeking; 
and misapplied motives and misunderstood 
aims. And there is criticism which deals out 
gold to one and base-metal to another without 
due valuation; or art-news that spends words 
too big for little art and too little for big art; 
and not until he is dead does the genuine ar- 
tist ever get his due. 
Therefore, it has seemed that, after all, Amer- 
ican art as we know it, or as Europe should 
know it, is-American art. Not Somebody's 
personal notion of it; not a biassed, selfish esti- 
mate which excludes everybody but me and my 
friends; not one sort at the expense of all else, 
but the best in every impulse, and every im- 
pulse included. 
The display at Rome was ordered by Con- 
gress at the people's expense. It is to repre- 
sent and advance the people. It is the test 
of the people's cultivation in achievement and 
in the recognition of ideals to date. It is fit- 
ting, it is essential, that every movement in 
American painting and sculpture shall have 


fair representation, and so far as it has been 
possible within physical and economical limits, 
they have. 
But if the artists have flocked to the patriotic 
standards, there is another side of forming a 
great American collection which remains to 
touch upon. .-\s the kindling interest in Amer- 
ican art has crackled into a considerable flame 
there has been much judicious buying by in- 
dividuals and institutions. Indeed, no home- 
exhibition nowadays is without eager patrons 
who quickly carry off the best work in paint- 
ing and sculpture. This has resulted in com- 
petition, and hence in advancing values, and 
in a greater esteem for many artists whose 
prices are constantly stiffening, Their works 
are, therefore, in both senses, held dearer, 
and owners sometimes hesitate to lend them for 
the prolonged period of an international show, 
Institutions have their obligations to audiences 
who expect to find on the walls the familiar or 
announced objects. 
But in spite of all the motÎ\-es that may be 
conjectured for withholding loans of precious 
works there is little selfishness, little churlish- 
ness, and almost always either a frank wish to 
uphold the art which buying it implies a love 
for, or support in other ways that denotes be- 
lief in our artists and a wish to rally to their 
support, .\s Brush once v,,.ell said: "After 
all, an owner of a work of art is only a trustee 
for it. In the last analysis it belongs always 
to the artist." And though 'fhistler some- 
times interpreted this literally, the owner, 
whether he be amateur or professional, not 
seldom takes the same view and he is to be 
applauded for his great share in forwarding 
the art he has had the courage and judgment 
to patronize. 
All roads lead to Rome. It was the ambi- 
tion of the American painter and sculptor of the 
fifties to dwell there and to imbibe the delights 
of a cosmopolitan intercourse more memora- 
ble than some of the artistic offspring. What 
was near and native and home-staying was 
condemned in the house of art. 
All roads lead still to Rome; but the artist 
of to-day will succeed not thither unless his 
offspring are saturated with the .-\merican 
soil, and stamped with the impress of his 
nationality, H.-\RRIso
 S. :\IORRIS_ 
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D XDL\ is governed by the 
British, but only part of 
it is governed directly by 
them. Of the 1,766,642 
square miles of India, 690,- 

 
 000 square miles are under 
the rule of the native princes, as are 66,- 
000,000 out of the 300,000,000 inhabitants. 
There are some 6,000 native chiefs, big 
and little, from the 
izam, the ruler of 
Hyderabad, with its population of II,OOO,- 
000, its territory of 82,698 square miles, 
and its re'"enues of $12,000,000, down to 
a petty chief, with a few square miles of 
territory, and a few thousands a year of 
revenue. 
There is as much variety in their breed- 
ing, and bearing, and ability as in their ter- 
ritories and revenues. Some of them trace 
their ancestry straight back to the first con- 
querors from the north; others are de- 
scended from Arab, Tartar, or Afghan in- 
vaders; others are the descendants of court 
favorites, and their ancestral right to rank 
is as illegitimate as some of the proud names 
in England and France; while others are 
heirs of rough soldiers who grabbed what 
they could and held it when the :\Iughal 
Empire went to pieces. Some are highly 
educated, others ignorant; some are .-\ngli- 
cized, some Pariscized, de,'oting much 
time, those to cricket, racing, polo; and 
these to such European travel as they are 
permitted, and lazy licentiousness both at 


home and abroad. There are fine gentle- 
men among them, as chivalrous and as 
proud as any noble in Europe, and there 
are others who are mere naughty school- 
boys. There are not a few who spend their 
money on schools and colleges and mu- 
seums, on irrigation works and tramways, 
on roads and bridges and model prisons, 
and who pride themselves on the efficiency 
and smartness of their Imperial Service 
troops; and others who throw thousands 
about on motor-cars, jewels, dancing-girls, 
or favorite wives, and hideous Brummagem 
furniture and pictures. There are burly, 
heavy-shouldered, big-hipped, gross-feat- 
ured princes, who look like brown carica- 
tures of some of Rubens's women; and 
there are lithe, muscular, fine-featured fel- 
lows, who look fit for a tussel with a tiger, 
and show their breeding even to their fin- 
ger-tips. 
"The control which the supreme govern- 
ment exercises over the native states varies 
in degree; but they are all governed by the 
native princes, ministers, or councils with 
the help and under the advice of a resident 
or agent, in political charge either of a sin- 
gle state or a group of states. The chiefs 
ha ve no right to make war or peace, or to 
send ambassadors to each other or to ex- 
ternal states; they are not permitted to 
maintain a military force above a certain 
specified limit; no European is allowed to 
reside at any of their courts without special 
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sanction; and the supreme government can 
exercise any degree of control in case of mis- 
government. \\ïthin these limits the more 
important chiefs are autonomous in their 
own territories. Some. but not all of them, 
are req ui red to 
pay an ann ual 
fixed tribute." 
It can be no 
easy task to gov- 
ern these semi- 
independent 
princes; not to 
hurt their pride; 
not to offend 
their sensibilities, 
for they are very 
touchy people in- 
deed; not to re- 
strict their liberty 
too much and yet 
to keep the less 
self- respecting 
among them 
within bounds; 
not to interfere in 
social and relig- 
ious matters, or 
between them 
and their sub- 
jects and neigh- 
bors, and yet to 
exert a constant 
influence for ra- 
tional govern- 
ment; to shoot 
and ride and play 
games with them, 
and yet to keep well aloof from familiarity; 
to keep constantly informed of their doings 
at home and abroad, and yet not to appear 
to pry, or to be suspicious; to be called upon 
for advice in the most delicate family affairs, 
as well as in matters of state, and to keep a 
detached mind and maintain a just neutral- 
ity; this calls for a very unusual type of man. 
I wish I were not debarred by my own 
rule of not mentioning names, from giving 
here and now a picture of one of my English 
hosts, who is an ideal servant of his country, 
in a position of this kind. He is the resi- 
dent or political agent who has under his 
supervision a number of the native princes, 
one or two of them of great importance, and 
it was my good fortune to be his guest, 
when, hy reason of a meeting of the chiefs, I 
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sa\v him in personal contact with them. It 
was a revelation of what one quiet man's in- 
fluence can do, and of the control that can 
be won without apparent effort, by a man 
possessing the rare qualities I ha\'e de- 
scribed as neces- 
sary to cope \vith 
such a problem. 
I sometimes \Von- 
der if England 
knows the value 
of some of her 
servants out here, 
:1\Iany English- 
men, \vhose fate 
and fortune and 
em pi re are de- 
pendent upon the 
success of the i r 
r u I e in I n d i a , 
seem to be inter- 
ested in India as 
sympathetically 
and as intelligent- 
ly as the Irish- 
man in the fu- 
neral procession. 
The long line of 
carriages was 
obliged to halt at 
a certain street- 
crossing. A 
passer- by near 
one of the car- 
riages asked an 
Irishman sitting 
inside whose 
funeral it was. 
H Shure an' I dunno," was the reply, 
"I'm only in for the roide." 
However, my host and others like him 
are not looking for sympathy and not stop- 
ping to think often whether their work is ap- 
preciated or not, so long as the British Ba- 
busin Parliament do not interfere with them. 
They probably realize, as do all men who do 
the hard work of the world, that the ladder 
on which the angels descend is usually 
et 
up in a stony place, as it was in the time of 
Jacob. I ha\-e no brief for this civil ser- 
vice of the British in India, and my praise 
will probably never reach their ears, but I 
cannot forbear the expression of my ad- 
miration for some of the residents, politi- 
cal agents, judges, commissioners, and dep- 
uty commissioners I met and saw at v. ork 
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Her Highness the l\Iaharani of Baroda 


there. They are doing delicate, difficult, 
and dangerous work, with a coolness, de- 
votion, and uprightness unequalled and 
unapproached by anything I have ever seen 
elsewhere in the world, and withal without 
the slightest at- 
tempt to adver- 
tis e themseh-es. 
If I were in such a 
position, I should 
be made cynical 
indeed, by some 
of the snap criti- 
cism from trav- 
ellers and politi- 
cians, and fro m 
the Oxford and 
Cambridge B a- 
bus from Eng- 
land and else- 
where, 
\Ye "" esterners 
are not the sole 
progeny of light. 
Our civilization 
is only dawning, 
and big with pos- 
sible disasters; 
but some critics 
from the E a s t 
assume that our 
social, politi- 
cal, and ethical 
weights and 
measures have 
been tested and 
stamped with ap- 
proval in heaven; 
and the more crude and unkempt the civil- 
ization they represent, the more categorical 
are the prophets thereof. 
I was honored by invitations from ahout 
a dozen of the native princes, and the story 
of some of these visits it will be a pleasure 
to tell, and I regret that I have not "pace 
for all. 
The journey from Bombay to the natÏ\"e 
state of Baroda was our first experience 
of railway travel in India. The train was 
to leave a little before eight o'clock in the 
morning, and the railway station was at 
some distance away. The bearer with 
bullock -carts piled high with luggage got 
off before dawn. \'"e had ordered cabs for 
th
 early start- to the station, hut when 
we appeared there were no conveyances of 
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any kind, no knowledge on the part of any 
one at the hotel that we were to leave, or 
that cabs were wanted, and no inclination 
to solve the problem. It seemed to strike 
the hotel servants as preposterous that we 
should be excited, 
and determined 
to catch the train 
we had planned 
to go by. 
""e discov- 
ered after some 
months in India, 
that the Oriental 
way is to make a 
pilgrimage to the 
railway station, 
settle down 
quietly on the 
platform, or at 
some convenient 
pI ace near by, 
cook, eat, bathe, 
enjoy the excite- 
ment of incoming 
and outgoing 
trains, not infre- 
quently to try to 
bargain with the 
ticket-seller as to 
the price of tick- 
ets, on the as- 
sumption that by 
holding off for 
some hours they 
may be ha
 
cheaper, and 
thus to get away 
gradually somewhere within twenty-four 
hours of the time one arrives at the sta- 
tion. To pullout your watch, call a cab, 
and get to the train you intend to go by, 
and all within an hour, seems to them like 
rushing to the theatre to see the curtain 
go up, and then leaving. 
It may be impossible to hurry the East 
along large administrative lines, but it is 
a mistake to suppose that at a pinch the 
determined traveller ,vith some power of 
imperative gesture, and a comprehensive 
vocabulary of the monosyllabic expletives 
which England has taught the meaning of 
to all the tribes of earth, cannot prick this 
inertia into obedient and rapid motion. .-\t 
any rate I claim to have done so, not once 
lJUt many times. The climate is ill ad
.pted 
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to sudden violent expenditures of heat, 
whether in the form of rhetoric or gesticu- 
lation, and the consequent opening of the 
pores may lead to catching cold, but with a 
cholera-belt, without which no one should 
travel in these climates, this danger is large- 
ly minimized, and one may undertake to 
hurry the East, on a small scale, without un- 
due risk, 
The cars, or carriages. in the Indian trail
S 
are divided into compartments for four per- 
sons with the seats facing the sides, and 
not the end of the train. ,\" e usually had 
one of these to ourselves. and with your 
folding-table and chair, spirit-lamp, supply 
of mineral water, and some food, I found 
the travelling very comfortable. At night 
these long seats are widened by drawing 
them out slightly, your bedding is put on 
them, and I have travelled many nights in 
this way, and in spite of stifling heat some- 
times, and bitter cold sometimes, and the 
most amazingly penetrating powdery dust- 
our alkali plains, or ::\Iexican dust are noth- 
ing in comparison-I must admit that there 
was little to grumble at. This is not the 
verdict of many travellers, I know, and 
though I believe a man ought to claim com- 
fort when it is his right, I may be, these days, 
rather an easy-going travelIer whose ex- 
periences ought not to tempt the finical and 
the fussy to repeat them. 
'\"hen your belongings are alI in the car- 
riage, hat-boxes, helmet-cases, medicine- 
cases, gun-cases, bedding, table, chair, bags 
of alI sorts and sizes, food and water, spirit- 
lamp and night-lantern, cameras, sticks and 
5 16 


umbrellas, hold-aIls, pillows, etc., etc., you 
feel prepared to go on, or stop, or to cope 
with any emergency. These various im- 
pedimenta accumulate gradually. If you 
de,'iate at all fram the main lines of travel 
you discO\"er that there is no sending out to 
buy a pen, or ink, or a chair, or a hot-water 
bottle, or medicine, or a white-tie, or what 
not that you have forgotten; and not in- 
frequently medicine, or hot-water, or a lan- 
tern, or towels makes the difference between 
discomfort, and even illness, and comfort. 
And moreover the man or woman who 
takes any risk of being ill in India, and it is 
a trying place, will be fully recompensed 
and severely punishecl. It is expected that 
you will travel in this caravan fashion. 
There are coolies innumerable everywhere, 
and the more you have the more autocratic 
and authoritative is your bearer, and the 
more consideration he receives. 
'Yhen \ve were later the guests of His 
Highness the ::\[aharana of L daipur, I saw 
a number of tents pitched near the pal- 
ace, and asked what they were, I was told 
that the daughter of the prince was visiting 
him, she being the wife of the ::\Iaharaja of 
Jodhpur whose capital was not very far 
away. For her ten days' visit to her father 
she was accompanied by a retinue of five 
hundred people! So although our car- 
riage looked rather full when we entered it 
to start for Harada, it was realI)' a trit1ing 
supply of necessities compared with the 
usages of polite society in this land. In 
most of the carriages is a small compart- 
ment for nati,'e servants next to the first- 
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r - l quarters is easy and means 
no hardship. 
The railway fares both 
for native servants and for 
the natives are cheap, and 
.- in this land of pilgrimages, 
.... these cheap train journeys 
are very popular. Here 
,,
 at any rate the rigidity of 
caste prej udices is soft- 
'I:""- , ened, and one sees carriage 
\ . after carriage jammed full 
of men, women, and chil- 
Golden state carriage of the Maharaja 
Gaekwar of Baroda_ 
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Gold gun and a pair of the famous white bullocks of the Maharaja Gaekwar of Baroda 


class compartment and 
opening into it. As your 
bearer is not only servant 
but interpreter, who must 
be ever at hand to act as 
go-between when you 
want fruit or tea or water, 
and to ask questions for 
you in regard to time- 
tables, tickets, eating-sta- 
tions, and other matters 
incident to travel, it is 
recognized by the railway 
companies, as by every- 
body else in India, that 
he must be provided with 
accommodation close at 
hand, At the hotels he 
sleeps outside your door, 
when you visit he finds a place within reach 
of the noise of clapping hands, and as he 
has never knmvn the luxury of chairs, beds, 
or tables, and would not knO\v what to do 
with them if they were his, his choice of 
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dren, their bedding, their pots and pans, 
and all that is theirs, and the more that 
can cro\\ d into one carriage the happier 
they seem to be, l\Iany times I have seen 
carriages only half full while others were 
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overcrowded, and I ha\'e asked if all the 
carriages were for the same destination, 
merely to satisfy myself that these people 
were really crowding themsel \'es voluntarily. 
This question of the treatment of the na" 
ti\"es in railway trains is often referred to, 
and many are the anecdotes one hears of 
the bad manners and roughness both of 
English tr3yellers and English railway man- 
agement. 
ly experience of 
travel was comparatively lim- 
ited, though I covered be- 
tween seven and eight thou- 
sand mil e s, and journeyed 
from end to end, and twice 
clean across India. Once or 
twice natÍ\-e gentlemen trav 
elled in the same carriage. 
when I was alone, and 1 
ne\-er saw any rudeness ex- 
cept on the part of the minor 
nati\-e railway officials to 
travellers of their own race. 
Once, sometime after mid- 
night, I saw an English oftì- 
cer pile out of his carriage 
in his pajamas and slippers 
and soundly berate a native 
official who was bullying a 
th ird-cl ass native woman 
pa
senger, 
The manners and habits of ,,_ 
even the better class Indians '-J 
are not as ours, and one would 
naturally avoid travelling in 
the same carriage with them. 
It is to be remembered in this 
connection that it is of all tests the severest 
to tra\-el together, and that the Englishman 
is both shy and selfish. Even in his own 
country, his reception of a stranger who 
enters the railway carriage in which he has 
made himself comfortable is of the most 
frigid, the most erinaceous, On the whole 
I think he behaves better ill India than at 
home, when he travels. .\11 great travel- 
lers, from Gulliver to Cook, prefer to travel 
alone. 
\Ye arrived at Baroda in the early even- 
ing. Late in the afternoon as ] was look- 
ing out I saw a picture that many times 
since I have regretted that I could not im- 
prison with hrush or pencil and keep as 
typical of East and \\"est. Un the roof of a 
lightly built staging in the middle of a dis- 
tant field, where she was standing no doubt 
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to keep the birds from the grain, stood a 
woman draped in her deep red sari, one 
hand on her hip, the other shading her eyes 
as she watched the passing train, The sun 
was setting, the glow of the sky behind her 
made her stand out like a statue, and I 
wondered what she thought; whether she 
liked it,. hated it, feared it, despised it, 
longed to be in it, or wished it away, 
\\"hen the interpreter comes 
\vho can make that statue 
of lndia talk, we shall know 
many things that no one has 
told us. 
'Vhen we left our carriage 
at the station at Baroda, we 
were instantly swallowed up 
in a pushing, haggling, gestic- 
ulating mass of brown arms 
and legs, with turbans bounc- 
ing about on top of them, 
whom our bearer dealt with 
as though they were trouble- 
some insects; shortly there 
was silence and order, and 
several emissaries from His 
II i g h n e s s the 11 a h a r a j a 
Gaekwar of Baroda greeted 
us on his behalf, showed us 
to our carriage, and we were 
driven away; later a proces- 
sion of bullock -carts followed 
with the luggage, Heera Tall 
making himself felt as was 
his wont when our impor- 
tance and our comfort were 
to be ex pI ained, no doubt 
with help from his imagination, to those 
who were to serve us, 
"-e all have our idiosyncrasies as guests 
no doubt. Personally I care very little what 
kind of a bed I am given because I can sleep 
anywhere and on almost anything; I have 
more than once nodded in a dentist's chair 
and on horseback; but an open fÌre in my 
room delights me, a good tub and plenty of 
water and towels. a well-furnished writing- 
table, these seem to me indispensable; and 
if in addition I find a book or two worth 
reading that I have not read. my happiness 
is complete and I consider my host an ac- 
complished provider. But these are trilles 
to your Oriental host. He takes you from 
the station in a carriage with two turbaned 
servants 011 the box, and two standing on 
the foot-boarJ behind; he puts a whole 
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Steward of guest-house of 
I a- 
harana of C'daipur. 
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hou
e at your disposal with a steward and a 
staff of 
en'ants; you have but to order 
your carriage or a saddle-horse when they 
are wanted; and one of your host's own 
officers or secretaries is at your beck and 
call as guide and interpreter. He does not 
take you to the play, but he sends his \vhole 
troop of musicians and singers and dancing- 
girls to give you an entertainment in your 
own drawing-room; he orders his athletes 
and wrestlers, and there were a score or more 
of them, to perform for you alone; temples, 
palaces, schools, hospitals are open and 
ready for you to inspect; his army is called 
out for you to review; his cheetahs and an 
army of beaters are there to give you a day's 
hunting of the deer; his elephants, his won- 
derful white bullocks, his stable of horses, 
all these are at your disposal. If you are 
interested in any or all of these things, he is 
the more delighted to have you for a guest, 
and the more willing to show you every- 
thing, and the more eager that you should 
prolong your visit. \Yhat puzzles him and 
those about him, is that you should have 
fixed dates for other visits, that you should 
consider time as a factor, permit time to 
tyrannize over your inclinations. \\'hy not 
stay on a month with him, and let these 
other matters regulate and adjust them- 
selves? This is a much to be desired char- 
acteristic in a host to be sure, but one 
sometimes wonders if it does not prove an 


awkward thing when matters of business, 
of diplomacy, of administration are to the 
fore. 
The 
Iaharaja of Baroda, or to give him 
his official title, His Highness 
Iaharaja Sir 
Sayaji Rao Gaekwarof Haroda, (
. C. S, 1., 
governs a state of some eight thousand five 
hundred square miles, an area slightly lar- 
ger than 
Iassachusetts, with a population 
of two millions and revenues of something 
over four million dollars. 
Iy first meeting 
with him in his summer palace revealed a 
man about five feet six in height, heavily 
built, but light on his feet and graceful of 
movement, and dressed in fine white mus- 
lin. He speaks both English and French, 
has been twice around the world, knows 
Europe and the Cnited States well, and is 
educating his sons, one in England, and one 
at Harvard Cniversity. lIe i
, or assumed 
that mental attitude for my benefit, a frank 
admirer of American institutions and the 
.-\merican people, and hinted guardedly that 
if ever a change came in the government 
of India it might be somewhat along 
-\mer- 
ican lines, of a federation of states under a 
central gO\'ernment. 
He is inclined to believe, as do practi- 
cally all the educated and intelligent Ind- 
ians, that the exclusive, aloof, and unsym- 
pathetic attitude of the British is responsible 
for the strained relations, so far as they are 
strained, claiming that distrust breeds dis- 
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trust. Of his o\Yn reforms, and no native 
prince in India has attempted more intelli- 
gently and persistently to better the condi- 
tion of his people, he said that they were 
disliked by his people largely through ig- 
norance, and that once they were under- 
stood they were appreciated, He said, 
and profound and true it is, that an auto- 
crat was possible and permissible so long 
as the people were left largely to them- 
selves, and to their own social and political 
devices: but that once you introduced so- 
cial reforms, interfered in their daily lives, 
tried to change their customs, insisted upon 
attendance at school, vaccination, hygienic 
regulations, entered, in short, upon a de- 
tailed regulation of their intercourse with 
one another and the outside \Yorld, then 
autocracy was unbearable and impossible, 
and that the people must he given a voice 
in their o\Yn government, when their imme- 
diate and personal concerns "vere thus in- 
vestigated and dealt with. He spoke freely 
of the ignorance of the people he governed, 
and said that even his own relatives dis- 
approved of his travelling and of his eating 
with strangers. He admitted, owing tu re- 
ligious views, daily habits of eating, drink- 
ing, and bathing, the fine web of custom 
and tradition which holds the Hindus in its 
meshes every hour of the day, that inter- 
course and sympathy with foreigners was 
not easy. He thought political autonomy 
to be a long way off, but again reverted to 
an expression of the feeling, that progress 


might be faster if the British were more 
sympathetic, more trusting. 
That is ahvays the master thought, the 
irritant factor, the beginning and the end 
of all the scores of conversations I have had 
with the educated Indians-this criticism 
of the cold, stolid, self-sufficiency of the 
British. The Indians do not realize that 
they are not alone in this feeling, that 
Frenchmen, Germans, Irishmen, Ameri- 
cans all say the same, that it is the major 
defect of their great qualities, One can 
hardly e
pect the Oriental to hold the bal- 
ance true in these matters when so few of 
the Occidental critics have been able to do 
so. Few of us are big enough to judge 
others by their superionties rather than by 
their weaknesses and littlenesses. Poke 
fun at the weaknesses if you like, that is the 
salt of life, that sense that we are all of us, 
even the best of us, slightly ridiculous when 
looked at in certain lights, but never forget 
that it is the power that drives the engine 
that counts, not the smoke from the escape- 
pipe. 
Iost criticism seems to devote itself 
to the bad smells at the mouth of the vent- 
pipe, hence its slight value, "They but 
rub the sore, when they should bring the 
plaster." 
Our days were full at Baroda. The Aide 
assigned to us turned out to be a Brah- 
man gentleman recently returned from the 
enited States, where he had been the com- 
panion of the young prince; and his English 
speech and courteous manners and intelli- 
5 21 
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gence, smoothed the way for my ardent 
curiosity, which began with a re\ ie\v of the 
Baroda army on horseback at half-past tìve 
o'clock in the morning, and continued 
through the day with visits to schools, li- 
braries, hospitals, wrestling-schools, ele- 
phant stables, armories, state jewels, and 
ended at eleven at night, with a performance 
in our drawing-room by IIis Highness's 
musicians and dancing-girls. 
In the guide-book under the heading 
Baroda it reads: "Good refreshment and 
waiting-rooms and sleeping accommoda- 
tion, " These vmrds, and my ðperience in 
Baroda, mark emphatically the difference 
between seeing India as a tourist and see- 
ing India as a guest. 
Baroda is policed and lighted, the streets 
are \vatered, there is a good supply of water 
brought into this city, which has a popula- 
tion of over one hundred thousand, from a 
lake eighteen miles away, the schools are 
well attended, the hospitals clean, and the 
jail governed in most humane fashion, the 
prisoners being all kept at work at carpet, 
or rug, or basket, or rope making. I visited 
a model farm where experiments are being 
made in cotton grmving, tobacco grO\ving, 
breeding of silk-worms, and where I saw a 
guava orchard, and English vegetables, cab- 
bage, cauliflower, and tomatoes growing. 
.N ext to my gallop with Captain Pathak's 
cavalry, the visit to a native village at some 
distance from Baroda gave me as much 
pleasure as anything. Part of the way we 
went in a carriage, and the last part of the 
way over the rougher roads, in a bullock- 
cart drawn by a pair of the famous white 
bullocks. \Ye \vere greeted on our arrival 
by the whole village, with the important 
men at their head. They conducted me to a 
covered-in space with a table and chair, and 
the fathers of the village sat cross-legged on 
the floor in front of me. The head men 
of these villages are often office-holders by 
heredity; in this particular case no one 
could remember when a representative of 
this man's family had not been head man. 
The village seemed to he governed by seven, 
three appointed by the government, three 
elected, and the head man. There was a 
town clerk who explained to me the method 
of election, the way the accounts vl-'ere kept, 
and so on. It should be recalled to the 
reader in this connection that in India, with 
few commercial towns and a huge agricult- 


ural population, sclf-gm"ernment was high- 
ly developed in these villages centuries ago. 
The kings or emperors had absolute power 
in the empire, but they left the villages with 
a free hand to govern themselves. The 
Indians of those days enjoyed more civic 
rights, more control over their village af- 
fairs, than did the \'illagers of Europe, who 
in many places were little better than serfs. 
"'hen British rule came, with its strong cen- 
tral government, village government nat- 
urally declined. The villagers became less 
interested in the police, schools, charities, 
roads, wells, tanks, small civil and criminal 
cases, and learned to lean upon the central 
government. In Baroda, the Gaekwar is 
attempting to make the villagers more in- 
terested in their own affairs, and is putting 
more and more the control of small con- 
cerns in their hands. Compulsory educa- 
tion, among other things, had been intro- 
duced, and I asked-the assembly in front of 
me their opinion about it; with the excep- 
tion of two elders who seemed unenthusi- 
astic, the others thought it wise. \rhen I 
arose to go out, to walk about in the vil- 
lage, wreaths of flowers were hung about 
my neck, two bouquets \vere presented to 
me, and I was given betel leaf and carda- 
mon seed, which are not bad chewing. by 
the way. I visited the boys' school and 
the girls' school, and in both places they 
were drawn up in line to sing to me. I 
was allowed to enter two or three dwellings, 
rough square mud huts they were, with 
cows, chickens, ducks walking about in the 
compound, and all \vith cakes of cow-dung 
drying on the walls and on the ground, this 
being their fuel, and consequently a rob- 
bery of the land of its natural fertilizer, but 
there seems to be no remedy for this in a 
land of no natural fuel. 
At the well, which seems to be a sort of 
"illage meeting-place, like the railway sta- 
tion at train-time, or a popular corner-gro- 
cery in a small 1\ ew England town, or the 
Indian trader's store on one of our Indian 
reservations, the women were coming and 
going, filling their earthen or brass or bell- 
metal jars. Each one lets down the rope, 
each one draws it up, fills her receptacle 
and walks away balancing her burden on 
her head, It is a picturesque sight, these 
scenes at the ,,,,ells in India, whether it be 
these face-concealing women with their 
statuesque poses, or the men with a pair 
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of o\:en letting down and drawing up the people in many of the villages in India. 
great leather bag and droning their song, Life is hard, to be sure, but life everywhere 
as the oxen pull the rope up and the bag is hard, if it is not soft, and as for that, I 
is emptied into the narrow channels, which ha\"e newr seen people anywhere so un- 
serve as tiny \"Ïaducts through the fields. happy, 
o little to be enyied. as those who 
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Tower of Victory at Chit'Jrgarh. Ancient fortress of the ruler
 of Udaipur. 


I have watched these people at the ,veIls 
in India by the hour; these people and the 
soldiers are the people you like, feel sorry 
for perhaps, until you discover that they do 
not feel sorry for themseh"es; then you 
realize that you are pumping up the fan- 
tastic sympathies of the 'Yest which are not 
binding here at all, and all too often arti- 
ficial even at home, a way of making the 
child cry by so much sympathy over his 
small bruise that he hegins to think it im- 
portant himself. ''"hat a lot of that there 
is, and how the demagogues of our ',"estern 
world are making the children cry over 
hurts that thev did not even know were 
painful, until the political boss discovered 
that they have a vote value, and the adver- 
tising philanthropist discovered what good 
posters they make! 
If appearances count for anything, I 
have never seen happier people than some 
of the Ghurka and Sikh soldiers, and the 


belong to the soft tribe, whether in India 
or in 1\ ew York. I left this little village of 
Gora with garlands of flowers around my 
neck, with bouquets in my hands, my 
mouth full of seeds, attempting to reply to 
the many and profound salaams with the 
courtesy and dignity they merited. 
Another day we \vere shown His High- 
ness's jewels. One diamond, a pendant to 
the great necklace, is the si""th largest in the 
world, and at one time belonged to 
 a- 
poleon Ill. There are three pearls said to 
be valued at one hundred thousand dollars 
and a pearl necklace ,veIl known all oYer 
the ,vorld to those interested in precious 
stones. These were merely the choicest 
things in a collection comprising sapphires, 
emeralds, ruLies, and other jewels. There 
were inlaid sword and dagger hilts, and 
scabbards incrusted with precious stones, 
aigrettes that were showers of diamonds, 
and richly embroidered coats and mantles. 
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:\t the stable
 we saw the gold and :-:.ilver 
gun-carriages and cannon, which contain 
each two hundred and eighty pounds of 
gold, and \\ hich are drawn on state occa- 
sions by \vhite bullocks, each of which had 
its own covering embroidered with gold and 
sih"er, and even sih"er cases for their horns. 
India has eyer hoarded wealth in this 
form. In a land where securities are un- 
known, where wealth must be ea
ily port- 
able, \"here there are no sayings-banks and 
trust companies, the old methods still sur- 
vive and prevail; and not one, but many of 
these princes, and other rich men in India, 
still count their wealth as most secure when 
it is in precious stones, jewelry, and bullion, 
Even the poor carry in their ears and noses, 
on their fingers, toes, arms, and legs, and 
around their necks and waists, practically 
all they possess of any marketable value. 
\Yhat else can they do, in a country where 
there are no doors to the houses, and no 
locks and keys, and where a brass toe-stud, 
a gun-metal nose-ring, or a thin silver ank- 
let represents months of saving, and taken 
all together comprise the total wealth of 
the family. The princes merely do in a big 
vçay what the peasants do in L1 small way. 
Another day was deyoted to the college, 
high-school, and primary schools, with their 
dormitories, library of thousands of vol- 
umes, play-grounds, and class-rooms; and 
to what interested me yery much, a so-called 
national school. This school had some 
sixty boys who were being brought up quite 
apart from the state system and without 
state aid. The boys live at the school, and 
their teachers are patriotic ,'olunteers who 
devote themselves to this work for little or 
no recompense. The idea is to bring up 
the boys in their own religion, in their 
own traditions, and to make and keep 
them Indian. They are taught swimming, 
wre:-;tling, club-swinging, and other ancient 
forms of exercise, some of which I saw 
in practice. A curious ascetic idealism 
forms part of their \vorking creed. They 
ha\ e their own temple, study their own 
literature, and are taught their own his- 
tory. The head of this establishment was a 
gentle-spoken, highly educated enthusiast, 
who would have these Indian youths pre- 
pared to work as missionaries to keep In- 
dia, India; and the Indians, Indians, in- 
stead of brown Britishers with bowler-hats, 
bad manners, a tincture of \restern knowl- 


edge, and hybrid patriotism. It was pa- 
thetic, but no man who loves his own can 
help lending a little love to the fellow who 
loves his, I t struck me as a forlorn hope, 
but I sent a small subscription when I left. 
There was no greed, no gain, no personal 
ambition in it. Here was a John the Bap- 
tist out in this wilderness, with little more 
to work ,,"ith than he had, and a dream of 
converting three hundred millions to piety 
and patriotism; who could avoid lending a 
hand! 
Some miles away geographically, but lat- 
itudes away spiritually, was His Highness's 
wrestling school. There I found a group 
of athletes that opened my eyes to the possi- 
bilities of muscular development in this cli- 
mate, The Indians as a whole, except in 
the north-west, are physically a feeble folk, 
whose working days are over at fifty, and 
whose women are haggard and unlovely 
at thirty. These wrestlers went through 
their exercises for me, and to my surprise I 
found the medicine-ball, the sparring-bag, 
the Indian-clubs, and the catch-as-catch- 
can bouts of wrestling of my youth, They 
also showed me wrestling in the Japanese 
fashion, with the leg and arm-breaking 
holds that we associate with the Japanese, 
but \vhich, I was assured, were as old as 
Buddhism, and must therefore have filtered 
into Japan by way of China, Burma, and 
Korea. \rhen these wrestlers lined up 
that I might photograph them, I thought 
how an American foot-ball coach's mouth 
\vould water at the sight of such material. 
If I was surprised, they were surprised too 
that I could swing clubs, play with the med- 
icine-ball, and enjoy a bout of wrestling. 
How colossally ignorant we all are of one 
another! 
N a other to\vn in India, I believe, has a 
learned Indian musician, with an English 
degree in music, who conducts a school of 
native music and devotes himself entirely 
to a revival of the old instruments and the 
old music. Baroda is thus fortunate. As 
a result the musical instruments, and the 
music and singing at the entertainment 
given for us, were classic. I admit that the 
music itself gave me little pleasure, though 
one feature made me see what I had neyer 
seen before. -\n old, gray-bearded man ac- 
companied by three or four instruments, 
including a small drum, recited a long tale 
with sob:-; and shrieks and violent gestures. 
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There and then I am sure I saw the hard 
of Greece. Thus were handed down the 
tales of the Iliad and the Odyssey, and this 
particular old man was capable of going on 
for hours, without a break and without 
hesitation. But \vhen you have reviewed 
cavalry at 5.30 A.M. even a Greek bard tell- 
ing of Achilles is wearisome after three-quar- 
ters of an hour, and the listener has been 
out of bed seventeen hours. Even at more 
ambitious performances I have regretted 
that the author or translator of Psalm 
XCV has made it appear that "singing" 
and" making a joyful noise" are equally 
pleasing. Following the music the dancing- 
girls, one of them both in face and figure 
beautiful, gave two or three short dances 
and one long one, the last being the story 
of two children kite-flying, a very popular 
sport all through the East; one loses her 
kite, is in despair; it is recaptured, and so 
on. It is a graceful form of pantomime, 
and might be given before a Sunday-school. 
Strange to say, in these Eastern lands, where 
nakedness, or partial nakedness, are uni- 
versal, the theatrical and terpsichorean per- 
formers are clothed from neck to heel. 
I have seen much dancing in India, Korea, 
and Japan, but it is always the same as to 
propriety. Such lascivious and sugge
tive 
performances as are given are for the bene- 
fit of the puritan-bred libertine, whose diet 
demands more brutal revelations for its-sat- 
isfaction. I suppose it is largely a question 
of rice and red meat, and it would be inter- 
esting in this connection to have trust- 
worthy statistics as to vegetarian morals, 
'Ye \vere honored one afternoon before 
we left by an audience with Her Highness, 
the :Maharani, the wife of the Gaekwar. 
She was the most beautiful woman I saw in 
India, and talked to us of her children and 
their education in England and in America, 
and broke the rule of receiving men in her 
palace when she learned that I had been at 
Harvard. She was much interested in the 
local schools and hospitals, and the reforms 
of her husband, and seemed to be, in spite 
of her soft eyes and gentle speech, a master- 
ful person with a mind of her own, and far, 
far away, from the type of secluded, unedu- 
cated v.omen which is the rule in India. 
The surprise of her visit to America had 
been our women, She thought them bold 
and noisy and lacking in gentleness. Even 
her evident leaning toward..our many other 
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radical departures in politics and in society 
did not pardon, in her estimation, what 
seemed to her the vulgar shrillness and os- 
tentatious independence of our wives and 
daughters. .\s we were leaving she showed 
me a mounted tiger she had shot. 'Yhen I 
expressed my admiration, perhaps \vith a 
little surprise, she said: "Oh, you think we 
Hinùu women cannot be sportsmen!" I 
knew better than that. He who knows any- 
thing of Indian history knows that India 
has had her Joan of Arc, not once but many 
times, and that the Indian women have sac- 
rificed themselves not in twos and threes, 
but in hecatombs for their country. 
His Highness's Aide, who was unweary- 
ing in his intelligent attentions, and who 
even prepared us a dinner with his o\\'n 
hands, such as a Brahman might eat, and 
sent it O\'er to our bungalow, was a type of 
Indian very puzzling to deal with, I should 
think. He was a man of strong religious 
feeling and high ideals, far more thoroughly 
educated than the average Englishman or 
American of his years, and revealing what I 
had not seen before, but what I sa \V often 
before I left India, a sort of yearning for 
sympathy for his own case and that of his 
people. He too noted the lack of sympathy 
with, and the lack of recognition of, the best 
class of natives; the refusal of office either 
civil or military above a certain grade; the 
smaller salary paid to the Indian than to 
the Englishman holding the same office, 
all of which created a sore and sour feeling. 
He was only just returned from America, 
and the contrasts leave the shado".s of sad- 
ness upon him thicker than they are upon 
other men. He was, as are all the Indians of 
his type, modera te in manner, soft of speech, 
gentle even in indignation. They are pa- 
thetic figures, cut off from opportunity, with 
no exercise for their real powers, and feel- 
ing that they are only allowed to play at 
life, that the real control is in alien hands, 
and they chafe at the situation, He was 
much a
used at the ignorance of India he 
met with in .\merica. He mentioned the 
parochial orthodoxy which looked upon 
him as a heathen and as a worshiper of 
idols. The difference between an educated 
Brahman and a Hindu peasant, he said, was 
as great in religious matters as the difference 
between the rnitarianism of Channing and 
the Catholicism of a Spanish peasant, and 
yet both claim to be Christians! 
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It is Sunday. Two green lizards dart 
back and forth on the wall before me. On 
a tree outside the window a monkey is 
watching me with interest and with occa- 
sional gestures and waggings of the head, 
that might easily be interpreted as indicat- 
ing contempt for my sedentary occupation, 
and an invitation to join him in his brisker 
and healthier arboreal athletics. '''hat a 
ditTerence between us: I am wondering if 
my ancestors had tails, while he is enjoying 
his. :My thoughts are far away from Ba- 
roda and the lizards and the monkey. 
I see John P. Shorter, who is, let us say, a 
stove and hardware merchant in Kansas 
City. He has breakfasted on fried beef- 
steak, fried potatoes, hot bread and coffee, 
and also fish-balls, for his wife has a strain 
of the Brahman blood of :New England in 
her veins. He has on his uncomfortable 
Sunday clothes. His wife is overdressed, 
and wears a hat which has cost a dispro- 
portionate amount of the monthly income. 
The children look stiffened and starched. 
Their clothes and their food, and what will 
be thrown away of the latter by the Irish 
servant-girl, represent the revenue of a 
whole Indian village for a month. They 
are grumbling at the high cost of living, 
and John P. mitigates the cost of his wife's 
hat by denouncing the trusts. They go to 
church, where John P. has a pew in the cen- 
tre aisle. _\ small silver-plated name-plate 
with " John P. Shorter" on it, marks his 
possession of a pew in the sanctuary. He 
knows everybody, everybody knows him. 
There are few or no strangers, and all be- 
long to much the same social stratum as at a 
club. There are no poor or friendless or un- 
kempt persons present. They would be as 
out of place here, as the rabble off the street 
would be in the front ranks of a military 
parade. 
This Occidental arrangement for the 
worship of God is financially and socially 
much the same arrangement as obtains at 
a theatre of the better class. It reminds 
one of the stranger who joined in the an- 
them at a service at l\lagdalen College, Ox- 
ford. The verger promptly spoke to him 
and told him he was not to sing. "This 
is the house of God," he replied, "and I 
am only joining in the worship," "House 
of God!" repeated the agitated verger, 
"House of God, sir! '''hy, this is :Mag- 
dalen Chapel!" Should John the Baptist 


appear at the portals of the Second Church 
of Christ in Kansas City, the sexton would 
be mortified, 
The Second Church is the result of a 
quarrel over who should be superintendent 
of the Sunday-school in the First Church, 
and the seceders now have a church of the 
samefaith, but to themselves. The separa- 
tion has left both the congregations, and the 
revenues of these two bodies, who worship 
the Lord in the beauty of holiness, rather 
lean, but the religious rivalry adds piquancy 
to the social life of the town, and nobody is 
offended apparently, much less shocked, by 
this open rent in the garment of charity, 
This is Foreign 11issions Sunday. John 
P. has given each of the children ten cents, 
and his wife fifty cents, and has provided 
himself, in a convenient pocket, vçÍth the 
amount which he considers his position in 
the church and in the community demands. 
Four strikingly and modishly dressed per- 
sons, two men and two women, in a gallery 
behind the pulpit, where their latest dis- 
coveries in collars, ties, hats, feathers, and 
blouses are ostentatiously, and perhaps 
provocatively displayed, and who are paid 
handsome salaries to outdo a similar quar- 
tette in the First Church, and at the same 
time to voice John P.'s praise of God for 
him, arise, adjust themselves for the in- 
spection of the audience, and strike up: 


"From Greenland's icy mountains 
From India's coral strand 


Thev can us to deliver 
Thei
 land from error's chain." 


They go on to proclaim further, do these 
ladies in corsets, in open-work blouses, and 
wearing high heels, false curls and earrings, 
and gold in their teeth, that: 


"The heathen in his blindness 
Bows down to wood and stone," 


and later ask with due emphasis the ques- 
tion: 


,. Can we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high;- 
Can we to men benighted 
The lamp of life deny? " 


John p, rises, sets his glasses on his nose, 
and follows the words in his hymn-book. 

Irs. John P. inspects the fashions in the 
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choir and about her, and by a natural con- 
catenation of thoughts drifts avmy to that 
alley-way in the \\"aldorf Hotel where she 
sa w, on her one visit there, sartorial visions 
that have never been forgotten. After 
this full-throated invitation to Greenland, 
and to India, and to Ceylon, voiced mainly 
by the quartette of hirelings, to come into 
the fold and be like 1\lr. and :\lrs. Jopn P., 
the missionary pleader is presented to "my 
people" by "our beloved pastor," whose 
salary, by the way, is two months in ar- 
rears. 
I may appear, way out here in Baroda, 
to that monkey in the tree to be looking at 
him, but I am not, I see that preacher as 
though I were seated in the Second Church 
in Kansas City. I hear his exaggerated ac- 
counts of the work done, and of its ever in- 
creasing success, I hear the anecdotes 
picked for the occasion, of misery and want, 
and a longing for better things à la John P. 
Shorter; of the rich rulers "bowing down 
to wood and stone," men of many wives 
and many pleasures, while the peasants are 
bowed down and bent, and burnt brO\vn 
with the toil and heat. 
I have described something of the actual 
situation here where I am a guest, Only 
yesterday afternoon I saw a 
luhammadan 
standing at sunset on a block of stone on 
which he had placed his carpet, in a busy 
street filled with Hindus coming and going, 
saying his prayers and making repeated 
obeisance toward :\Iecca. His religion is 
not only different, but antagonistic to the 
creed and the customs of the Hindus, but 
in Baroda the Gaekwar, a Hindu himself, 
imposes absolute religious tolerance. I ask 
myself what would happen if mass were said 
daily in the open street in Kansas City, 
The missionary in his frock-coat and 
white tie gets hotter and hotter in this fur- 
nace-heated atmosphere-the furnace man 
is a negro. John P., despite his too heavy 
breakfast of fried beef, smiles benignly as he 
hears that the cow is sacred in India, and 
almost winks at the superintendent of the 
stock yards whose pew is across the aisle. 
)lrs, John P., somewhat anæmic, for the 
climate is trying in Kansas City, is glad she 
married John P., as she listens to the ac- 
count of the position of women in India. 
_-\s for me, I shiver to think what the con- 
census of the competent, granting even that 
they are a jury of Christians, would say if 
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they were called upon to decide between 
John P. and the 1\laharaja Gaekwar of 
Baroda. If there is any such heaven as 
John I>. sings about, and hears preached 
about, when he gets there he will be sur- 
prised to find how bright is the halo, how 
tuneful the harp, and how elevated the 
position of some of these heathen princes, 
for whose conversion he, John P. Shorter, 
of the Second Church of Christ, in Kansas 
City, has condescendingly contributed one 
dollar! 
I know of no place in the \vorId so far 
away from Ne\v York as Udaipur. Udai- 
pur is the capital of the native State of :\le- 
war, ruled over by His Highness, the 1\Ia- 
harana Dhiraj Sir Fa.teh Singh, G.C.
.I., 
and has some twelve thousand square miles 
of territory, a population of a little more 
than one million, and revenues of about 
six hundred and tìfty thousand dollars. Its 
ruler is the premier prince, and the proud- 
est, in all India. His authentic ancestry 
reaches back two thousand years, and 
stretches on beyond that in Indian mythol- 
ogy, to the progenitor of the solar race, the 
deified hero Rama. This prince, bears to 
the worId of Hinduism, a relation, unique 
either in the East or the \r est. He is part 
Pope, part High Priest, part King. He 
may even interfere with Brahmanical ex- 
communication; and at his death, men 
who would die rather than submit to an 
insult to their beards, shave their faces 
clean. 
There is no suspicion of representati\"e 
government, no dreams even, of the rights 
of man, no complications of electricity, or 
steam, or compulsory education, no politic
, 
no fantastic hygiene, no patent foods, no 
fear of microbes, no fashions or etiquette of 
a date later than 728 A, D., when the his- 
tory of the present State under the present 
family began by the taking of the fortres:; 
of Chitor by Bappa; no newspapers, no 
news, except the lazy gossip of the bazaars; 
no hurry except \vhen news is brought from 
one of the stations in the hills, where men 
are kept day and night the year round for 
this purpose, that a black panther or a tiger 
has been seen, then the :\laharana and a 
retinue hasten away; no daily excitement 
about an earthquake in Japan, a re\"olution 
in Portugal, a change of gO\'ernment in 
England, a panic in X ew York, a strike in 
Paris, or a rhetorical outburst in Berlin; 
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no jealousy of other countries, no envy of 
progress elsewhere. " hy should there be, 
since their ruler is little less than a god to 
hundreds of millions of Hindus. and to crit- 
icise his home, his habits, and his decrees is 
unthinkable, Therefore I repeat C daipur 
is farther from the Bowery than any other 
place in the ,vorId, 
It was a happy accident of tra'"el that our 
next visit after that to Baroda was to this 
prince, ,,,ho will have nothing to do with 
modern inventions whether of mind or mat- 
ter. 
'Ye left the guest house at Baroda to take 
a train leaving at 5.18 A. 
I. The train v..as 
late and \ve drove back to wait. 'Ye re- 
turned to the station. an hour aIid a half lat- 
er; the train was still late, and we finally got 
away three hours and a half after getting 
out of bed, and twenty-nine hours of con- 
tinuous railway travel brought us to 'Cdai- 
pur. This is one example-there were 
many, though I shall not cite them-which 
bids me again warn travellers who lack en- 
thusiasm, a stout heart, and a strong consti- 
tution, and the best of introductions, that a 
visit to India may prove as disappointing to 
them as it was delightful to us. 
Udaipur is worth all the fatigue of getting 
there. 'Ye were driven to a large stone 
bungalO\v, of which we were the sole occu- 
pants. A splendid old fellow, gray-beard- 
ed, with medals on his breast and a hunting- 
knife in his belt, greeted us at the entrance, 
and put himself and the household at our 
service. The food, the ,vines, the tobacco, 
and the service are of the best, and hearing 
me complain of lack of exercise, the steward 
provides me with a pony for a ride before 
breakfast each morning. At each meal he 
stands in the dining-room, with an eye to 
everything, and from morning till night he 
watches over our comfort as though we 
were his children. 
In the afternoon we are drh"en to the 
lake, where we take a boat and are rO\ved 
to its southern end. 'Ye walk up a path 
to find ourselves on a high terrace look- 
ing down upon a dusty plain ,vhere hun- 
dreds of wild pigs are grunting, squealing, 
quarrelling as they are fed. Here we make 
our bow to our host, He had just come 
in from a panther-hunt. Every afternoon 
when he is at home he is present at the 
feeding of these wild boars. He was stand- 
_ ing with a circle of his courtiers behind him, 


and a mediæval looking figure he was, a 
sword in his left hand, a long hunting- 
knife in his belt, and those about him all in 
hunting tunics and boots. He ,vas a slen- 
der, wiry-looking man of about sixty, well- 
preserved and athletic, with nothing of the 
pallid hue of the puzzled thinker in his look, 
and a deep scar over his right eye due to a 
fall from his horse while pig-sticking. 
,r e bo\ved and shook hands, and through 
the interpreter I thanked him for his hospi- 
tality to us. I was somewhat taken aback 
when the interpreter repeated: t, His High- 
ness says you have no hospitality to thank 
him for since you have only just arrived." 
This seemed an attempt to put me on 
my mettle, so I turned and pointed to the 
lake with its marble palaces, and to the 
gleaming white towers of the huge palace 
overhanging the lake, and said: l!Tell 
His Highness that one glimpse of this is a 
thousand years of hospitality." '\'e had 
some further talk about horses and hunting 
and then turned to go. As we were leav- 
ing, one of the suite came after us, and we 
returned, when the interpreter was bidden 
to tell me that His Highness hoped I would 
enjoy my stay, that I was to stay as long as 
I liked, and that he, the interpreter, was 
commanded to see to it that we had every- 
thing we wanted. 
He is a conservative of the conservatives, 
this prince. He speaks no English, lives 
his own life, never leaves India, will have 
nothing to do with the new-fangled notions 
of the day, is an enthusiastic hunter of big 
game, has killed fifty tigers, besides pan- 
thers and other game, and has never been 
photographed while doing it, and is simple 
and dignified in his demeanor. There was 
an atmosphere of far-off, by-gone times 
on the terrace that afternoon. It was as 
though I had dreamed myself back into 
the _l\1iddle Ages. He and his customs 
and habits and opinions are passing away, 
leaving him a lonely figure in a fussy world, 
but he remains unmO\red, unchanged, dis- 
dainful. Now as I look back and remem- 
her India, he stands out easily as the tÌrst 
gentleman there, and upon the whole the 
most impressive figure I saw in all the Ea8t. 
'Yhen he heard that at the great Durbar, 
the Viceroy was to ride in front, and on the 
elephant beside him was to ride a woman, 
his wife, he declined to ride behind a wom- 
an, and sent his elephant, gorgeously ca- 
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parisoned, but with an empty howdah. In 
these days when every man is either nursing 
or courting a constituency of some sort; 
when books are written, and newspapers 
are printed, and speeches are made, and 
sermons are preached ever with an eye to 
circulation or popularity; when weighing 
down the words and thoughts of every 
man's brain, except the tiniest minority, is 
the dull dead weight of its possible effect 
upon a selfish and superficial mediocrity; 
when both men and women trim their sails 
shiveringly at the bare thought of being 
hlacklisted socially or politically or morally, 
it is refreshing, it is even awesome, to meet 
a man whose only constituency is his own. 
soul! I am not sure that we may not take 
<;teps backward toward L daipur ere long, 
before we take many more along the path 
we are following. \Ye may have better 
sewers, but I doubt if we have more moral 
courage, for it takes some moral courage to 
stand up to the empire which governs one 
in every five of the human race, and more 
than one in every five square miles of the 
habitable globe, and to stand alone. But 
the British like this man far better, I make 
no doubt, than those, whether from India 
or from any other country, who bend to 
them, agree with them, flatter them, and 
who mutilate their pride to become eunuchs 
of patriotism whose capital is Paris and 
whose creed is cosmopolitanism. 
As we were rowed back the length of the 
lake, the sun was going down, leaving a 
great curtain of dark purple as a back- 
ground for the palace. This building 
stands on the crest of a ridge running par- 
allel to the lake, and a hundred feet above 
it, its granite and marble are all of one 
whiteness, and with this royal background 
it looked like a palace of alabaster with 
carved turrets of old ivory. There is only 
one other picture in India, the Taj, which 
bears comparison with this lake and its sur- 
roundings. 
The city, of some fifty thousand inhabi- 
tants, is entirely surrounded by a bastioned 
wall, and the palaces old and new within 
make a town of themselves. On the great 
terrace running the length of the old palace, 
where the 1Iaharana still keeps his own 
apartments, there is room to parade the 
whole army, cavalry, elephants, and all. 
From his windows this mediæval prince 
can look out into this colossal court-yard, 
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where he insists upon the old ways, and 
so we saw the afternoon we were there, as 
you may see any other afternoon, bullocks, 
pigeons, chickens, elephants, camels, geese, 
all sunning themseh'es in lazy contentment. 
As we drove out of the palace, a magnate of 
this small kingdom rode in, mounted on a 
fine horse, the saddle and stirrup-straps of 
red vel vet, and the bridle and reins of some 
red stuff as well. He himself was in brill- 
iant-colored garments, a sword by his side, 
pistols in his belt, and there followed and 
surrounded him a retinue of fifty or more, 
mounted or on foot, with runners on ahead 
to clear the way for them through the 
crowded streets. 
These were delicious days \ve spent roam- 
ing O\"er the palaces and gardens, in and 
out of the temples, and through the sunny 
streets of r daipur. The only sad spot in 
the picture was our reception by the son 
and heir in his apartments. He is a crip- 
ple, shrunken and thin, but with pleasant 
manners, a pathetic smile, and a little Eng- 
lish at his command. He was surrounded 
by the officers of his household, who looked 
stalwart indeed beside him, and it was evi- 
dently a real pleasure to him, as it was 
probably a rare one, to receive strangers. 
I remem ber particularly the garden palace 
so-called, which forms a part of the old pal- 
ace, and is a hanging garden, filled with flow- 
ers and ferns, and palms and fountains, and 
with exquisitely can'ed pillars, and marble 
walls and floors all perched on a part of the 
flat roof; the wonderful carYing of the mar- 
ble around doors and windows; the gar- 
den of the court ladies, surrounded by a 
high wall, with a great marble swimming- 
bath in the center and filled with flowers 
and shrubs; the Hindu temple of J agan- 
nath with an elephant on each side of the 
long flight of marble steps leading up to 
it, and every inch of it carved; the great 
gate-ways of the city, the Elephant gate, 
the Delhi gate, the 1\loon gate; the ceno- 
taphs of the royal family for generations 
back, enclosed by a high wall and with 
many tine trees, and on more than one of 
these tombs mention of the number of 
the wh'es who burned themselves when 
their masters died; the groups, on foot or 
on horseback, of the bewhiskered gentry, 
for even in a land where the beard is 
everywhere a mark of manly dignity, the 
Rajput is conspicuous for his care of his 
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Leard, and by tying a scarf around his head 
and neck he curls out the ends of his whis- 
kers, till sometimcs they are twisted over 
behind his ears, lending him a dashing ap- 
pearance, which his soldierly bearing em- 
phasizes; the startling appearance of gen- 
tlemen in the process of dying their beards 
hlack with henna, for during the interim 
their beards are a bright orange color, 
which gives a particularly fierce frame for 
the dark faces and eyes; and then the re- 
turn to our own little palace with its superb 
view of lakes and hills, and our cosey din- 
ners by candle-light, with the steward 
watching with jealous eye every movement 
of the barefooted and turbaned servants 
who attended us; and well I remember one 
morning the shrieks and cries in our court- 
yard when the steward, well over the age 
when most men enjoy a bout at fisticuffs, 
was seen giving a sound beating to a rap- 
scallion, who had maltreated the buffalo 
that brought us the skins full of water for 
our baths, 
\Yhere could a man go for a holiday 
where he would escape more completely 
from modernity, and be able to look out of 
a casement set in the 
liddle Ages, and see 
his own environment in perspective; where 
better than to e daipur as the guest of the 
:\Iaharana? The sctting is there in these 
bewilderingly beautiful surroundings, and 
surely the prince is there as a seal to stamp it 
as genuine. He is a direct descendant of the 
Rajputs of Chitor. They were conquered 
by the 
Iughals as were the other Rajput 
clans, but they fled and found shelter among 
the mountains and deserts of the Indus, and, 
unlike the others, refused to mingle their 
high-caste Hindu blood even with that 
of a 
Iuhammadan emperor, They still 
boast that they alone among the great 
Rajput clans have never given a daughter 
in marriage to a :\Iughal emperor. Their 
motto is a tìne one: .. \\-ho steadfast keeps 
the faith, him the Creator keeps," Cer- 
tainly the present ruler is putting it to the 
test. Long life and success to him, say I! 
The 
Iaharana's hospitality guarded us 
even when we had left his capital. Four 
hours by train brought us to Chitorgarh. 
There at the 
tation an elephant and a 
tonga, a kind of two-wheeled cart drawn by 
ponies, awaited us and we were taken to 


see the citadel city where this family have 
ruled and fought ever since the beginning of 
the eighth century. On a rocky hill over 
five hundred feet high is the great fort m"er 
three miles in length. In the old tumult- 
uous days the capital city of 
Iewar was 
Chitor, situated in this fort. On one occa- 
sion after a sicge in which eleven royal 
princes were killed, all the women entered 
an underground cave, and were there 
burned to death, and as the smoke and 
flames arose the men rushed out to throw 
themselves upon the s,,,,'ords of their l\Iu- 
hammadan enemies. 
The whole of the enclosure at the top is 
. covered with the ruins of palaces and tem- 
ples. The two towers of Fame and Vic- 
tory, the one eighty feet high, the other in 
nine stories and one hundred and thirty 
feet high, are still ,,,ell preserved. This 
so-called fortress could stowaway the hill 
of the Acropolis in one corner and the 
Roman Forum in another, and impresses 
you with the magnitìcent scale upon which 
these people carried out their building oper- 
ations. How this place was ever captured, 
with its sides of shcer rock reaching up five 
hundred feet from the plain below, and 
crowned by walls so thick that one may 
drive along the tops of them, and this before 
the days of cannon, is a mystery, a mystery 
even to one who has seen Quebec and 
knows its story. 
\Yhen we arrived at the station at Chitor- 
garh, the carriage was detached from the 
train and left on a siding. \rhen we re- 
turned to it from the excursion to the fort, 
we found a kitchen established outside the 
carriage-door, with pots and pans and 
dishes, and charcoal tires and a dinner of 
several courses was there and then prepared 
and handed in to us. I ,vas asked to sign a 
"chit" or voucher for it, for the l\laharana's 
treasurer, but that 1 refused to do. It was 
Rajput gallantry indeed to extend hospital- 
ity to guests so long as they remained in 
Rajput territory, but we drank His High- 
ness's health instead in our own brew, and 
at eleven o'clock the carriage was attached 
to another train and we were off for J aipur; 
with an abiding assurance that our Indian 
hosts, so far, had nothing to learn in the 
\Yest, of fine manners and generous hos- 
pitality, 
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SCENE I 


It is just after sunset of an August e'z:ening. 
The scene is a roo'm in a mountain hut, 
furnished only with a table, benches, and 
a low, broad window seat, Tlzrough 
this window tllree rocky peaks are seen 
by the light of tile moon, 'U}hicll is slowly 
u'h itening the last hues of sunset. A Jl 
oil lamp is burning. Seelchcn, a moun- 
tain girl, eighteen years old, is hum- 
ming a folk-song and putting away in 
a cupboard fresl1ly waslzed soup-b071!ls 
and glasses, Size is dressed in a tight- 
filling black velvet bodice, square-cut at 
tlze ncck, and partly filled in u'ith a gay 
handkerchief, colored rose-pink, blue, 
and golden, like the Alpenrosc, the gen- 
tian, and tlte mountain dandelion; ala- 
baster beads, pale as edelweiss, are 
round her throat; her stiffened, wh ife 
linen sleeves finish at the elbou'; and her 
full, u'cll-worn skirt is of gcntian blue. 
The tOZt'o tlzick plaits of her hair arc 
crossed, and turned round her head. As 
she puts away the last bowl, there is a 
knock,. and Lamond opens the outer 
door. 11 e is young, tanned, and good- 
looking, dressed like a cli.mbcr, and car- 
rÜs a plaid, a ruck-sack, and an ice-axe. 


Lamond. Good-evening! 
Seelcllen, Good-evening, gentle Sir! 
Lamond. l\Iy name is Lamond. I'm 
very late, I fear. 


THE FORM I OF \\ H \T IS 
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DEATH BY SU;MBER. 
DEATH BY DRO\\'NIXG, 
Fl.OWER CHILDREN. 


GOATHERD. 
GOAT llo1<S. 
GOAT GOD. 
THE l
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Seelchen. Do you wish to sleep here? 
Lamond. Please. 
Seelchen. All the beds are full-it is a 
pity. I will call mother. 
Lamond. I've come to go up the Great 
Horn at sunrise. 
Seelchen. (A wed.) The Great Horn! 
But he is impossible. 
Lamond. I am going to try that. 
Seelchen. There is the \\ïne Horn, and 
the Cow Horn. 
Lamond. I have climbed them, 
SeelcTtell. But he is so dangerous-it is 
perhaps-death. 
Lamond. Oh! that's all right! One 
must take one's chance. 
Scclclten. And father has hurt his foot. 
For guide, there is only Hans Felsman. 
Lamond. The celebrated Felsman? 
Seelchen. (
y oddi1'lg; tllen looking at him 
with admiration,) Are you that Herr La- 
mond who has climbed all our little moun- 
tains this year? 
Lamond. :\ll but that hig fellow. 
Seelchen. \Ye have heard of you. \\"ill 
you not wait a day for father's foot? 
Lamond. 
\h! no. I must go back 
home to-morrow. 
Seele/len. The gracious Sir is in a hurry. 
Lamond. (LookingatTterintelltly.) 
\las! 
SeelcTten. _.\re you from London! Is it 
very big? 
Lamond. Six million souls, 
SeclcTten. Oh! (After a little pause.) I 
have seen Cortina twice. 
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Lamond. Do you live here all the year? 
See/ellen. In winter in the valley. 
Lamond. .'\nd don't you want to see the 
world? 
See/chen. Sometimes, (Going to a door 
she calls softly.) Hans! (Then pointing to 
another door,) There are seven German 
gentlemen asleep in there! * 
Lamond, Oh, God! 
See/chen. Please? They are here to 
see the sun rise. (She picks up a little book 
that has dropped from Lamond's pocket.) I 
have read several books. 
Lamond. This is by the great English 
poet, Do you never make poetry here, 
and dream dreams, among your moun- 
tains. 
Seeichen. (Slo'i.R.!ly shaking her head.) 
See! It is the full moon. 
(WhiLe they stand at the willdow looking at 
the 111oon, there enters, a lealt, 'well- 
built, taciturn young man dressed in 
Loden.) 
Seelellen, Hans! 
Felsman. (In a deep 
'oicc.) The gen- 
tleman wishes me? 
Scelell en , (Awed.) The Great Horn for 
to-morrow! (Whispering to hint.) It is 
the celebrated London one. 
Felsman. The Great Horn is not possi- 
ble. 
Lamond. You say that? And you're 
the famous Felsman? 
Felsman. (Grimly.) ""e start at dawn. 
Seelellen. It is the first time for years! 
Lamond. (Placing his plaid and ruck- 
sack on the u'illdow bench ,) Can I sleep 
here? 
Seeldleu. I will see; perhaps- 
(She runs out up the stairs.) 
Fe/sman. (Taking blankets from the 
Cll pboard and spreading them on the window 
seat.) So! 
(.As he goes out into the air, Scelchcll comes 
sLipping ill again with a lighted can- 
dle,) 
Seeldlen. There is still one bed. This 
is too hard for you. 
Lamond, Oh! thanks; but that's all 
right. 
SeelchC1l. To please me! 
Lamond, :\lay I ask your name? 
Seelchen. Seelchen, 
* The nationality of these gentlemen should be English 
\\hen the play isgi\en in Germany; and Lamond should be 
German. 


Lamond. Little soul, that means- 
doesn't it? To please you I would sleep 
with seven German gentlemen, 
Sceldlen. Oh! no; it is not necessary. 
Lamond. (fT'ith a grave bow,) At your 
service, then. (H e prepares to go.) 
See/dlen. It is very nice in towns, in the 
,rorld, where you come from? 
Lamond. ""hen I'm there I would be 
here; but when I'm here I would be there, 
Seelchcn. (Clasping her hands,) That 
is like me-but I am always here. 
Lamond. Ah! yes; there is no one like 
you in towns: 
Seelclzcn, In two places one cannot be. 
(Suddenly,) In the towns there are the- 
atres, and there is beautiful fine work, and 
-dancing, and-churches-and trains- 
and all the things in books-and- 
Lamond. :Misery. 
Secldlcll. But there is life. 
Lamond. And there is death, 
Scclellen. To-morrow, when you have 
climbed-will you not come back? 
Lamond. No. 
SeelcllC1l. You have all the world; and 
I ha \"e nothing. 
Lamond. Except Felsman, and the 
mountains. 
Seeldlen. It is not good to eat only 
bread. 
Lamond. (Looking at hcr Izard.) I 
would like to eat -VOll! 
Secle/len. But í am not nice; I am full 
of big wants-like the cheese with holes. 
Lamond. I shall come again. 
Seelcllcn. There will be no more hard 
mountains left to climb. And if it is not 
e
citing, you do not care. 
Lamond. 0 wise little soul! 
Seelchen. No, I am not wise. In here 
it is ah\"ays aching. 
Lamond. For the moon? 
Seele/len. Yes, (Then suddenly.) From 
the big world you ",ill remember? 
Lamond. (Taking her hand.) There is 
nothing in the big world so sweet as this. 
Seelclzen. (Hïsely.) But there is the 
Lig world itself. 
Lamond. :\lay I kiss you, for good- 
nigh t ? 
(Size puis her face forward; and he kisses her 
cheek, and, suddenly, her Lips. Then 
as she draws away.) 
Lamond. I am sorry, little soul. 
Seelellcn. That's all right! 
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ILamolld. (Taking the condie,) Dream 
well! Good-night! 
Seelrllen. (Softly.) Good-night! 
Felsman. (Coming in fr0111 tlte air, alid 
eying tltem.) It is cold-it ,,,ill be fine. 
(Lamolld, still looking back, goes up the 
stairs; and Felsmall 'ik'aits for him to 
pass.) 
Seeldll'11, (From the windou' seat.) It 
was hard for him here, I thought. 
(Ife goes up to her, stays a moment lookillg 
dmvn, then bends and kisses her vio- 
lently,) 
Sceldlen. Art thou angry? 


(He does not answer, but turning out the 
lamp,. goes into an inner room.) 
(See/chen sits gazing through the window at 
the peaks bathed in full moonlight. 
Then drawing the blankets_ about her, 
she snuggles down on the window seat.) 


Seelellen. (In a sleepy 'l.JOice.) They 
kissed me-both, (Site sleeps.) 
(The scene falls 'quite dark,) 


SCE
E II 


Tlte scene is slowly illumined as by dau'1l. 
Seele/len is still lying on the window 
seat. She sits up, frees her face and 
Itands fr0111 the blankets, changing the 
s'iJ..'atl1Ïngs of deep sleep for tlle filmy 
coverings of a dream. The wall of the 
hut has vanished; tllere is nothing be- 
tween her and the tllree mountains, 
veiled in mist, save a trough of dark- 
ness. Then as tile peaks of the moun- 
tains brigllten, tltey are seen to llaì.Je 
great faces. 
Seelell , Cll Oh! They have faces! 
(The face of The Wine Horn is the profile of 
a beardless youth. The face of The 
Cow Horn is that of a mountain she p- 
herd, solemn and brown, with fierce 
black eyes and a black beard. Be- 
tween them The Great Horn, whose 
hair is of snow, has a high, beardless 
visage, as of carved bronze, like a male 
sphinx, serene, without cruelty. F flr 
down belmv the faces of the peaks, abuve 
the trough of darkness, are peeping out 
the four little heads of the flowers of 
Edelweiss, and Gentian, .1'10untain 
Dandelion, and AIPenrose; on their 
heads are crowns, made of their several 
flawers, all pawdered with dewdrops; 
and when The FlO"dJers lift their child- 
faces little tinkling bells ring.) 
(.W around the peaks there is 110thing but 
blue sky.) 
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Edelu'eiss. (In a tiny voice,) \Vould 
you? \Y ould you? \Y ould you? Ah! 
hat 
(;('ntian, Jl. Dandelion, Alpe1=--ose. (lrilh 
their bells ringing en
'iously,) Oo-oo-oo! 
(From behind The Cow Horn are heard the 
voices of Cowbells and .1IOll1ltain .lir: 


"Clinkel-clink! Clinkel-clink!" 
" .1[ oll1ltain air! J[ Olmtain air!" 
(From behind The Wine H om rise the rh'al 
'voices of View of Italy, Flume of 
Steam, and Things in Books:) 
"lam Italy! Italy!" 
"See me-sleant in the distance!" 
"0 remember the things in books!" 
(.11ld all call out together, very softly, 'Ivith 
The Flowers ringing their bells, Theil 
far away like an echo comes a-sighing:) 
" Jlo11lltain air! Jlo11nlain air!" 
(And suddenly the Peak of The Caw Horn 
speaks in a voice as of one unaccus- 
tomed.) 
The Cow 110rn, .-\mongst kine and my 
black-brown sheep I live; I am silence, and 
monotony; I am the solemn hills, I am 
fierceness, and the mountain wind; clean 
pasture, and wild rest. Look in my eyes, 
love me alone! 
Seelchen, (Breathless,) The Cow Horn! 
He is speaking-for Felsman and the 
mountains. It is the half of my heart! 
(The Flowers laugh haPPily.) 
The Cow H or11. I stalk the eternal hills 
-1 drink the mountain snows. 1ly eyes 
are the color of burned wine; in them lives 
melancholy. The lowing of the kine, the. 
wind, the sound of falling rocks, the run- 
ning of the torrents; no other talk know 1. 
Though ts simple, and blood hot, strength 
huge-the cloak of gravity. 
Seelelleu. Yes, yes! I want him. He 
is strong! 
(The voices of Cowbells and .1IOll1ltain .1 ir 
cry out togetlter:) 
"Clinkel-clink! Clinkel-clink!" 
" .110untain air! .1l0111llain air!" 
The Cmv Horn. Little soul! Hold to 
me! Love me! Live with me under the 
stars! 
Seelchen. (Below her breath,) I am 
afraid. 
(A nd suddenly the Peak of The Wine I-lOrlt 
speaks in a youtlt's voice. 
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The IT" ine Horn. I am the will 0' the 
wisp that dances thro' the streets; I am the 
cooing dove of Towns, from the plane trees 
and the chestnuts' shade. From day to 
day all changes, where I burn my incense 
to my thousand little gods. In white pal- 
aces I dwell, and passionate dark alleys. 
The life of men in crowds is mine-of 
lamplight in the streets at dawn. (Softly,) 
I have a thousand loves, and never one too 
long; for I am nimbler than your heifers 
playing in the sunshine. 


(The Flowers, ringillg ill alarm, cry:) 


"nre know them!" 
The JJïne Horn. I hear the rustlings of 
the birth and death of pleasure; and the 
rattling of swift wheels. I hear the hungry 
oaths of men; and lm"e ki:;ses in the airless 
night. 'Yithout me, little soul, you starve 
and die. 
Seelellen. He is speaking for the gentle 
Sir, and the big world of the Town. It 
pulls my heart. 
The TJ'ine Horn, 1\Iy thoughts sur- 
pass in number the flowers in your mead- 
ows; they fiy more swiftly than your eagles 
on the wind. I drink the wine of aspira- 
tion, and the drug of disillusion. Thus 
am I never dull! 


(The voices of rieur of Italy, Flume of 
Steam, alld Things Ì1I Books are heard 
calling out together:) 


"I am Italy, Italy!" 
"See me-steam in the distance!" 
"0 remember, remember!" 
The !Joine IIorn. Love me, little soul! 
I paint life fifty colors. I make a thou- 
sand pretty things! I twine about your 
heart! 
Seelchen. He is honey! 
(The Flowers ring their bells jealously and cry:) 
"Bitter! Bitter!" 
The Cow Horn. Stay with me, Seel- 
chen! I wake thee with the crystal air. 


(The 'voices of Cowbells alld JI Olmtaill Air 
sing out far away:) 


"Clinkel-dink! Clinkel-clink!" 
"Jloun/ain air! .Jloun/ain air .'" 


(.A nd The Flowers laugh happily.) 
The JJïne If orn. Come with me, Seel- 
chen! ::\ly fan, Variety, shall wake you! 


(The 'voices of Jïew of Italy, Flume of 
Steam, and Things ill Books chant 
softly:) 
"I am Italy! Italy!" 
"See me-steam in the distance!" 
"0 remember, remernber.'" 
(A nd The Flowers moan,) 
Seelchen. (In grief.) l\ly heart! It is 
torn! 
The Tr i nc Horn. \\ïth me, little soul, 
}ou shall race in the streets, and peep at all 
secrets, "'e will hold hands, and f1y like 
the thistle-down. 
J/. Dandelion. l\Iy puff-balls fly faster! 
The Trine Horn. I will show you the 
sea. 
Gentian. 
Iy blue is deeper! 
The JJïne Horn. I will shower on you 
blushes, 
Alpenrose, I can hlush redder! 
The Trine Horn. Little soul, listen! 
l\Iy Jewels! Silk! Yelvet! 
Edelweiss. I am softer than velvet! 
The JJÏne If orn. (Proudly.) :\Iy won- 
derful rags! 
The Flowers. (llloaning.) Of those we 
ha\"e none, 
Seele/len. He has all things. 
The C07.i' IIorn. :L\Iine are the clouds 
with the dark silvered wings; mine are the 
rocks on fire with the sun; and the dcw- 
drops cooler than pearl:;. .\way from my 
breath of snow and sweet grass, thou wilt 
droop, little soul. 
The Trine 110m, The dark Clove is my 
fragrance! 


(The Flowers ring eagerly, and turning up 
their faces, cry:) 


"Jre too, smell sweet. .. 


(But the 'voices of 1ïew of Italy, Flume of 
Steam, and Things in Books cry out:) 


"I am Italy! Italy!" 
"See me-steam in /lte distance!" 
"0 remember, rcmember.'" 
Seele/len. (Distracted.) Oh! it is hard! 
The Cow Horn. I will ncver desert 
thee. 
The Trine Horn. .\ hundred times I 
will de:;ert you. a hundred times come back, 
and kiss you. 
See/chen. (JJ'ltisperillg.) Peace for my 
heart! 
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The Cow Horn, 'Vith me thou shalt lie thou pretty nathe, trying to eat the world! 
on the warm wild thyme, Thou shalt come to me at last, my little 
( 7 J . ) soul! 
T,le Flawers laugh wppzly. (The Yoices and The Flower bells peal out. 
Seelchen enraptured, stretches her arms 
to embrace the sight and sound, but all 
fades slawly into dark sleep. 


The Trine Horn. \\ïth me you shall lie 
on a bed of dove's feathers, 


(The Flawers moan.) 
The TTïne IIorn. I will give you old wine. 
The Cow Horn. I will give thee new milk. 
The IJ1ine Horn. Hear my song.! 



From far away comes a sound as of man- 
dolins,) 


Seeldzen, (ClasPing her breast.) :My 
heart-it is leaving me! 
The Cow Horn. Hear my song! 
(From the distance floats the piPing of a 
Shepherd's reed.) 
Seelclzell. (Curving her hand at her 
ears.) Ah! 
The Cow Horn. Stay with me, Seel- 
chen! 
Tlze Trine Ilorn. C011le with me, Seel- 
chen! 
The Cow Horn, I give thee certainty! 
Tlze Trine HonE. I give you chance! 
The Cow Horn. I give thee peace! 
The Tr ine Horn. I give you change. 
The Cow Horn, I give thee stillness. 
The Jr Ùze Horn. I give you voice. 
The Cow Horn. I give thee one love. 
The Tf' ine Horn. I give you many. 
Seelclzen. (As if the words were torn/rom 
her heart,) Both, both-l will love! 
(.4 nd suddenly the Peak of The Great Horn 
speaks:) 
The Great H orn. 
\nd both thou shalt 
love, little soul! Thou shalt lie on the hills 
with Silence; and dance in the cities with 
Knowledge. Both shall possess thee! The 
sun and the moon on the mountains shall 
burn thee; the lamps of the town singe thy 
wings, small _Moth! Each shall seem all 
the world to thee, each shall seem as thy 
grave! Thy heart is a feather blown from 
one mouth to the other. But be not afraid! 
For the life of a man is for all loves in turn. 
'Tis a little raft moored, then sailing out 
into the blue; a tune caught in a hush, then 
whispering on; a new-born babe, half 
courage and half sleep, There is a hidden 
rhythm. Change, Quietude, Chance, Cer- 
tainty. The One, The :Uany, Burn on- 


SCEXE III 


The dark scene again becomes glamorous. 
Seeichen is seen with her hand stretched 
out toward the Piazza of a little town, 
with a plane tree on one side, a wall on 
tlze other, and from the open doorway of 
an Inn a pale path of liglzt. Over tlze 
Inn hangs afull golden moon, Against 
tlze'lvall, under the glil1tl1ter of a lamp, 
leans a youth with Ilzeface of Tlze JJ" ine 
Horn, in a crimson cloak, tlzrumming 
a mandolin, and singing: 


" Little star soul 
Tlzrough the frost fields of night 
Roaming alone, disconsolate- 
From out the cold 
I call thee in- 
Striking 111)' dark mandolin- 
Beneath this moon of gold." 


(From the Inll Comes a burst of laltghter, and 
the sound of dancing.) 


Seele/zen. (JJ7zisperillg,) It is the big 
,,,"odd! 


(The youth if The Wine Horn sings 011.) 


" Pretty gray motlz, 
If here tlze strange candles slline, 
Seeking for warmth, so des peratc- 
A h! fluttl'ring dm'e 
I bid thee 'li.!in- 
Striking my dark mandolin- 
Tlze crimson flame of IDve," 


Seelclzcll. (Gazing enraptured at tlze 
11111.) They are dancing! 
(As she speaks, from either side come moth- 
children, meeting and jluttering up the 
path of light to tlte Inn doorway; then 
u'heeling aside, they form again, alld 
againjlllller forward.) 
Seele/zen. (I-Iolding out Izer hands.) 
They are real-Their wings are windy. 
(The rOll/it of Tlte Wine Horn sings on:) 
"Lips of my song, 
To tlze white maiden's heart 
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Co )'e, and 'i.dzisper, passionate, 
T/zese words tlzåt burn- 
'0 listening one! 
Lo
'e tlzat jliet/z past is gone 
lYor ever may return I'" 
(See/chen runs toward him-but the light 
abo'i-,e him fades, he has become shadow. 
She tUTtIS bC'UJildered to the dallcing 
moth-children-but they '['anish before 
/zero At the door of the I1/n stands 
Lamond in a dark cloak.) 
See/chen. It is )'Oltl 
Lamond. \\Ïthout my little soul I am 
cold. Come! (He holds out his arms to /zer.) 
See/chen. Shall I be safe? 
Lamond, '''hat is safety? Are you 
safe in your mountains? 
See/chen. 'Yhere am I, here? 
Lamond, The Town. 


(Smiling he points to the doorway. And 
silent as shadows there come dancing 
out, two by two, two girls and two 
'youths. The first girl is dressed in 
whitë satin alld jewels; and the first 
'youth in black '['eh'et. The second girl 
is in rags, and a shawl; and the second 
youth in shirt and corduroys. They 
dance gra7-'ely, each couPle as if in a 
u'orld apart,) 
Seelchen. (IJ"/zispering.) In the moun- 
tains all dance together. Do they never 
change partners? 
Lamond, How could they, little one? 
Those are rich, these poor. But see! 
(.1 Corybantic CouPle come dancing forth. 
The girl has bare limbs, a flame-col- 
cred shift, and hair bound with red 
flowers; tile youth is Pierroesque. They 
pursue not only each other, but the 
other girls and 'Youths, For a moment 
all is a furious medley. Then the 
Corybantic Couple 'vanish into the l nn, 
and the first two couPles are left, slowly, 
s.olenl1lly dancing, apart from each 
other as before.) 
See/chen. (Slzuddering.) Shall lone 
day dance like that? 
(The Youth of The Wine Horn appears 
again beneath the lamp. He strikes a 
loud chord; then as Seelchen muves 
toward that sound the lamp goes out; 
there is again only blue shadow; but 
the couPles IW'i!e disappeared into the 
Inn, and the doorway has grown dark.) 


S'eeZchell. Ah! 'Yhat I do not like, 
he will not let me see. 
Lamond. \\ïll you not come, then, lit- 
tle soul? 


See/clzen. Always to dance? 
Lamond. Not.so! 
(The shutters of the houses are suddenly 
thrown 'wide. In a lighted room 011 
one side of the Inn are seen two pale 
men and a woman, amongst many 
clicking machines. On the other side 
of the Inn, in a forge, are visible two 
women and a man, but half clothed, 
making chains. 
Seelchen. (Recoiling from both sights 
in turn.) How sad they look-all! 'Yhat 
are they making? 
(In the dark doorway of the Inn a light 
shines out, and in it is seen a figurr, 
'['isible only from the waist up, clad in 
gold-cloth studded with jewels, with a 
flushed comPlacent face, holding ill one 
hand a glass of golden wine. 


Seelclzen. 
Lamond. 
See/clzell. 
cannot see, 


It is beautiful. ''"hat is it? 
Luxury. 
\rhat is it standing on? I 


(Cnseen, The Wine Horn's ma1
dolin 
twangs out. 


Lamond. For that do not look, little 
soul. 
Seelchen. Can it not walk? ( He s/zakes 
lzis lzead.) Is that all they make here with 
their sadness? 
(But again the mandolin twangs out; the 
shutters fall over the houses; the door of 
the Inn grows dark. 
Lamond. ''"hat is it, then, you would 
have? Is it learning? There are books 
here, that, piled on each other, would 
reach to the stars! (But Seeldzen shakes 
lzer lzead.) There is religion so deep that 
no man knows what it means. (But Seel- 
dzen shakes her lzead.) There is religion 
so shallow, you may have it by turning a 
handle. ,'" e have everything. 
See/chen. Is God here? 
Lamond. ',"ho knows? Is God \vith 
your goats? (But See/e/zen shakes her 
head.) ''"hat then do you want? 
Seelchen. Life. 


(The mandolin twangs out,) 


Lamond. (Pointing to his breast.) There 
is but one road to life- 
Seelelzcn. Ah! but I do not love. 
Lamond. ',"hen a feather flies, is it not 
loving the wind-the unknown? ,\ hen 
the day brings not new things, we are 
children of sorrow. If darkness and light 
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did not change, could wc breathe? Child! 
To live is to love, to loye is to live-seeking 
for wonder. (And as she draws nearer.) 
See! To love is to peer over the edge, and, 
spying the little gray Hower, to climb down! 
It has -wings; it has flown-again you must 
climb; it shivers, 'tis but air in your hand 
-you must crawl, you must cling, you 
must leap, and still it is thcre and not there 
-for the gray flower flits like a moth, and 
the wind of its wings is all you shall catch, 
But your eyes shall be shining, your cheeks 
shall be burning, your breast shall be pant- 
ing-Ah! little heart! (The scene falls 
darker.) And when the night comes- 
there it is still, thistledown blmvn on the 
dark, and your white hands will reach for 
it, and your honey breath waft it, and never, 
never, shall you grasp that wanton thing- 
but life shall be lovely. (His voice dies to a 
7.t'hisper, He stretches out l1Ïs arms.) 
Seelchen, (Tollching his breast.) I will 
comc, 
Lamond. (Drawing her to tIle dark door- 
"my,) Love me! 
Seelehen. I lm"e! 


(The mandolin twangs out, the doorway for 
a moment is all glamorous; and they 
pass through. Illumined by the glim- 
mer of the lamp the Youth of The Wine 
Horn is seen again. A nd slowly to 
the chords of his mandolin he begins to 
sing:) 
"The 7l'indy hours through darkness fly- 
Canst hear them, little heart? 

Y ew lm'es are born, and old lO7.'es die, 
A lld kissing liPs must part. 
The dusky bees of passing years- 
Canst see them, soul of mille- 
Fro.m flower and flower supping tears, 
And pale sweet honey wine? 
(His voice g,:ows strange and passionate.) 
'0 flame that treads the marsll of time 
Flitting fore'"uer low, 
n"here tllrougll the black enchantcd slime 
Tre, desperate,following go- 
Untimely.fire, u.'e bid tllee stay /' 
Illto dark air above, 
The golden gypsy thins away- 
So has it been with lO'l.'e/" 


(While he is singing, the moon grows pale, 
and dies. It falls dark, sa've for the 
glimmer of the lamp beneath which he 
stands. But as his song ends, the 
dawn breaks m'er the houses; the lamp 
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goes out-The IT" ine Horn becomcs 
shadow. Thm from the doorway of 
the Inn, in the chill gray light Seel- 
chen comes forth, She is pale, as if 
wan with li'i.'Í1zg; her eyes like Pitch 
against the powdery whiteness of her 
face.) 
Seelchen. 
ly heart is old. 
(But as she speaks, Jromfar away is heard 
afaint chiming of Cowbells; and while 
she stands listening, Lamond appears 
in the doorway of the Inn.) 
Lamond. Little soul! 
Seelellcn. You! Always you! 
Lamond. I have new wonders. 
Seele/len, (Jlournfully.) Xo. 
Lamond. I swear it ! You are not 
tired? It cannot be. I am never the 
same. 
Seelclze1l. Listen! 


(The chime of The Cowbells is heard again.) 
Lamo1ld. (Jealously.) The music of 
dull sleep! Has life, then, with me been 
sorrow? 
Seelrhe1l. I do not regret. 
Lamond. Come. 
Seele/lell. (Pointing to her breast.) The 
bird is tired with flying. (Toue/zing her 
lips.) The flowers have no dew. 
Lamond, \Yould you leave me? 
Seelellen. See! 
(There, in a streak of the dawn, against the 
plane tree is seen the ShePherd of The ClT& 
H oyn, standing wrapped ill his mountain 
cloak.) 
Lamond. \Yhat is it? 
Seelchen. He! 
Lamond. There is nothing. (He holds 
her fast.) I have shown you the marvels 
of my town-the gay, the bitter wonders. 
\\ e have known life. Do not leave me 
now! If I may no longer live, let me die 
with you! See! Here are sweet Deaths 
by Slumber and by Drowning! 


(The mandolin twangs out, and from the 
dim doorway of the Inlt come forth the 
shadowy forms, Death by Slumber and 
Death by Drowning, who to a ghostly 
twanging of mandolins dance slowly 
toward Seelchen, stand smiling at her, 
and as slowly dance away,) 


Scclcllen. (Following.) Yes, They are 
good and sweet. 
(While she mm'es toward the bl/f, La- 
mond's face becomes transfigured witlt 
joy, But just as she reaches the door- 
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way, there is a distant chiming of bells 
and blowing of pipes, and the Shep- 
herd of The Cow Horn sings:) 
" To tlte 'U..'ild grass come, and tIle dull far roar 
Of tlze falling rock; to tlte flowery meads 
OJ thy 11'lOlt1ltain home, where the eagles soar, 
A nd the grizzled flock in the sunshinefeeds. 
To the A lp, where I, in the pale light 
crou-'ned 
nïth the moon's thin Izorns, to my pasture 
roam; 
To the silent sky, and the u-'is
ful sound 
Of tIle rosy dau'ns--1ny daughtcr, come!" 
(H'hile he sings, the sun has risen; and 
Seelchen has turned, with parted lips, 
and hands stretched out; and the forms 
of death ha7.Je vanished.) 
Seeichen, I come. 
Lamond. (ClasPing her knees.) Little 
soul! :l\1ust I then die, like a gnat when the 
sun goes down? \\'ithout you I am nothing. 
Seeldlcn. (Releasing herself.) Poor 
heart-I am gone! 
Lamond. It is dark, (He covers his 
face with his cloak.) 
(Then as Seelchen reaches the Shepherd of 
The Cow Horn, there is blown a long 
note of a PiPe; the scene falls black; and 
there rises a far, continual, mingled 
sound of Cowbells, and Flower Bells, 
and PiPes. 


SCEKE 1\' 


Tltc scene slowly brightens witlt tlte misty 
flush of dawn. Seelellen stands on a 
green alP under the Ilorn mountains, 
su'athed in mist. A slip of a moon, over 
tlte peaks,is lying on her back. On a 
low rock sits a brou'n-faced Goatherd 
blowing on a pipe, and Îhefour Flower- 
children are dancing in their shifts of 
gray-white, and blue, rose-pink, and 
burnt-gold. Their bells are ringing, as 
they pelt each other u'ith flowers of their 
own colors,. and each in turn, wheel- 
ing, flings one flo'wer at Seelchen, u'lzo 
puts them to her lips and eyes, 


Seelellcn. The dew! (She 1JlO
'eS toward 
the rock.) Goatherd! 
(But The Flowers encircle him; and when 
they wheel away he has vanished. She 
turns to The Flowers, but they too'van- 
ish, The veils of mist are rising. 
Seeldlen. Gone! (Size rubs Iler eycs; 
t!zen turning once more to the rock, sees Fels- 


man standing tlzere, u'itll his arms folded,) 
Thou! 
Felsman. So thou hast come-like a 
sick heifer to be healed. \\T as it good in 
the Town-that kept thee so long? 
Seelehen. I do not regret. 
Felsman. "'hy then return? 
See/chen, I was tired. 
Fe/s11lan, Never again shalt thou go 
from me! 
Seeldlen. (Jlocking.) \\ïth what wilt 
thou keep me? 
Felsman. (Grasping her.) Thus. 
Seelchen. I have known Change-I am 
no timid maid. 
Felsman. (ll/oodily.) Aye, thou art dif- 
ferent. Thine eyes are hollow-thou art 
white-faced. 
Seeldlen. (Still mocking.) Then what 
hast thou here that shall keep me? 
Felsman. The sun, 
Seeldlen. To burn me. 
Felsman. The air. 


(There is a faint wailing of a wind.) 


Seelchen. 
Fe/sman. 


To freeze me. 
The silence, 


(The noise of the wind dies awav.) 
Seelchen. Yes, it is lonely. 
Fe/sman, 'Vait! And the flowers shall 
dance to thee. 
(A nd to a ringing of their bells, The FÜrù.J- 
ers come dancing; till, one by one, they 
cease, and sink down, 1l0dding,falling 
asleep.) 
Seelchen, See! Even they grow sleepy 
here! 
Felsman. I ,vill call the goats to wake 
them. 


(The Goatherd is seen again sitting upright 
on his rock and piping. .And there 
come four little brown, wiLd-eyed, naked 
Boys, with Goat's legs and feet, who 
dance gravely in and out of The SLeep- 
ing Flowers; and The Flowers wake. 
spring up, and fly. Till each Goal. 
catching his flower, has 'I.!anished, and 
The Goatherd has ceased to pipe, and 
lies motionless again on his rock,) 


Felsman. Love me! 
See/chen. Thou art rude! 
Fe/sman. Love me! 
Sceldlen. Thou art grim 
 
Felsman. Ay, I have no silver tongue. 
Listen! This is my voice! (S'weePing his 
arm round all tlze still alp.) It is quiet. 
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From dawn to the íÌrst star all is fast. 
(Laying his hand on her heart.) 
-\nd the 
wings of the bird shall be still. 
See/dlen. (Touching 11 is eyes,) Thine 
eyes are fierce. In them I see the wild 
beasts crouching, In them I see the dis- 
tance. Are they always fierce? 
Felsman. Xever to look on thee-my 
flower. 
Secldlen. (Touching his hands.) Thy 
hands are rough to pluck flO\vers. (She 
breaks away from him to the rock u,llere Tlze 
Goatllerd is lying.) See! 
othing moves! 
The very day stands stilI. Boy! (But The 
Goatherd neither stirs nor ans'lt'ers.) He is 
lost in the blue. (Passionatel)'.) Boy! 
He will not answer me. Xo one will an- 
swer me here. 
Felsman. (H'itlt fierce longing.) Am I 
then no one? 
Seelchen. Thou? 


(The scene darkens 'i.L'itlt e..'clling. 


See! Sleep has stolen the day! It is 
night already, 
(Thcre come the femalc shadow forms of 
Sleep, in bluc-star-seu.m garments, '{i'(l'i.'- 
ing their arms droU'sily, 'i.cheeling 
round her.) 
SeeldlC1l. Are you Sleep? Dear Sleep! 
(Smiling, she holds her arms to Fe/sman. 
He takes her swaying form. They 
'i.'anish into the shadow of the rock, en- 
circled by theforms of Sleep. It is quite 
dark, sa..'e for the light of the thin- 
horned moon suddenly grown bright. 
Theil Oil his rock, to afaint piping The 
Goatherd sillgs:) 
,. JI Y goat, my little speckled one, 
JI y )'ellO'i.I.'-eyed, s'lceet-smelling, 
Let moon and u'illd and goldell S/t1/, 

 1ud stars beyond allteUing 
JI ake, C'i..'ery day, a s'it.'ccter grass, 
And mzdtiply thy leaping! 
And may the mountainfoxes pass 
And llCL'CY scent tlzee sleeping! 
OlL! Let my pipe be dear and far, 
A nd let me find s'it.'eet 'leater! 

V 0 lza'ii.'k, nor udder-seeking jar 
Come near thcc, little dauglrter! 
JIay fiery rocks defend, at noon, 
Thy tender feet from sliPping! 
All! lzear my prayer beneatll tlze moo1/,- 
{;reat JI aster, Goat-God-sk i p ping!" 
(There passes ill the thin moonlight the 
Goat-God Pan; and with a long wail 
of the PiPe The Goatherd Boy is silent. 


;):
ü 


Then the mooll fades, and all is black; 
till in the faillt grisly light of the false 
dawn creeping up, Seelchen is seen ris- 
ing from the side of the sleePing Fels- 
mall. The Goatherd Boy has gone; but 
by the rock stands the ShePherd of The 
Cow Hom -in his cloak.) 
Seelchen. Years. years I have slept. ::\ly 
spirit is hungry. (Tlzen as she sees tI!t: Sllep- 
Izerd oj T Ize C O'W lIon/, standing tlzere.) I 
know thee now-Life of the earth-the 
smell of thee, the sight of thee, the taste of 
thee, and all thy music. I have passed 
thee and gone by. 


(She moves away.) 
Felsmall. (Waking.) \\"here wouldst 
.thou go? 
Seelclzen. To the edge of the world, 
Felsman. (Rising and trying to stay her. 
Thou shalt not leave me! 


(But against her smiling gesture he strug- 
gles as though against solidity.) 


Seelclzell. Friend! The time is on me. 
Felsman. \\"ere my kisses, then, too 
rude? ". as I too dull? 
Seelellen. I do not regret. 
(The r outlz of The Wine H ornis seell sud- 
denly standing opposite the motionless 
ShePherd of The Cow Horn; his man- 
dolin twangs out.) 
Fc/small. The cursed music of the 
Town! Is it back to lzim thou wilt go? 
(Groping for siglzt of tlze hated figure.) I 
cannot see. 
Seelchen. Fear not! I go ever onward. 
Felsman. Do not leave me to the wind 
in the rocks! 'Yithout thee love is dead, 
and I must die. 
See/chen. Poor heart! I am gone. 
Felsman. (Crouäling against tlze rock) 
It is cold. 
(.It the blowing of the ShePherd's pipe The 
Cow Horn stretches forth his hand to 
Izer. The mandolin twangs out, and 
The 1Tïlle Horn bends toward her. 
She stands unmoving.) 
See/eliCit. Companions, I must go, In 
a moment it will be dawn. 


(It, silence The Cow Horn and The Wine 
H om C07.'er their faces. The false 
dawn dies. It falls quite dark.) 


SCEXE V 


TIlen a faint glo71 , stealing up, lights tlze 
SIlO'Ll'y head oj Tlze Great Horn, and 
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streams forth on Seelchen. To eilher 
side of Ihat þath of ligl1t, like shadO'i.i.'s, 
The Cow Horn, and The Trine Horn 
stand 'i.dilz cloaked heads, 


Seeldzen. Great One! I come! 
(The Peak of The Great H om speaks in a 
. far-away 'l!oice, grcrdlillg, with the light, 
clearer and stronger.) 
TJ'andering flame, tholl restless fei:er 
Burning all l/zings, regretting none 7. 
The winds of fale are stilled fore
ler- 
Thy little gencyous life is done, 
And all ils u'is
fltl u ' ollderings cease. 
Tholl tnn'eller to Ihe tideless sea, 
Where lighl and dark, and change and peace, 
Are Due-Come, little soul, to Jlystery! 
(Seelclzen, falling on her knees, bows her 
head to the ground, The glow slowly 
fades till the scelle is black.) 


SCEXE \"1 


Then as the blackness lifls, in the dim light 
of the false da'lt'n, filtering throllgh the 


'zt'indow oj the mountain hut, Lamond 
and Fe/sman are seen standing beside 
Seeldzen looking down at her asleep on 
the window seat, 


Fclsman. (Putting out his hand 10 wake 
her.) In a moment it will be dawn. 


(She stirs, alld her liPs mcrue, murmuring.) 


Lamond. Let her sleep. She's dream- 


ing. 


(Felsman raises a lantern, till its light falls 
on her face. Theil the two mell m01'e 
stealthily tmvard the door, and, as she 
speaks, pass out.) 
Seeldzen. (Rising to her knees, and 
stretclzing out her hands with esetas)'.) 
Great One, I come! (JV aking, she looks 
around, and struggles to her feet.) 
Iy little 
dream! 


(Through the open door, the first flush of 
dawn shows in the sky. There is a 
sUUlld of guat bells passing.) 


THE CCRTALY FALLS. 


IN THE CITY CRO\VD 


By Rhoda Hero Dunn 


ILLUSTRATIO:\ HY F. c. YOH
 


\YITH hurried feet or feet more slow, 
But eyer with regardless eye 
The friends whom we shall never know, 
}'orever pass us by. 


Oh, sad-eyed father gray from years 
Of bitter, sharp ungratefulness, 
Cordelia, orphaned and in tears, 
Is near you in the press. 


enrealized, m\" brother, we 
K ow step a" little side by side. 
A Hamlet lost in misen'; 
Horatio, friend deniecÍ. 


1\Iiranda fair! that blush which ran 
A mument in your cheek was fanned 
Not by attendant Calihan 
But passing Ferdinand: 


And you, white-lipped Antonio, 
,rho go to pay your debt with death, 
Against you Portia's ribbons bluw, 
And on yuur face, her breath. 


And yet with hurried feet, or slow, 
But eyer \\'ith regardles
 eye 
These friends, whom we shall never know, 
Foreyer pass us by. 
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The Creation of Adam. By )Iichelangelo. 
In the Sistine Chapel. 


TIlE CLASSIC SPIRI'T IN PAINTING 


By I(enyon Cox 


D HE audience I hope to reach 
is made up of two parts: 
of those young artists who 
haye, to some extent, the 
future of American art in 
their hands, and of that gen- 
eral public whose influence upon our art, 
exercised through its patronage and appre- 
ciation or its refusal of patronage and ap- 
preciation, must be no less real though less 
direct. In trying to express such opinions 
and beliefs as are the result of thirty years' 
practice and study of the art of painting, I 
shall try to remember the general public in 
the manner of what I have to say, avoiding 
technical jargon and striving to speak in the 
language of all the world. But it is to the 
young artists that I would especially ap- 
54 2 


peal; first, because it is more important 
that they should be right; second, because 
there is more danger that they will go 
wrong. 
The public is in little danger. In general, 
it is too conservative rather than the re- 
verse. It listens, in a bewildered way, to 
the hurly-burly of conflicting schools and 
movements, tries to believe in the latest 
discoyery of the newest newspaper critic, 
shrugs its shoulders, and buys an old- 
fashioned picture that it can understand, 
It may neglect true genius but it gives 
little active encouragement to the sham. 
The young artist is more easily led astray 
by false lights. He sees countless experi- 
ments, hears countless doctrines and theo- 
ries, listens to the exaltation of incompe- 



The Classic Spirit in Painting 


tence or eccentricity and to the pooh-pooh- 
ing of all quiet attainment. The more 
ardent he is the more difficult he finds it to 
keep his head. '''hy should he toil and 
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That there are serious students, however, 
the existence of a few of our schools of art 
sufficient! y testifies; and it is to the serious 
students of to-day, the serious artists of to- 
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From the etching Ù)' Remurandt. 


Dr_ Faustus 


make slow progress toward an unattainable 
goal when so many short cuts to notoriety, if 
not to fame, are opened before him? Quick! 
let him get something before the public. It 
is much easier to find a new way of being 
bad than to master the old way of being 
good, and the new bad thing is, at any rate, 
sure to be noticed. I protest, it is wonder- 
ful to me that there should any longer be 
such a thing as a student of art, it has be- 
come so easy to be hailed a master. 


morrow, that I especially make my plea for 
the Classic Spirit. 
The Classic Spirit is the disinterested 
search for perfection; it is the love of clear- 
ness and reasonableness and self-control; 
it is, above all, the love of permanence and 
of continuity. It asks of a work of art, not 
that it shall be novel or effective, but that 
it shall be fine and noble, It seeks not 
merely to express individuality or emotion 
but to express disciplined emotion and in- 
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Qh"iduality restrained by law. It strives 
for the essential rather than the accidental, 
the eternal rather than the momentary- 
10\"es impersonality more than personality, 


to add link by link to the chain of tradition, 
but it does not wish to break the chain. 
The Classic Spirit, as I understand it, 
and wish to present it to you, has little to do 
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The Daughters of Leucippus. Dy Rubens, 
In the old Pinakothek at :>luilich, 


and feels more power in the orderly suc- with the so-called" classic school" founded 
cession of the hours and the seasons than by Jacques Louis Da vid. Indeed this spir- 
in the violence of earthquake or of storm. it seldom was lacking in the art of the 
And it loves to steep itself in tradition. It world before his advent. 'Cntil the end of 
,vould have each new work connect itself the eighteenth century the stream of tra- 
in the mind of him who sees it with all the dition in the art of painting was continuous, 
noble and lovely works of the past, bring- and even the most powerful individualities 
ing them to his memory and making their and the most romantic temperaments stood 
beauty and charm a part of the beauty and but little aside from it. :Michelangelo him- 
charm of the work before him. It does not self, the greatest of romanticists, was a clas- 
deny originality and individuality-they sic by one side of his nature, and it was only 
are as welcome as inevitable. It does not that side that was understood by his con- 
consider tradition as immutable or set rigid temporaries or was effective with them; and 
bounds to invention. But it desires that even Rembrandt, strangely and imperious- 
each new presentation of truth and beauty ly as he modified what he found there, 
shall show us the old truth and the old searched the art of the past for the founda- 
beauty, seen only from a different angle and tions of his own. These were the excep- 
colored by a different medium. It wishes tions, The others, even the greatest, were 
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content to modify slightly the tradition they 
had received and to hand it down to their 
successors. Giorgione and Titian enriched 
and broadened the tradition they had re- 
ceived from Bellini; Rubens studied their 
method, founded his own upon it, and in 
his turn passed it on to 'Yatteau and the 
eighteenth century. 
Then came the French Revolution, and 
among the many things, good and bad, for 
which it is responsible, one is the break- 
ing short off of the traditions of painting. 
David, a revolutionary in art as in politics, 
influenced by the imagined revival of Ro- 
man ideals, invented an art founded on 
antique sculpture-an art which contemned 
color, neglected light and shade, destroyed 
technical beauty, and reduced even draw- 
ing to a kind of mechanical correctness 
without life or accent-and by his pO\verful 
character and great influence imposed this 
art upon all continental Europe. \Yhen 
the storm was over it was only in the 
one country which had continuously stood 
out against the revolution-it was only in 
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England-that any vestiges of the art of 
painting remained. Prudhon, who had re- 
mained a real painter in spite of David, died 
in 1823, and Gros, who would have been a 
real painter if he could, committed suicide, 
France was given over to the Guérins and 
Girodets, and in Germany they were pro- 
ducing cartoons. Lawrence, with his clev- 
er but meretricious echoes of Reynolds and 
Gainsborough, and Constahle, the preserv- 
er of the landscape tradition, were the only 
painters left. 
Then began the long confusion of cross 
currents and opposing forces which is the 
history of modern art. For the first time 
since art began there was no accepted 
tradition, no authoritative guide; it was 
every man for himself. The System of ap- 
prenticeship, by which a painter learned to 
practise his art in a recognized and ap- 
proved manner before making such changes 
in that manner as his own temperament and 
his own needs migh t suggest, was gone; and 
if it could have been revived there were 
110 longer any masters to take apprentices. 
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The Bathers. By Fragonard. 
In the LuuHe. 
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The school, which had succeeded to this 
system, taught only a little drawing, and 
ili
cla

ym


cllid, B
re 
each individual artist, for the last hundred 
years, there has been the impossible and 
heart-breaking task of creating his art again 
from the beginning; of finding out both 
what he wanted to do and how he should do 
it; of discovering and piecing together from 
the study of nature and of the art of the 
past, composition and drawing, light and 
shade and color, even the nature of his ma- 
terials and the method of handling them. 
Is it any wonder that modern art has pro- 
duced great talents but very few masters? 
Is it any wonder that we can shmv nothing 
like the assured and abundant production 
of the giants of the past? Is it any wonder 
that the record of modem artists is so often 
that of failure and despair; of modern art 
that of inconclusive gropings, leading no- 
where but into the bog? 
'''hat has been generally known as the 
Romantic Revolution in art was, so far at 
least as painting is concerned, essentially an 
effort to get back the traditions which had 
been lost, to renew the connection with the 
past, to rediscover the art. Its great leader, 
Delacroix, was a man of ardent and ro- 
mantic temperament, but he had a great re- 
spect for the past and for tradition, and it 
was a sound instinct that led him to found 
his art upon that of Rubens, the heir of the 
Venetians and the modifier of their manner 
to suit more modem requirements. From 
Rubens, through 'Yatteau, was descended 
the whole of the French eighteenth century, 
and from Rubens, through Van Dyck, the 
whole English School, then still subsisting, 
though its greatest days were past. If the 
old conditions could be restored at all it 
would be by beginning again with the great 
Fleming as the nearest source of authentic 
tradition. In a splendid effort to do this 
DelacroÏ.\: spent his life, and he produced 
many noble works in the course of it, but in 
spite of such personal successes, that life 
was, in the main, a failure, He was
 praised 
and admired and made a member of the In- 
stitute, but he could not found a school with 
a stable tradition. 
A similar attempt was made by the great 
landscape painters, Rousseau and Corot. 
They were both profound students of nat- 
ure, and the addition they made to the 
world's stock of knowledge of natural as- 


pects was so great that we are apt to think 
of them as naturalists first of all. In reality 
they were both of classic temper. Rous- 
seau founded his art upon Ruysdael and 
Hobbema, Corot founded his upon Claude 
and Poussin. Their effort was to vitalize 
tradition and turn it to new uses; to gain 
new knowledge but to crystallize it in 
forms reminiscent of the past. Look at 
any of their characteristic works and you 
will feel, underlying the detailed study of 
natural forms in Rousseau, underlying the 
atmospheric mystery of Corot, a something 
which connects these modern pictures with 
everything fine that had been done before 
them, :l\Iodern as they are, they are per- 
vaded with the Classic Spirit. 
But of all these "revolutionaries" the 
most classically minded was precisely that 
one who was considered the most revolu- 
tionary of all, Jean François :\lillet. This 
"man of the woods," as his fellow-pupils in 
Delaroche's studio called him, this painter 
of peasants whom the critics of the day 
thought a socialist and almost a bomb- 
thrower, was a conservative of conversa- 
tives, a worshipper of that stern old clas- 
sicist Poussin, the last practitioner of "the 
grand style." So essentially classic was he 
that, in the pages to follow, you will find me 
citing him more often, in illustration of my 
meaning, than any other modem painter, 
unless it be that greatest of the upholders 
of the official school- Ingres. 
For, during all the changes that have 
passed over the art of France, the" school" 
has subsisted, and still subsists, modifying 
slowly its regimen, producing many re- 
spectable painters if very few great ones, 
supplying a training most imperfect, indeed, 
but the only thing resembling a training of 
any kind that is to be had, To the school 
the very men who have revolted against it 
owe a great part of their effecti ve force, and 
to the school, as a restraining influence, we 
probably owe it that the present state of the 
art is not more chaotic and more hopeless 
than it actually is. 
Of the destructive and disintegrating in- 
fluences that have been brought to bear 
on modern art, the most damaging was 
probably the invention of photography. 
In the old days the young artist learned his 
art first, accepting the methods and the for- 
mulæ of his master, before he went to nature 
that he might add his own observations to 
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The Oath of the Horatii. B}" David. 
In the Louvre. 


the inherited stock. Nowadays he is set to 
study nature in the beginning, being left to 
find his own conventions as best he may. 
The result of this has been greatly to in- 
crease the tendency of the young artist to 
consider the exact imitation of nature as 
the primary problem of art. Photography 
seemed to show him, all at once, what nat- 
ure actually looks like, and painting em- 
barked on a long and ruinous emulation of 
the camera. '''hat had been a natural and, 
in some respects, a healthy and necessary 
preoccupation of the student became the 
guiding principle of a lifetime, and men 
thought not of how to produce a beautiful 
picture, but of what were the exact facts of 
the world about them, 
In England the result was the Pre- 
RaphaeHte movement, which finally trans- 
formed itself into the æsthetic movement of 
Rossetti and Burne-Jones, but not before 
it had destroyed what was left of the older 
English school. Some part of the old tra- 
dition still lingered there, and Etty, though 
an artist of limited range, was a sound and 
briUiant technician. He has had no suc- 


cessor, and English art, since the days of the 
Brotherhood, has been drifting rudderless, 
like that of other countries. 
In France the same desire for realism in- 
fluenced a long line of men, from Courbet, 
who, fortunately for us, was not so realis- 
tic as he thought himself, to Bastien-Le 
Page. I was myself a student in Paris 
when Bastien was making some of his first 
great successes, and can look back now, 
with a certain amusement, at the exagger- 
a ted estimation in which we held him. 
Here, it seemed to us, was the last word of 
art-the consummation to which every- 
thing had been tending. 
\ll progress in 
art had been, we thought, a nearer approxi- 
mation to the truth of nature-here was 
the truth itself, as literal and as like as the 
image at the back of a camera. The exact 
portraiture of a particular peasant woman 
in a particular hay-field under the nearly 
unchanging light of a cloudy sky-that be- 
ing the only out-door light in which such de- 
tailed portraiture is possible-what more 
could one ask? '''ell, somehow, one did 
ask more. Composition and line and color 
547 
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and beauty of workmanship continued to 
assert themselves as desirable qualities, and 
by this time all the world is pretty well 
agreed that pure naturalism is a failure. 


nature or validity of these means, or the 
measure of success attained. The impres- 
sionists managed, at least, to call attention 
to the existence of light and color and to 
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L'Enlévernent de Psyché, By Prudhon. 
In the Louvre. 


Kow that some artists and some critics are 
trying to prove that photography may be 
an art we are ready for the definite conclu- 
sion that art should not be photographic. 
Another manifestation of the naturalistic 
tendency is what has usually been called 
the impressionistic movement-that which 
people are now beginning to calliuminism. 
What is essential in it is an investigation 
of the laws of light and an effort to invent 
means of rendering the effects of natural 
light upon objects. It is not necessary, 
here, to go deeply into the question of the 


enliven the palette even of the schoolmen. 
But the movement was scientific rather 
than artistic, and the pictures of its strong- 
est man, Claude 1Iunet, often seem like a 
series of demonstrations rather than things 
of beauty created for human delight. It is, 
really, only in this country that the impres- 
sionistic formula has been seized upon for 
its capabilities of beauty and, in the hands 
of Hassam and others, bent to the ends of 
decoration. 
'Yhile all this intensive study of natural 
fact and natural aspect was going on, there 



The Classic Spirit in Painting 


were artists who revolted from it; artists 
who cared more for art than for nature and 
whose effort was for self-expression rather 
than for the recording of observations. 
I shall mention but 1\vo of them, men of 
widely differing temperaments and achieve- 
ments, because the nature and the degree 
of their success and failure seem to me 
symptomatic of the disease of nineteenth- 
century art-Gustave l\Ioreau and James 
:\IcX eill 'Yhistler, :Moreau was a man of 
intellect, a poet and a dreamer; "'histler 
was pure painter, caring only for the ma- 
terial beauty of his production, and despis- 
ing any literary implication. Both were 
entirely out of sympathy with the art that 
was practised about them and with the pub- 
lic to whom they must appeal. ßloreau 
shut himself up and produced in loneliness 
and isolation a series of strange works, often 
of great beauty but with a taint of morbid- 
ity in them. '''histler fought the world 
instead of flying from it, and wasted in brill- 
iant but futile controversy half the strength 
that should have gone to the creation of 
masterpieces, The weakness of the one 
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was a lack of balance, of the other a lack 
of training; of both, the absence of any 
normal and right relation to their public. 
How pitifully slight is the production of 
either compared to the magnificent fecun- 
dity of those old masters who, secure in the 
possession of a sound tradition and assured 
of a constant demand for what they could 
do, poured forth masterpiece after master- 
piece \vith the ease of a fruit tree bearing 
good fruit. For it is only in our modern 
time that the unpopularity of the greatest 
artists has become so proverbial that we 
are tempted to think unpopularity a proof 
of greatness. In the great days of art the 
artist understood his public and his public 
understood him, and together they pro- 
duced those works \vhich we still admire. 
It is not till the time of Rembrandt that we 
hear of unappreciated genius, and even then 
Rembrandt is the exception, not the rule. 
It is this lack of relation between the 
artist and the public that has created the 
modern exhibition, and the exhibition, nec- 
essary as it has become, is a necessary 
evil. It has made art, what it should never 
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Dance of the Nymphs. By Cocot. 
In the Louvre, 
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be, competitive, and has set each artist to 
outshriek his rivals in the bid for public 
notice. First it created those bastard 
forms of art, the" gallery picture" and the 
"machine du Salon." Then it begat the 
sensational subject, and we had blood and 
horror as our daily diet. '''hen these be- 
came too common to attract attention there 
was nothing left for it but eccentricity of 
method; and that eccentricity has become 
more and more extreme until it has seemed 
that modern art is bent upon emulation of 
the Gadarene swine and is rushing dO\vn a 
steep place into the sea, 
Of some of the phases of ultra-modern 
art I find it difficult to speak with fairness 
or with any patience. I should wish to be- 
lieve in a certain element of honest convic- 
tion in it and to accept the explanation of 
its adherents that it is a revolt against natu- 
ralism and an effort to get back the abstract 
quality and expressiveness of lines and 
colors, independently of their representa- 
tive character. If so, the pendulum has 
swung as far to one side as it had swung 
to the other, But there seems to me, also, 
to be a vast amount of mere charlatanism 
among the N eo- Impressionists and the 
Post-Impressionists, and an even larger 
amount of sheer madness, Van Gogh cut 
off his own ear when he failed to kill his 
friend Gauguin with a razor; Toulouse- 
Lautrec had a keeper; several others com- 
mitted suicide or died in asylums. And 
still the game goes on, until we have men 
painting and exhibiting things made up of 
outlines that look like the drav.:ings of a bad 
boy on the walls of an out-house and of flat 
masses of primary colors arranged ,vith no 
conceivable relation to nature. ,,- e have 
even had compositions in which the human 
figure is represented by a series of triangles 
and a portrait is symbolized by an arrange- 
ment of cubes, and we have critics writing 
books and articles to prove that this is the 
real and vital art, the" art of the future." 
It seems to me quite evident that any 
further" progress" in this direction is im- 
possible. "-e have reached the edge of 
the cliff and must turn back or fall into the 
abyss. It may be that such a turning back 
is impossible. It may be that there is never 
again to be a sane and vigorous art, firmly 
based on a sound tradition, appealing to 
and understood by its public and producing 
naturally and without convulsion something 


for which that public has a use. But if 
such an art is to exist again it can only be 
by the reversal of those tendencies that 
brought us to the present pass. The scien- 
tific spirit, the contempt of tradition, the 
lack of discipline, and the exaltation of the 
individual have very nearly made an end of 
art. It can only be restored by the love of 
Leauty, the reverence for tradition, the 
submission to discipine, and the rigor of self- 
control. "'e must get back to the perma- 
nent and the eternal-we must regain the 
Classic Spirit. 
This spirit has much more in common 
with modern naturalism than with modern 
emotionalism and modern individualism, 
though it is apart from either. It can 
make room-has always made room-for 
the study of nature. It recognizes that 
painting is essentially an imitative art, and 
that its raw material is the aspect of the ex- 
ternal world, It can use any amount of 
knowledge of this aspect, and it has no 
toleration of ignorance or indolence; but 
it also recognizes that painting is an art, not 
a science, and that knowledge unassimi- 
lated and unsubdued to the ruling purpose 
of art is useless and obstructive, The pri- 
mary business of painting is to create a 
beautiful surface, beautifully divided into 
interesting shapes, enli\"ened with noble 
lines, varied with lovely and harmonious 
colors. Its secondary business is to re- 
mind the spectator of things he has seen 
and admired in nature, and to create the 
illusion of truth. The amount of actual 
truth it shall contain will vary with the pur- 
pose and the situation, Very little will do 
for the ornamentation of a vase, but an 
easel-picture may contain so much as to 
seem-not to be-an exact record of ob- 
served facts. If it break the connection 
altogether and cease to suggest nature it 
may still be art, but it will cease to be the 
art of painting. On the other hand, the 
amount of art it shall contain is constant. 
The artistic intention must dominate every- 
thing, control everything, mould everything 
to its purpose. Its sovereignty must be 
absolute and complete. 
But so to control facts, and to bend them 
to one's purpose, one must know them, and 
know them vastly better than he who mere- 
ly copies them. There is a certain kind of 
naturalism that is only less indolent than the 
ignoring of nature, '''ith a good eye and a 
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Peasant with \Vheelbarrow. 
From the etching by Millet, 


good deal of practice you may copy a head 
or an arm, pretty well, without much intel- 
lectual strain. To learn that head or that 
arm, so that you shall be able to distinguish 
the essential from the accidental; so that 
you shall know what is important in it, and 
to your purpose, and ".;hat is not; to master 
it, in a word-that is a man's work and 
takes the whole of the man. 
But if it is difficult to learn nature, as a 
classicist should know it, it is even more 
difficult to learn art. It is not merely that 
we have, to-day, no authoritative tradition, 
and must build one for ourselves, If ".;e, 
in this country, were entirely shut off from 
the rest of the world and from all the art 
that has been produced, we should, quite 
naturally, set to work to produce an art of 


our own. and we should produce it. It 
might take a long time in the doing, but 
we should do it, as every other people has 
done. That sort of natural production has, 
however, become forever impossible. Pho- 
tography and modern means of communi- 
cation have brought the ends of the earth 
together and rendered all ages contempo- 
rary, \Ye have become as familiar with the 
art of Egypt and of Assyria as with that of 
the nineteenth century, and the art of Japan 
is no more strange to us than that of Eng- 
land, \Ye know all art, superficially-we 
know no art thoroughly. \Ye have all the 
traditions to study, and we have none of 
our own. \Ye can but pick and choose, 
trying to disentangle the important and the 
universal from the unimportant and the 
55 1 
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local or temporary, to decide what is proper 
and useful for us and to neglect the rest. 
'Ye can only hope to make a tradition for 
ourselves out of many traditions by a series 
of eliminations. 
The task is a tremendous one and, as ] 
ha ve said, I do not know whether it is pos- 
sible of performance, But there are rea- 
sons which lead me to believe that if the 
thing can be done at all it is more likely to 
be done here in America than anywhere 
else. 
Because we are a new people the world 
seems to expect of us a new art, radically 
different in some strange way from the art 
of older countries, and to be disappointed 
at our conservatism. It seems to me that 
precisely because we are a new people our 
art might have been expected to be con- 
servative. 'Ye have not yet had enough 
of the old and fine things to be wearied of 
them, "Y e do not find it necessary to strain 
our invention in the effort to discover some 
new spice for a jaded appetite. In this 
country it is only a few critics who suffer 
from artistic indigestion-the rest of the 
world is not yet tired of hearing Aristides 
called the Just, '''e are, in all things, at 
bottom, a conservative people, but in noth- 
ing are we so much so as in all matters con- 
cerning art. Our literature, our architect- 
ure, our painting and sculpture are more 
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conservative and less influenced by fads and 
fashions than any now going in the world. 
Of our great public buildings it may be 
said, and it has been made a reproach to 
them, that there is nothing distinctively 
American about them. Yet such buildings 
are produced nowhere else, to-day, because 
ewrywhere else, architects are striving to 
produce something new, Here they are 
willing to do the obvious-the classic- 
thing because the classic thing has not yet 
become obvious to us. If we go on doing 
the classic thing in architecture until its 
language has become natural and easy to 
us, there is a possibility that we may begin 
to use it originally, and to produce, almost 
without knowing it, a national style. If we 
strive for originality now, there is little hope 
of anything better than the architectural 
chaos that \ve have had so much of. 
As with our architecture, so it is with 
our painting. There is, already, some- 
thing like an "American School" of paint- 
ing, and the most notable characteristic of 
that school is its conservatism. It is by no 
means so conservative as I would have it, 
or so free from the dangers which threaten 
all modern art, but it is, on the whole, the 
sanest and soundest school existing. 
I have heard this conservatism of our 
American artists attributed to a mere de- 
sire of popularity, rather than to anything 
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Odalisque Couchée. By Ingres. 
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like a respect for law and for tradition on 
the part of the artists themselves, If this 
were true there would still be something to 
be said in favor of it. The public is en- 
tirely right if it demands sanity and sobriety 
of the artist; and the artist is entirely right 
if, without compromising his artistic ideal, 
he strives to proùuce something which the 
public wants. 
\fter all, why should n0t 
art be popular? The greatest art always 
has been so. The art of Phidias vIas pop- 
ular in Athens; the art of Titian was 
popular in Venice; the art of Raphael was 
popular in Rome, and everywhere else, and 
has remained popular to this day. Tnder 
proper conditions art would always be pop- 
ular, for the artist would be one of the peo- 
ple, having the same ideals and thoughts 
and feelings as the public he served, and 
would, quite naturally, express the mind of 
his public as his public would have it ex- 
pressed. I do not say that all great art is 
popular-still less that all popular art is 
great. But I do say that when art is not 
popular something is wrong, either with the 
art or with the public---or with both. And 
when inferior art is popular it is because of 
the good in it, not because of the evil. 
But it is not true that the mere desire of 
popularity-the commercial consideration 
of what will sell-is at the bottom of the 
comparative consen'atism of American 
painting. American painters are as sin- 
cere and as earnest as any in the world, but 
their sincerity and their earnestness are not 
leading them to the search for novelty. In 
all countries the ordinary painter, like the 
ordinary man of any kind, takes the easiest 
way. The mass of the painters of this 
country, as of all countries, practise the cur- 
rent methods of the time; but the excep- 
tional men, instead of striving for something 
new, are trying to get back to something old. 
They are trying to get back composition 
and the monumental style; they are trying 
to get back the expressÍ\'eness of the line; 
they are attempting purity and beauty of 
color; they are even trying to revive old 
technical methods, underpainting in tem- 
pera and using glazes again, which modern 
art had almost tabooed, 
I would not have vou think there is little 
to be done-if it w
re so I should not be 
making this plea for the Classic Spirit, 
There is very much to be done. OUf art 
is not only far below what an art should be; 
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not only far below what the art of the Re- 
naissance \vas; it is still far below what the 
art of France was in the earlier part of the 
nineteenth century. But just as certainly, 
I believe, is it the best art now being pro- 
duced in the world, and the art, of all now 
being produced in the world, that has the 
most in common with the great art of the 
past and the largest promise for the art of 
the future. 
In the course of a trip to Europe 1 taken 
last summer, the truth of this statement 
was strongly impressed upon me. It is 
true I saw little of modem painting, and it 
was the studv of older art that made me 
feel the kinship to it of the art we are mak- 
ing here. The more I saw of the great 
masterpieces of the Renaissance the more 
encouraged I felt as to the validity of the 
best work I had seen at home, and the more 
I found myself saying, "This is what we, 
in 
\merica, have been trying to do." For 
the other end of the comparison I must 
call another witness-one out of many. 
Last spring a very distinguished American 
painter who had resided for many years in 
France was temporarily in this country, and 
was taken bv a brother artist to see the ex- 
hibitions of the Ten 
\merican Painters and 
of the X ational _-\cademy of Design. The 
exhibition of the _-\cademy ",..'as, as it always 
is, crowded and ill-displayed from lack of 
adequate galleries, and this lack of space 
and crowding had kept, as it always does, 
some of our best artists from exhibiting at 
all. It was a fair average display of cur- 
rent \vork, not a selection of the best. Yet 
in the opinion of this artist, fresh from 
years of foreign residence, it was of an ex- 
traordinarily high average of merit, which 
it would be impossible to parallel, to-day, 
in Paris. He was -quite as enthusiastic as 
to the smaller exhibition, saying, again, 
that such a showing of ten men would be 
impossible in Paris; to which the not too 
boastful answer was: "\fe have twenty 
others as good, here in America." 
There is plenty of such testimony, if it 
were necessary to cite it. \Ye do not know 
how good our art really is. ,,- e are, natu- 
rally enough, afraid of our own judgment 
and unable to believe that anything can be 
really good until the world has said so in 
unmistakable terms. To such of the gen- 
eral public as will listen to me I would say: 
patronize our own art. Patronize it as dis- 
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rl H_-\RLES GODFREY LE- 
LX
-D has said that" every 
brain is like a monastery of 
the 
Iiddle .-\ges, or a bee- 
hive, It is thought that no 
man, however learned or ex- 
perienced he might be, ever contrived dur- 
ing all his life to so much as even half fill 
the cells of his memory. Yes, they are all 
there-every image of the past, every face 
which has ever smiled on us-every line 
read in print, e\'ery picture, every face and 
house, is there-" 
It is certain that since I began to write 
these pages, memory has summoned up for 
me many names, persons, and circum- 
stances of my early youth that had been 
overlaid by a thousand succeeding impres- 
sions, and apparently forgotten, 
I wiII try to extract from my honeycomb 
some of the personalities of the war. But as 
I am writing Cllrrente calomo, with but a few 
old letters and jottings of a girl's diary to 
draw upon, I must take them as they come. 
Our most illustrious caller that spring 
was the commander-in-chief of the Army 
of X orthern Yirginia. General Lee came 
one evening, and after a pleasant talk with 
my mother and me, arose to go, we escort- 
ing him to the front door. It was broad 
moonlight, and I recall as if it were yester- 
day, the superb figure of our hero standing 
in the little porch without, saying a few last 
words as he swung his military cape around 
his shoulders, It did not need my fenTid 
imagination to think him the most noble- 
looking mortal I had ever seen. As he 
swept off his hat for a second and tinal fare- 
well, he bent down and kissed me, as he 
often did the girls he had known from their 
childhood. .-\t that time General Lee was 
literally the idol of the Confederacy. His 
moral grandeur, recognized by all, lifted 
him into the region where" envy, nor cal- 
umny, nor hate, nor pain" ventured not 
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to assail him. \Ye felt, as he left us and 
walked off up the quiet leafy street in the 
moonlight, that we had been honored as by 
more than royalty, . 
\Ye went often to :\Irs. Davis's receptions, 
where the president never failed to say kind 
words in passing, and sometimes to tarry 
for a pleasant chat. .-\lways grave, ahvays 
looking as if he bore the sorrows of a world, 
he was invariably courteous, and sometimes 
playful in his taÍk with very young women. 
These entertainments of :Mrs. Davis, held in 
the evening between limited hours, were at- 
tended by everyone not in deep mourning. 
The lady of the Confederate \Vhite House, 
while not always sparing of witty sarcasms 
upon those who had affronted her, could be 
depended upon to conduct her salon with 
extreme grace and conventional ease, Her 
sister, ::\1argaret Howell, aided to lend it 
brilliancy. I have always regretted that my 
path in life and that of ::\Ime. de Stoeurs 
have diverged so widely since. 
To one of these receptions, Hetty and I 
had accepted the escort of a captain, COl1\'a- 
lescent after the loss of a leg in service, who, 
poor fellow, was rejoicing in the possession 
of a new artificial leg of the latest pattern 
with all modern improvements, sent to 
him through the blockade. \Ve had all 
three walked together through the dimly lit 
streets for but a short distance, when our 
escort gave signs of distress-halted, begged 
our pardon, stammered, then declared he 
could go no further, as his leg had" come 
unstrapped." The street was empty of 
passers, and we, filled with dismay at our 
inability to serve. could but aid him to back 
up against a house wall and, one on either 
side of him, stand there almost crying 
through sympathy, to await the arrival of 
assistance. After a long delay some officers 
came up by whom we were relie\Ted of our 
charge and finally convoyed to the presi- 
dent's house. 
1\1rs. Semmes, wife of the Louisiana Sen- 
ator, a handsome woman wi th a gift for 
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tragic acting that might have carried her 
far upon any stage, gave an e, ening of 
charades in pantomime. :1\[rs. Chestnut 
had asked to call and take me there "in a 
carriage "-a great e,.ent, as we usually 
walked everywhere! rntil I read her diary 
published long after her death, I had no 
idea of the marital discussion that had gone 
on between her husband and her li,.ely self 
about the price of that carriage-" twenty- 
five dollars for the evening." \Vhen she 
arrived at our house, we had just been hear- 
ing from "on Borcke about the compliment 
paid him by Congress the day before, a vote 
of "thanks of the country to :ì\Iajor Héros 
Yon Borcke." He blushed tremendously, 
as always when we praised him. I think 
he and young Preston Hampton were also 
asked by l\1rs. Chestnut to share _ in the 
transit to the party in that twenty-five-dol- 
lar carriage, She was so delightful we did 
not care if we never got there. In her 
diary, she says she sent it back for her hus- 
band, ,,-ho brought Hetty Cary and 
1r. 
Tucker, so it certainly did duty as an om- 
nibus, 
\Yhen we reached the Semmes's, the 
drawing-rooms were crowded with smart 
people, the president and i\Irs, Davis, 11r. 
Benjamin the sih.er-tongued secretary of 
state, 
1r, and l\1rs, l\lallory and their 
sparkling little Ruby, with all the high 
world of the government. 'Vhen it came 
my turn to perform (in something forgot- 
ten, where I wore a cap and apron and car- 
ried a duster) they had to wrench me away 
from a lively and pleasant conversation wi th 
the president, whom I was trying to amuse 
between the acts. 
Of that performance, easily the best feat- 
ure was the strong realistic acting of the 
hostess; and we considered it an achieve- 
ment that she had induced the hitherto 
haughty and unyielding secretary of the 
president not only to appear in such things 
at all, but to cut off his mustache in order 
to be an Indian chief, and also Eleazar to 
her Rebecca at the \Yell. Long after, when 
my husband consented to put on an .-\rab 
sheik's costume to please us, in Jerusalem, 
I was reminded of his attire in the Semmes's 
tableaux, made up by 
1rs. Davis and )liss 
Howell from Oriental shreds and patches 
found about the house. 
General Stuart was, I think, one of their 
performers; a tremendous card for the man- 
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agement when induced to stalk through a 
pilgrimage scene and lay his sword at the 
foot of a votive cross; then, ::\1r. Cooper de 
Leon, in gloom and chains, represented so 
thrillingly a condemned prisoner in Bride- 
well, as to leave the audience inconsolable 
till the lights were turned up again. And 
lastly, the evening was made memorable by 
a supper from the hands of a chef; not a 
supper of make-shifts and dire disappoint- 
ments to the palate, but a genuine old-time 
banquet, 
One of the most picturesque and royally 
remembered figures of our war was that 
same Prussian baron, Lieut.-Col. Héros Yon 
Borcke, sen.ing as a volunteer on Stuart's 
staff. \Yhen he first appeared among us, 
in the spring of '63, he \'"as a giant in 
stature, blond and virile, with great curling 
golden mustaches, and the expression in 
his wide-open blue eyes of a singularly 
modest boy. It was said that he rode on 
the biggest horse and wielded the heaviest 
sabre in the army, making his appearance 
in skirmish or battle a living terror to his 
enemy. Holding, from the first, high place 
in the esteem of his fellow-officers and su- 
periors, '"on Borcke, whom the troopers 
styled ., l\lajor Bandbox," won brilliant re- 
nown in sen.ice, and was equally popular in 
society in Richmond. To dance with him 
in the swift-circling, never-reversing Ger- 
man fashion was a breathless experience, 
and his method of avoiding obstacles in the 
ball-room was simply to lift his partner off 
her feet without altering his step, and de- 
posit her in safety farther on, Poor Yon 
Borcke received a dangerous wound in the 
throat in battle, and was nursed back to 
life again by the family of the late Prof. 
Thomas R. Price, of Columbia, then resi- 
dent near Richmond, He went back into 
sen.ice, despite the fact that "my bullet," 
as he always called it, was never removed 
and became liable upon any unusual ex- 
ertion to move its position and threaten to 
choke him. Once, when sitting in our 
drawing-room, he insisted upon leaning 
O\.er the back of a sofa to pick up a wander- 
ing thimble from the door, the effort bring- 
ing on a frightful fit of coughing and strug- 
gling for breath, which my dear mother 
dealt with skilfully, while we girls assisted 
with tears streaming from our eyes. I ha\ e 
two photographs of '.on Borcke before ar.d 
after his wound, the first, of the .-\thos, Por- 
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thos, and A.ramis variety of manly hero, the 
last, painfully thin and emaciated. It was 
some consolation to his friends in the South, 
when after having fought with distinction 
in the Franco-Prussian \Yar, married and 
settled upon his ancestral estates in Pomer- 
ania, Colonel Von Borcke returned to visit 
America, displaying far more than his origi- 
nal supply of a\yoirdupois. An absence in 
Europe at this time prevented our claiming 
the pleasure of receiving him at our home. 
His own account of his ad\'entures in our 
war was published soon after it, in Black- 
wood's .11 agaÛnc. He died some years 
since, and it is certain that no hero of our 
side has been more treasured in memory 
both for his dashing feats at arms and 
his lovable qualities of mind and heart 
than he. 
Prince Camille de Polignac, who as read- 
ily adapted himself to our simple ways in 
Richmond as he had done to the courts of 
Europe, was much liked in our society. I 
can still remember his look of sudden dis- 
may when a guileless Richmond hostess, at 
the end of an evening party, asked him if he 
would" mind seeing" a certain young lady 
"home." This meant a sufficiently long 
walk without chaperon, through the dim 
streets, but the prince acquiesced grave- 
ly, and wrapping his Napoleonic cloak 
around him strode majestically beside his 
charge, hardly speaking till he deposited her 
at the parental door. 
I do not remember any other distin- 
guished leader of his race among us, since 
the Comte de Paris and Due de Chartres- 
greeted, we are told on the authority of Dr. 
"Bull Run" Russell, by a member of :Mr. 
Lincoln's Cabinet when a little the worse 
for wine, as" Captain Chatters" and "Cap- 
tain Paris "-did not pursue their army in- 
vestigations on the Southern side. 
A very handsome and plucky young Eng- 
lishman, Lord Edward St. l\laur, of the 
Duke of Somerset's family, who had come 
to America with the :l\1arquis of Harting- 
ton, appeared in Richmond in the spring of 
1862, and bore himself with gallantry under 
hot fire with Longstreet at the battle known 
as" Frayser's Farm" or "Glendale"; soon 
aftenvard going by flag of truce into the 
Union lines, and returning to England, to 
the regret of Richmond people who had 
hoped to see more of him. General :ì\lox- 
ley Sorrel records that Lord Edward met 


the sad fate of being mauled and eaten by 
a tiger while hunting big game in India. 
Co!. Garnet \Volseley, of the British 
_\rmy, now Viscount \Volseley, who had 
endeared himself to all Southerners of the 
true faith by his splendid eulogies of Lee- 
ranking him with -:MarIborough and \Vell- 
ington-made a flying visit to the Confed- 
eracy, coming through from Canada where 
he was then stationed. "Praise from Sir 
Hubert" are Lord \" olseley' s words of the 
Southern leaders, since he himself climbed 
to the pinnacle of the ladder of fame in mili- 
tary service, to become field marshal and 
commander-in-chief of the British Army. 
The Hon. Francis Lawley, correspond- 
ent in the Confederacy for the London 
Times, is cordially remembered among the 
survivors of the Southern friends whose 
cause he so generously espoused. 
Frank Vizetelly, correspondent and artist 
for the London Illustrated lVewS, could hard- 
ly have been called a "ladies' man," but we 
met hi
 several times, and were immensely 
entertained by his varied accomplishments. 
He was a big, florid, red-bearded Bohemian 
-of a type totally unfamiliar to us Virgini- 
ans-who could and would do anything to 
entertain a circle. In our theatricals, tab- 
leaux, and charades, he was a treasure trove. 
Everything he proposed was according to 
what they had done in London in the theat- 
rical club of which Charles Dickens was the 
shining light, and we of course bowed be- 
fore his superior knowledge. He painted 
our scenery, and faces, made wigs and ar- 
mor, and was a mine of suggestion in stage 
device. He sang songs, told stories, danced 
pas seuls, and was generally most kind 
and amusing, The men said he was very 
plucky in the saddle and on the battle-field. 
Later in life, we heard of him in wars here, 
there, and everywhere, in the service of the 
London Illustrated .LVews. To our sincere 
regret, we learned of his death under Hicks 
Pasha, in the Soudan, and were glad to find 
his name inscribed with honor on a me- 
morial tablet set in the wall of grand old 
St. Paul's in London, 
At the time of which I am now writing, 
Lieutenant-Colonel FreemantIe of the Brit- 
ish Coldstream Guards had not yet come to 
Richmond, where he afterward joined Gen- 
eral Lee's army and went with it in the 
disastrous invasion of Pennsylvania. No 
one ever heard Colonel FreemantIe spoken 
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of by his Southern comrades sa,'c in tcrms 
of enthusiastic praise. \\Then he went back 
to England after this campaign his book, 
"Three 
lonths in the Southern States," 
was published, making its way to the Con- 
federacy, where its charming spirit and in- 
teresting presentment of the situation wcre 
greatly welcomed. By the next season we 
wcre all eagerly reading this little brochure 
reprinted in 1\Iobile for circulation in the 
army. During the remainder of his life 
Sir Arthur Lyon-Freemantle, K.C.!\I.G., 
held distinguished place in the British 
army and was during four years governor 
of 
lalta, a place of highest honor in his 

lajesty's service. 


VII 


DARK davs were in store for Richmond. 
An incipie
t bread-riot occurred in her 
streets in April, when a large number of 
women and children of the poorer class 
met and marched through .J\Iain and 
Cary Streets, attacking and sacking sev- 
eral stores kept by known speculators. 
President Davis, Gm'ernor Letcher, Gen- 
eral Elzey, and General \\Ïnder, wi th :\Ir. 
Seddon, secretary of war, met the painful 
situation by prompt but kind measures, 
and personal appeal. Rations of rice issued 
by the government aided to calm the dis- 
turbance, which left, however, a distressing 
impression upon all minds. 
A thrilling day for us was the Sunday of 
Stoneman's raid, when, as usual, a large 
congregation met at St. Paul's Church, re- 
maining for the communion service, \Ye 
knew that a big and terrible fight was on at 
Chancellorsville, in which sons, husbands, 
brothers of many of the people present 
were engaged. Outside in the soft spring 
air, a tumult of war sounds continually dis- 
tracted our thoughts and racked our nenes, 
The marching of armed men, the wheels of 
wagons containing shot and shell, the clash 
of iron gates in the Capitol Square oppo- 
site, went on without ceasing, while re- 
peatedly messengers came up the aisle 
touching some kneeling or sitting worship- 
per on the shoulder, a summons respondcd 
to by an electric start, and the hurried de- 
parture of shocked, pallid people from the 
church. These were the calls to come and 
receive some beloved one brought in dead 
or wounded from the field. To the rector 
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of the church, Dr. 
Iinnegerode, in the act 
of administering the sacrament with an- 
other clergyman, the sexton carried and de- 
livered at the altar rails one of these dread 
messages, at once obeyed by the father, 
whose son was reported dead and awaiting 
him at the railway station, A great weight 
was lifted from the congregation when the 
rector, looking dreadfully shaken, but re- 
licved, came back to resume his interrupted 
service, It was the corpse of another vol- 
unteer whom they had mistaken for his boy, 
Nothing in the war, perhaps, excepting 
the surrender, ever struck Richmond with 
such stunning force as the announcement 
of Stonewall Jackson's fall, of the amputa- 
tion of his arm, and finally of his death, fol- 
lowing the battle of Chancellorsvillc, Even 
the briJ1iant victory of our arms was placed 
in total eclipse by this irreparable loss. 
From the first, when the shy Puritan pro- 
fessor of the Virginia Military Institute had 
startled the armies by his extraordinary 
daring and military skill, Jackson had ta- 
ken hold of the popular mind as a supreme 
favorite, "Old Stonewall," "Old Jack," 
or "Old Blue Light," was by the soldiers 
held in the reverence bestowed by N apo- 
leon's grenadiers upon the person of their 
sacred emperor, \Vith Lee and Jackson to 
the fore, quiet people sitting in their homes 
felt themselves as behind two massive towers 
of strength, facing and meeting every ad- 
verse wind. 
And now, Stonewall Jackson, Lee's right 
arm, was dead of his wounds received, by 
the awful irony of Fate, at the hands of his 
own men! Dead? He, the stern Puritan 
leader, who when he rose up from wres- 
tling in prayer, launched himself like a dc- 
stroying thunderbolt against the foe! He, 
whose sword never lay idle in its scabbard, 
whose iron frame had not once sought re- 
pose during all those months of fighting- 
".;ho sa,'ed the clay at l\fanassas by standing 
likc a stone wall
 and won himself a death- 
less sobriquet: who had fought and won 
so many desperatc fights, independently, 
in the valley; who had smitten l\IcClellan's 
flank with fury at Scven Pines- Jackson, 
to follow whom the flower of our Southern 
youths were proud to suffer all things-this 
indeed was a blow under which his country 
staggcred, 
"Then they brought his body from the 
place of his death to Richmond, all citizens 
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were in the streets, standing uncoyered, 
silent or weeping bitterly, to see the funeral 
train pass to the Capitol. 
\Ye were admitted prh-ately late at night 
into the hall where the great leader lay in 
state. Two guards pacing to and fro in 
the moonlight streaming through high win- 
dows, alone kept watch oyer the hero whose 
name had been a terror to his foes. _-\ lamp 
burned dimly in one end of the hall, but we 
saw distinctly the regular white outline of 
the quiet face in its dreamless slumber. 
How still he lay, the iron chieftain, the 
fierce, untiring rider of valley raids! The 
Confederate flag that covered him ,vas 
snowed under by the masses of white blos- 
soms left that day by all the fair hands of 
Richmond, together with laurel wreaths 
and palms. 
And then, Gettysburg! 
Iourning fell 
like a pall of crape over the entire South, 
eyen though beneath it, hearts still thrilled 
with deathless pride in the charge of Pick- 
ett's Virginians. 


"III 


Now came the winter's lull before the 
new fury of the storm should break forth 
with the spring. It was evident to all older 
and graver people that the iron belt sur- 
rounding the Southern country was being 
gradually drawn closer and her vitality in 
mortal peril of exhaustion. Our armies 
were dwindling, those of the 
 orth increas- 
ing with every draft and the payment of 
liberal bounties. Starved, nearly bankrupt, 
thousands of our best soldiers killed in bat- 
tle, their places filled by boys and old men, 
the Federal Gm"ernment refusing to ex- 
change prisoners; our exports useless be- 
cause of armed ships closing in our ports all 
along the coast, our prospects were of the 
gloomiest, even though Lee had won vic- 
tory for our banners in the east. \Ye 
young ones, who kne,,, nothing and refused 
to believe in "croakers," kept on with our 
valiant boasting about our inYÏncible army 
and the like; but the end was beginning to 
be in sigh t. 
Christmas in the Confederacy offered as 
a rule little suggestion of the festh"al known 
to pI urn - pudding - and - Robin - red breast 
stories in annuals. Eyery crumb of food 
better than the ordinary, every orange, 
apple, or banana, every drop of wine and 
cordial procurable, went straightway to the 


hospitals, public or priyate, 
[any of the 
residents had set aside at least one room of 
their stately old houses as a hospital, main- 
taining at their own expense as many sick 
or wounded soldiers as they could accom- 
modate. On Christmas Eve, all the girls 
and women turned out in the streets, carry- 
ing baskets with sprigs of holly, luckily 
plentiful, since the woods around Rich- 
mond still held its ruddy glow in spots 
where bullets had not despoiled the trees 
beyond recall. 
Our little household had been gladdened 
by the return of our midshipman from 
Charleston, where he had been again on 
duty, and his re-establishment on board the 
Old Pat, as their school-ship was called by 
the youngsters. Just here opened a de- 
lightful vision. \Ve were all invited to 
spend Christmas at "The Retreat" in King 
\Villiam County, the way being then open 
and without danger of interruption, save 
by overfull rivers. The postscript to this 
agreeable epistle was brief, but to the 
point: "Bring your own gentlemen!" 
After much merriment in deciding whom 
this would include, the matter settled down 
into finding out who could be got to go. 
General Fitz Lee, who gallantly offered 
himself to the united family as an escort, 
decided that a possible accident to a then 
lame ankle might result in serious menace 
to his return to his command. Of the 
limited supply of men who could get off 
for the jaunt, our friends Lee Tucker, 
naval paymaster C, S., and Capt. Joseph 
Denegre, of the ordnance department, with 
my small brother, "ere happily found avail- 
able, and in the gray da,vn of a Decem- 
ber morning, we set off by train from Rich- 
mond, At the last minute it was discov- 
ered that 
Iidshipman Cary had forgotten 
his passport, he and 
Ir, Tucker remaining 
behind to secure it, thus necessitating a 
walk next day of half the distance from the 
terminus of their railway journey, the rest 
of the way by a hired buggy. 
4-\t our stopping-place, reached about 9 
A, M., after a cold and joggling run by train, 
finding encle Nebuchadnezzar, a Retreat 
darkey, in wating in a covered wagon lined 
with straw, we inquired of him the distance 
to the house. 
"\Yell, mistis,". he answered, beamingly, 
"it mout be ten miles, and then agin it 
mout be twenty; some says one, some says 
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t'other, but it's a right smart little bit; meh- 
be it's more, mebbe it's less, but sure as reI' 
bawn, I disremembers." 
And ,. Sure as yer hawn, I disremem- 
bers," was incorporated in our coterie- 
s pradle from that moment, 'Vhatever 
were the facts, eyening found us still in the 
wagon, less buoyant than at the start. 
Our Confederate ideas of pleasuring were 
on a limited scale compared with those of 
to-day, when parties of young people must 
hm-e motors, fur coats, foot-warmers, and 
Thermos Vacuum t1asks to facilitate their 
winter jaunts. "'hen, toward sunset, we 
finally turned in at the Retreat gate, amid 
the barkings of dogs and the rush outdoors 
of our glad hosts and their children, attend- 
ed by scarcely less welcoming negroes, all 
woes were forgotten. Two minutes later 
we were in enjoyment of intense physical 
relief, seated around a fire of generous logs 
sending out a glow that wrapped us in its 
warmth; and in half an hour we sat down 
to a table heaped with old-time luxuries. 
l)artridges, a sugar-cured ham, spare-ribs, 
and sausage-for those who knew what 
pork at the Retreat could be-corn pone, 
biscuits, fresh delicious butter, pitchers of 
mantling cream, and coffee, hot, rich, fra- 
grant, tasting of the bean-we had literally 
no words! 
Dear, cheery little" Cousin Xannie," our 
hostess, despairing because N ebuchadnez- 
zar had taken the wrong ford, thereby 
causing our delay and suffering, did not 
stop lamenting oyer us till we had eaten a 
disgraceful amount of supper. As soon as 
possible, she insisted that we girls should 
go to our rooms, and there, sinking into 
lm-ender-scented, linen-spread feather beds, 
with a fire dancing itself out upon the hearth, 
and a smiling negro woman waiting to ex- 
tinguish the candles, elysium was attained, 
'Vas it true-could such home comforts 
still be for us war-worn children of the Con- 
federacy? The last sounds in my waking 
ears were the patter of childish feet upon 
the landing, and a merry little golden-haired 
elf putting her head in at the door to cry, 
,. I'll catch you Christmas gift!" Then 
the strong delicious aroma of forest greens 
from the hall below was wafted in as some 
one in authority captured the tiny invader 
and bore her off-and so--oblivion. 
Kext day, a quiet cosey morning on a sofa 
wheeled up before the fire, with winter sun- 
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beams glancing through crimson curtains 
into a room bowered in Christmas garlands. 
At midday, a ramble through a forest heavy 
with pine odors, where a carpet of brown 
needles and dry twigs crackled musically 
underfoot, amid currents of warm per- 
fumed air stirring strangely; across de- 
nuded fields, where morning rime still glit- 
tered in fence corners upon the skeletons of 
last summer's wild-flowers, and in the wide 
blue sky overhead, crows wheeled and 
cawed-peace everywhere, peace infinite, 
no evil sight or sound to break the spell- 
and best of all, on our return to the house 
to find our two lost sheep of yesterday ar- 
rived and safe in the fold! To have had 
our boy miss that dinner would have robbed 
it of all savor. 
Such a dinner! Served at 3 o'clock 
P. 
L (after a luncheon at 12, of cordials 
and cakes), the host at his end of the long 
table, dispensing an emperor among tur- 
keys, "Cousin N annie" at hers engaged in 
carving another ham (that of the night be- 
fore having already gone to its long rest 
among the house servants)-a ham be- 
frilled with white paper, its pink slices cut 
thin as shavings, the fat having a nutty 
flavor-with cloves stuck into a crest of 
sugar. I remember a course of game, and 
then the plum pudding, with a berg of va- 
nilla ice cream, and a mould of calves-foot 
jelly, together with many little iced cakes 
and rosy apples in pyramids. This for us 
who had been for months living on salt pork 
and rice, beans and dried apples, who were 
to live on that fare (and in short rations too) 
until poor old Richmond fell! The deeds 
done with fork and spoon that day, are they 
not written in the annals of the Retreat? 
Once more unto the breach, dear friends! 
Our holiday was over. Again packed in 
the wagon, this time with the warmth of 
kindly good-byes and the memory of a roy- 
al welcome, forming a shield around our 
hearts against cold and all Pandora's box 
of ills. "And just look here!" said Joe 
Denegre as we started, designating a large 
split basket ofluncheon hidden in the straw. 
"Then, don't any of you say there's such a. 
word as trouble in this world." 
\Ve creaked along. 'Ye sank into deep 
ruts, and dragged through miry reaches. 
The drive seemed endless, The cork came 
out of our persimmon-beer and it filled 
Lee Tucker's shoe, but nobody complained, 
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The victim, possessing a very nice voice of 
his own, started "If you want to have a 
good time, jine the cm"alry," in which every 
one chimed. Other songs followed, and 
catches-" Frère Jacques!" " A southerly 
wind and a cloudy sky," and "\\Thite sand 
and gray sand." At two o'clock, we had 
luncheon, and a happy silence fell. 
:More songs; then" muggins" was pro- 
posed, a game of cards I thought detesta- 
ble; but they played it as earnestly as peo- 
ple nowadays play bridge. Next, 1\lr. 
Tucker got out" Elsie \Tenner" and gave 
us an example of his elocution in the tea- 
party of "1\Îrs. :\larilla Rowens," And so 
we arrived at a ford that, of course, we 
couldn't cross. 
To crown all, it was raining. Captains 
Denegre and Tucker went off in the gather- 
ing darkness through mud ankle-deep, act- 
ually reappearing alive and with news of a 
house somewhere, into which we might be 
taken, \Vhatever failed us in those days, it 
was not \ïrginian hospitality. The good 
people whose home we invaded seemed 
more than pleased to receive us, and next 
morning betimes, started us again "On to 
Richmond." By that time all Christmas 
cheer had gone out of us. To reach a fer- 
ry, where there was no ferry-boat proper, 
only a tiny makeshift of a skiff, we and the 
mules wearily took up the burden of life 
again, plodding five miles through sloughs 
of hopeless mud, up perpendicular hills 
and down again, till every bone ached and 
philosophy ceased to be a virtue, 
Once more on the shores of classic Pamun- 
key, liquid mud flowing everywhere, in pros- 
pect a crossing, two by two, in a miserable 
egg-shell made of slimy planks, the bottom 
quite under -water. The crowning feat of 
our expedition was, on reaching the other 
shore, all vehicles failing, to take heart of 
grace and walk six miles in a downpour, to 
the nearest station of the railway. Old 
rncle Nebuchadnezzar, an ehon shade, 
smiling broadly m"er his coat-pocket full 
of Confederate bluebacks administered as 
tips, remaining with his mules on the far 
bank of the Stygian rÍ\"er, alone told the 
tale of our perfect holiday. If it is asked 
what were our notions of perfection, I would 
answer that in those davs we were sustained 
by what Cervantes st}Oled "the bounding 
of the soul, the bursting of laughter, and 
the quicksilver of the five senses." 


As all chronicles of our war-time must of 
necessity drop often into melancholy detail, 
I am trying to assemble some of the more 
cheerful aspects of Richmond life. One 
day in January, l\:Irs. George \Vythe Ran- 
dolph, the beautiful Oriental-looking wife 
of our cousin, the secretary of war, appealed 
to me to arrange for her an entertainment 
for an evening party which it devolved upon 
her to give to social and official Richmond. 
So I "thought up" a series of charades in 
pantomime, called in the players I could de- 
pend upon, and with the aid of \ïzetelly, 
who not only painted a reversible drop- 
scene but the faces of all the actors, the af- 
fair came off successfully, 
The ready muse of 1\1r. John R. Thomp- 
son bubbled over in a set of verses, read 
with spirit between each word, by 1:Iiss 
l\Iary Preston in the costume of a Greek 
chorus, I have them no-w, in the author's 
beautiful distinct calligraphy. "Knight- 
hood" was the first word, and when the 
stanza I shall quote was read, the al- 
lusion it contained to General Hood, sit- 
ting well to the front in our audience, was 
a complete surprise, The object of the 
eulogy, looking like the hero of a \Yag- 
ner opera, was compelled by a tumult 
of hand-clappings to arise and bow, blush- 
ing to the roots of his hair, and it was 
several minutes before the performance 
could go on. 


"Knight is my first, my Second is a name 
That's doubly linked unto enduring fame: 
The gentle poet of the Bridge of Sighs, 
The hero, cynosure of tenderest eyes, 
Hood, whose keen sword has never known a 
stain 
Whose valour brightened Chickamauga's 
plain, 
Well might he stand on glory's blazing roll 
To represent to future times my \Vhole; 
For gooòlier Knighthood surely never shone 
Round fair Queen Bess upon her stately 
throne 
Than his, whose lofty deeds we proudly call 
our own." 


General Hood, who had recently lost a 
leg in battle, was generally supposed to be 
engaged to marry the fair and regal being 
near whom he sat at our entertainment, 
His staff-surgeon going abroad through the 
blockade about this time, was reported to 
carry as his chief's direction for purchase 
in Paris, this order: "1\Iem: Three cork 
legs, and a diamond ring." 
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The love-affair attributed to him did not 
materialize. It was some time after the 
war, when General Hood, married to a 
heautiful girl in New Orleans, and sub- 
sequently possessed of an unusually liberal 
allowance of young children, was said upon 
his travels over the Southern country where 
he had once wired orders deploying conquer- 
ing armies. to telegraph ahead for fresh miE
 
at the ensuing station. 
From a stray leaf of my working-copy of 
the programme, I find our dra-matis per- 
sonæ in "Pen" were :l\Iiss Josephine 
Chestney as a quaint and pretty Fanny 
Squeers, cajoling ::\Iajor \Vard as 
Y.icllOlas 
.I.V ickleb)', to sharpen her quill pen. 
In "Eye" l\Iiss Herndon as the 1r idO'LV 
1Vadman, displayed her ailing orb to ::\lr. 
Forbes as Uncle To b'\'. 
In "Tent," we had one of those East- 
ern scenes dear to amateurs, with all the 
jewels, spangles, and scarfs of friends and 
family united on the persons of young 
ladies who loll upon sofa cushions. In 
this, 
Irs, Russell Robinson was a loye- 
ly "Light of the Harem." The only 
harem I eyer penetrated in my journeys 
in Eastern countries was utterly unlike 
our representation, but we were all quite 
satisfied. 
The 'word "Penitent" was exquisitely 
posed by ::\Iiss Lizzie Giles in the garb of a 
novice with what seemed real tears upon her 
roseate cheeks. 
Our next was tir.1e-honored "
Iatri- 
mony." In" 
,fat" :1\1r, Robert Dobbin 
lost his lady-love by too great anxiety in 
looking for a mat to kneel upon before ::\liss 
Pollard. 
"Rye" revealed \Ïzetclly's painted fields 
as a background for my cousin Hetty 
Cary's appearance in the guise of a Scotch 
lassie far too good-looking to be true, a 
picture several times re-demanded while 
the piano industriously repeated" Comin' 
Thro' the Rye." After this sccne my cous- 
in was about to go around to sit among the 
audience, when her presence became neces- 
sary to quell an incipient strike among my 
supers behind the scenes. These volun- 
teers being none other' than Gens. J. E, B. 
Stuart and Fitz Lee, the former declared 
he wouldn't stay by himself in that stuffy 
place next the butler's pantry and hold up a 
step-ladder, unless 
Iiss Hetty Cary would 
come and talk to him. 
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The result of this arrangement was that 
as the curtain was about to rise upon 
"l\loney "-where I as a rustic maiden was 
to divide my smiles between Co!. John 
Saunders, a humble swain of my own es- 
tate, and \ïzetelly, a plumed cavalier with 
a purse of gold to offer-a fiasco occurred 
that nearly wrecked me and the syllable. 
1Iy scene, charmingly painted as an Eng- 
lish thatched cottage wreathed in roses, 
with a glimpse of the Thames in the back- 
ground, had a garden fence, on the stile of 
which I was supposed to be perched co- 
quettishly. Just as I had seated myself 
upon the stile held up by General Stuart in 
the rear, and Vizetelly was prepared to 
make his swaggering entrance from the side 
while Colonel Saunders began enacting 
whole volumes of jealousy, my perch gaye 
way and I slid to the ground! Instantly 
the heroine was transformed into an irate 
stage-manager, darting behind the scenes 
to scold an offending super, In vain Gen- 
eral Stuart protested abject penitence for 
having forgotten for a moment and let go, 
and promised better behavior. 
-\ccused of 
gross neglect while on duty, he was sen- 
tenced to lose his position and sit among the 
audience for the remainder of the show, 
General Fitz Lce, virtuously declaring that 
no young lady could make him forget his 
responsibility as a step-ladder, took and 
held General Stuart's post. 


Poor Stuart, gallant and joyous Stuart! 
Lee's right arm, the meteor cavalryman 
whose men gloried in following him to the 
death! In a few short months aftcr this 
brief dalliance with fun in Richmond, he 
was to ride his last ride, and be shot down 
by a bullet from the outpost, after the battle 
of the Yellow Ta,'crn, In all our parties 
and pleasurings, there seemed to lurk a 
foreshadowing of tragedy as in the Greek 
plays where the gloomy end is ever kept in 
sight. 
For those of this generation less familiar 
than were we with Stuart's fame, I quote a 
striking description from a book called the 
.. Crisis of the Confederacy," writt<;n by an 
English officer, Capt. Cecil Battine, of the 
15th King's Hussars: 
" James Stuart, or J eb, as he was called 
in the army, from his first initials, proved 
himself in his short career the greatest war- 
rior amongst the great men who have been 
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so called. \Yhether or not he was really 
descended from Robert the Bruce, he cer- 
tainly inherited the kingly talent for leading 
men and making war, He won the great 
battle of )lay 3, which was decisive in this 
campaign, by skilful and gallant leading. 
He was but twenty-eight years old when he 
took Jackson's place at the head of the 
Second Corps," And again, in describing 
Chancellorsville: "The signal was then 
given for an assault right along the line. 
"'hile the guns swept the road and the 
clearing on either side of it, Stuart led his 
infantry once more across the ravine, sing- 
ing at the top of his voice, and waving his 
sword. His blonde beard, blue eyes, and 
noble figure on horseback recalled the N or- 
man hero who led the van at Hastings, sing- 
ing the songs of Roland." 


The finale of our performance at General 
Randolph's (given before the president, the 
cabinet, and as many more official people 
as the spacious rooms could hold) was very 
satisfying to our pride, although that is a 
condition rarely missing from the efforts of 
amateur actors. The whole word ,. )latri- 
mony" was embodied in the quarrel-scene 
from the" School for Scandal," beginning 
with the peevish protest of Sir Peter: 
"Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, I'll not' bear 
it," in which the protean .:\1r. Lee Tucker 
and the writer of these lines took the parts 
of the ill-matched pair, l\ly costume that 
night was like a X ew England minis- 
ter's donation party, a combination of un- 
related parts, contributed by friends. )liss 
)laria Freeland, our neighbor, had at the 
last moment sent over the white ostrich 
plume sought wildly among my friends 
without success, that crowned the super- 
structure of my powdered locks, and I wore 
dear knows whose pearl necklace, in mor- 
tal fear of losing it. Everybody borrowed, 
everybody lent, we had not the least reserve 
in seeking. 
That winter, also, was given at Colonel 
I,"es's residence the amateur performance 
of which several accounts have recently 
gone into print. 
1rs. Clement Clay as 
.\/ rs. J.1I ala pro p was astonishingly good, 
dominating our little stage with the ease of 
a veteran actress. 1\lr, John Randolph as 
Sir 
llltllOllY, Paymaster L. 1\1. Tucker as 
Jack .lbsolute, 1\Iaj. R, "T. Brown as Sir 
LZIl ius, 
laj. Frank 'Yard as Bob .lacs, 


)lr. George Robinson as Da'i,:id, and 
Ir. 
R. Dobbin as Coadzman, with my little 
brother as Fag, carried off their parts with 
a dash that made me often long in the after 
days when I conducted so many amateur 
theatricals for charity in 
 ew York, for 
such admirable material with which to cast 
my plays. The drollest incident was when 
General Hood, new to "The Rivals;" said 
about Bob Acres: "By Jove, I believe the 
man's afraid!" 
The witty, rattling old comedy went, 
from beginning to end, without a lagging 
moment, I had the uninspiring part of 
Lydia Languish, serving as a foil for the 
real brilliancy of 1\lrs, Clay's performance, 
,re played it two nights successi,'ely, be- 
fore large audiences of our friends. I find 
in a scrap of old diary, without a date, these 
entries: "1\1 Y first dress was white muslin, 
lace negligée cap, blue ribbons; second 
dress, petticoat and bodice of pale-blue 
brocade (once worn by somebody else at a 
'Vhite House levee), train of pale-pink 
moiré antique, powdered hair, wreath of 
pink roses, fichu of old :\1echlin lace. . . . 
"Clarence had an especial permit from 
the secretary of the navy C\Ir. )Iallory) to 
leave the school-ship for these occasions. 

lamma patched up his livery with much 
zeal and skill, and at the first performance 
had the pride of hearing an old general, 
doubled with laughter on the seat next to 
her; say: 'By George, that Fag beats all 
the rest of 'em! It's the best bit'of acting I 
ever saw.' . . , 
"Tired as we were, next morning I went 
with Hetty, General Fitz Lee, and Colonel 
Von Borcke for a long ride in brilliant win- 
ter sunshine, our hearts bounding with our 
horses, Hetty looked so beautiful in her 
habit, none of us could keep our eyes off 
her. (The only girl I e,'er thought com- 
pared -with her in the saddle was Sally Pres- 
ton, whose habit, made in England, fitted 
her noble tigure like a glove. She rode in 
London park style, and when mounted on 
her fine bay, "Fairfax," was a glowing pict- 
ure of vigorous beauty.) I made them 
laugh by telling behind-the-scenes anec- 
dotes, and complaining of the black-and- 
blue spot left on my shoulder hy J[ rs. 
.II al a prop's real pinch. I also confided 
to them that I should 100'e to go upon the 
real stage, but knew, if I did, all the grand- 
fathers and great-aunts would risc from 
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their graves in horror." It was not so long 
before that a member of the Episcopal 
Church in \ïrginia was forbidden to go to 
the theatre, and to races, or threatened with 
excommunication for waltzing. This was 
during the period when the spirit of valiant 
old Bishop :Meade still controlled our 
church, in reaction from the days of the 
card-playing, fox-hunting clergy and re
i- 
dent chaplains, who read the service in sur- 
plices worn O\"er pink coats, keeping their 
hunters saddled and tethered at the vestry 
door. 
The battle of the \Vildemess on 
la y 6, 
186-1-, and its terrible sequel, of musketry 
setting fire to brush and undergrowth on 
the field where dead and wounded were 
alike wrapped in flame and smoke dur- 
ing one long appalling night; the _serious 
wounding of Lieutenant-General Long- 
street; the battles of Spottsylvania Court 
House on 
Iay 10 and 12, with the death of 
Stuart near the YelIow Tavern on the later 
date, renewed all the old strain of continual 
yearning over the fortunes of our army. 
The horrors of the slaughter at Cold Har- 
bor, on June 3, in which the Lnion army 
lost over thirteen thousand men-the result, 
it was said, of little over one hour's fighting 
-and the beginning of the siege of Peters- 
burg, focussed emotion. It did not seem 
we could stand more of these "bludgeon- 
ings of Fate." 
11y mother, for some time inactive in her 
nursing, declared she could rest no longer. 
She had been out to visit the hospital at 
Camp \Yinder, in a barren suburb of the 
town, where the need of nurses was crying. 
_My aunt 
frs, Hyde deciding to accom- 
pany her, they were soon installed there, 
my mother as division matron in charge of 
a number of rude sheds serving as shelter 
for the patients, my aunt controlling a dis- 
pensary of food for the sufferers. It had 
been proposed that I should remain in 
town with friends, but my first glance at my 
mother's accommodations in the camp 
made me resolve to share them and try 
to do my part. To the nurses and ma- 
trons was allotted one end of a huge 
Noah's Ark, built of unpainted pine, di- 
vided by a partition, the surgeons occupy- 
ing the other end, Near by were the diet 
kitchens and store-rooms, around which 
were gathered wards and tents; the whole 
camp occupying an arid, shadelcss, sun- 
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baked plain, without grass or water, en- 
circled by a noxious trench too often used 
to receive the nameless débris of the wards, 
To my mother, and myself as a volunteer 
aid to her, was assigned a large bare room 
with rough boarded walls and one window, 
a cot in each corner, two chairs, a table, 
and washing apparatus. Then, a kind lady 
coming to see us and declaring she was 
about to remove to the country and had no- 
where to store a roomful of furniture, we 
fell heir to some nice old bits of mahogany, 
a folding screen, a matting rug, a mirror, 
and a pair of white muslin curtains. \Vhile 
my mother was absent one day upon her 
rounds, I invoked the aid of a nice old 
colored man, and presto! our room was 
changed into a bower, bed- and sitting- 
room combined. \Yhen the curtain was 
hung up at the window looking to the west 
-where each evening the sun sank sending 
up a fountain of radiance behind a belt of 
inky pines-and tied back with my one 
blue sash, I had a bright idea. \Ye would 
ha ve a box of grO\ving flowers nailed to the 
outside of the sill. Enlisting the services of 
my friendly darkey to secure a box for me, 
he soon returned with what seemed exactly 
the right thing. \\Then he told me it had 
been given him by the surgeons and had 
contained artificial legs, my zeal decreased 
-but -we covered it with bark from the 
wood-shed, I bought somewhere plants of 
ivy, geranium, and sweet alyssum, and, in 
the end, my window-garden was the envy 
of the camp. Just when I had finished ar- 
ranging my new bailiwick, a couple of rosy 
Irish sisters, good loving souls employed in 
the hospital, came in to bring me linen 
sheets and pillow-cases spun by their moth- 
er in the old country and given to them for 
their weddings in the 
ew 'Vodd-" an' 
seein' the Yankees don't seem of a mind to 
spare us husbands anyhow, we'd be proud 
for you to use 'em, miss, in your be-youtiful 
room that's like a palace beside the rest." 
Alas! the heat, the smell of the wounds, 
and close confinement to her rounds, 
brought upon my mother the only illness I 
could remember, for her muscles and nerves 
always seemed to me made of iron. It was 
fortunately brief, and I then took my turn 
at the same trouhle. But our initiation to 
Camp \\Ïnder over, we soon found forget- 
fulness of discomfort in the awful realities 
of brave men's suffering on every hand. I 
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followed my mother in her rounds, aiding 
and supplementing her. Erelong I found 
certain patients who in due course were 
relegated entirely to my care, with a ward 
helper in attendance, I\ly whole heart 
passed into the work. l.ø::ould hardly sleep 
for wishing to be back in those miserable, 
cheerless wards, where dim eyes would kin- 
dle feebly at sight of me, and trembling lips 
gave me last messages to transmit to those 
they would never see again. Once, going 
into one of my mother's wards, I found my 
way blocked by an arm lying on the floor, 
and the surgeons who had just amputated 
it still at work on Cavanagh, one of our 
favorite patients, a big, gentle Irishman, al- 
wa ys courteous and considerate, The 
blood was gushing profusely from the flaps 
they were sewing together, and for a mo- 
ment I paused uncertain. " Can you stand 
it?" asked one of the doctors, kindly. "If 
so, there's a little help needed, as we're short- 
handed this morning." I stayed, and in a 
moment I saw clear and all seemed easier. 
\\'hen they hurried off leaving Cavanagh to 
me, he came out of chloroform looking me 
full in the eyes, as I stood sponging his fore- 
head. "So it's gone at last, the poor old 
arm we worked so hard to save," I said, 
trying to speak lightly, "Yes, miss, but 
it's not meself you should be thinkin' 
about," he answered, "an' you standin' by 
dirtyin' your dress with the blood 0' me." 
Cavanagh, I am glad to say, got -well and 
left the hospital,..swearing eternal fea1ty to 
his nurse, 
One night, following a day when the can- 
non had not ceased till sunset, we were 
awakened by an orderly coming to tell my 
mother that a lot of new wounded had been 
brought in from the field and were still com- 
ing. They were putting them in a new 
ward just built at the far end of the camp, 
hut had actually no food or stimulant to 
give them, Did 
Irs, Cary think she could 
possibly spare a little from her store-room, 
since many of these poor fellows had been 
in the ambulance since the day before, 
somc without a mouthful passing their lips? 
\Ye sprang up, hurried into our clothes, 
and were outside in a few minutes. My 
mother, unlocking her stores with a sinking 
heart, found she had but one bucket of milk, 
a small bottle of brandy, a piece of cold 
boiled pork, and a pile of cold corn-bread. 
\rith our arms full, we stumbled in the 


darkness m"er the rough ground, following 
the orderly and his lantern. If we had 
spilt that precious milk, our hearts would 
have broken, then and there. 
The Southern night had spent its early 
heat, and a wandering breeze laden with 
wood odors came up from the river, and 
smote our foreheads gratefully. _\t the 
door of the new ward, a long pine shed, 
ambulances were disgorging their ghastly 
contents, some of the wounded uttering pit- 
iful prayers to be left to die in peace; some 
mercifully in stupor, while other forms were 
lifted out already stiffened in their last 
sleep, Those for whom the jolting ride 
from the battle-field had not finished the 
work of the enemy's bullets, were carried 
in and laid on the cots, and by the insuffi- 
cient glimmer of oil-lanterns and tallow dips 
the surgeons began their rounds, Before 
they were half finished, a streak of saffron 
came into the sky seen through the open 
windows, and in the sparse trees on the 
outskirts of the camp, birds had begun to 
stir and chirp, \\T e placed our supplies on a 
table near the door, and my mother telling 
me the surgeons needed her assistance, bade 
me find out the exact number to be fed, and 
"make it go around," Ah! that division 
of meagre portions! :Kever since have I 
been able to endure with complacency see- 
ing the waste of food in peace times. \Yhen, 
aided by the ward helpers, I began to dis- 
tribute it, some were past swallowing, and 
their more vigorous neighbors looked with 
cm'etous eyes upon the poor rejected bits. 
To hurry by carrying off these morsels, to 
take cups away from thirsty lips before they 
were satisfied, was a keen sorrow, 
At length when I had nearly finished the 
task and almost exhausted my resources, I 
came upon a cot where lay, upon his face, 
a mere boy apparently dying. There was 
no time to call a doctor. I mixed milk and 
brandy and after forcing his body m"er, 
poured it by teaspoonfuls down his throat, 
keeping on till I had the joy of seeing the 
vital spark creep back, Little by little he 
reached the point of opening his eyes, and 
telling me he didn't exactly know what was 
the matter with him, but that he felt ., so 
tired." As soon as I could capture my 
favorite doctor, I brought him to my pa- 
tient. A wound was found, but a slight one. 
The lad was simply dying from exhaustion, 
the joggling of hours in the ambulance, and 
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want of food. " He may thank his stars you 
kept on trying," said my doctor, "or he'd 
have been a dead one before now. Think 
of children like this put into the ranks to 
fill the places of the seasoned men they\"e 
killed for us." 
This patient also recovered on our hands, 
and in due time ,vent back to his" old wom- 
an" in North Carolina, whose poor sera wl- 
ing letters to her son I had to read and 
answer for him, \Vhile at Camp \Vinder 
he was indulged by me to an extent that 
caused some jealousy and cutting comment 
from his neighbors in the ward. For him 
were reserved all the tid-bits I could lay 
my hands upon, but fortunately he went 
home before he was too badly spoiled, 
If we had visitors, there was nowhere to 
receive them, so the few I allowed to come 
appeared during my off time in the after- 
noon, and mercifruly took me out to walk. 
\Vith the private secretary of the president, 
who never came save with some welcome 
book in hand, I oftenest wandered out of 
the grim precincts of Camp \Vinder into the 
woods above the canal and river bank, 
where we would sit under the shelving 
boughs and watch the silent boats steal by 
below, reading, talking, a-qd trying to for- 
get the incubus of war. Here, the air 
knew no taint, wild flowers sprung pro- 
fusely, there was no sound save that of the 
chafing river. Sometimes, on the canal- 
boats gliding past, the negro deck-hands 
worud sing in plaintive chorus, or play 
an obligato upon some \"Wind instrument, 
dying in the distance like horns of elfland. 
\Valking back in the evening, we carried 
bouquets and sprays of foliage arranged 
while we sat; some for my own quarters, 
most of them for patients lying alone in the 
tents where they put infected wounds. 
These last had my deepest sympathy, so 
childlike they were in their terror of being 
shut out of the wards and left day and night 
alone save for the rare visits possible where 
there were so many needing attention, \Ye 
generally timed ourselves to reach camp at 
sunset, just as the one-armed and one- 
legged soldier on duty at the head-quarters 
flagstaff lowered the stars and bars to their 
evening rest, afterward performing upon his 
asthmatic bugle a melancholy strain. Then 
I had an hour of duty in feeding the patients 
in our ward who could not help themselves, 
and after that, my mother and aunt and I 
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repaired to a bare refectory on the ground 
floor of our Noah's Ark, where we shared 
with innumerable Hies a coarse and insuffi- 
cient evening meal, 
To multiply instances of our work among 
the heroic sufferers, that long, long summer, 
would be monotonous. I depict it as an 
example of a life led by hundreds of women 
of the South; women who had mostly come 
out of beautiful and luxurious homes. :\1 y 
mother, previously a ,"olunteer, was now a 
paid servant of government, and of what 
she received, spent the greater part in am- 
plifying the conveniences and supplies of 
her diet kitchen, \Ve were then in straits 
for everything considered indispensable in 
the outfit of modern hospitals. Our sur- 
geons, working with pure devotion, were at 
their wits' end to renew needful appliances. 
\Vithout going into painful detail, I can say 
that our experience was continually shock- 
ing and distressing, as were the burials of 
our dead in a field by Hollywood, six or 
seven coffins dropped into one yawning pit, 
and hurriedly covered in, all that a grateful 
country could render in return for precious 
lives. All told, that Camp \Vinder episode 
was the most ghastly I ever knew. If we 
had possessed enough of anyone hospital 
requisite, it would have been less grim. 
In June, 1864, my brother, who had been 
under fire repeatedly that spring aboard the 
iron-clad 1ïrgillia, in the campaign against 
Butler below Drury's Bluff, was ordered 
hack to the school-ship for examination, 
becoming passed midshipman. Thence, 
he was sent to the Clzickamauga, at \Yil- 
mington, then fitting out for a destructive 
cruise which she was to watch her opportu- 
nity of making. Often when my mother and 
I returned from the hospital rounds, to our 
pine barracks heated red-hot by the torrid 
Southern sun, we would sit down to rest 
weary bones, and speculate about our wan- 
derer-whether he was yet out upon the 
deep that tells no tales, his ship to be shat- 
tered perhaps by a broadside from the 
blockading fleet, and he to go down in her, 
without a chance to send us a last message 
or farewell; less happy in that regard than 
the young fellows from whose brows we had 
that day wiped the death damps, whilst 
charging ourselves with letters to their be- 
lm"ed ones in far Southern homes. 
It is a long lane that has no turning, and 
my holiday came at last. Late in the sum- 
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mer of 186-+, a small house-party, consisting 
of two men and two girls, was made welcome 
at the Retreat, Spite of all drawbacks 
and darkest prospects, youth and happi- 
ness emerged triumphant from the shadows, 
making the week one of immemorial inci- 
dent. After the male guests went back to 
duty, one of them, returning for a "week- 
end" visit, left Richmond on horseback 
late Saturday evening, rode all night, his 
horse swimming a river wherever the ferry- 
man was absent, spent Sunday with us, and 
rode back through the night. just arriving 
in time for a certain official breakfast table 
on )Ionday, where the mystery of his ab- 
sence created endless humorous specula- 
tions, even from his stately chief. 
A year later, the gay rider was in rigor- 
ous confinement in the casemate of a 
 orth- 
ern fortress, fighting Fate hourly within his 
valiant soul. The other-true knight, true 
lover, tried and proved leader of armies in 
the field-lay in his hero's grave in Holly- 
wood; his radiant bride a stricken widow, 
whose story passed into tradition as among 
the saddest of the war. 
::\Iy cousin Hetty and I lingered on at the 
Retreat, until my holiday ended disastrous- 
ly. .-\ sudden sharp illness-I' Pamunkey 
fe,-er," they called it, following the long 
stretch of hospital work in summer heat- 
summoned my mother from Richmond to 
attend me. She arrived in an ambulance, 
finding me, however, so much on the mend 
that I '\-vas able to drive back with her in 
comfort, through the crimson and golden 
glories of the Pamunkey swamps. 
Things, as I recall them, seem to have 
rushed onward with the speed of lightning 
during the last winter of the war, 'Ve 
had again settled oursehoes in quarters in 
town. I had recovered my full strength, 
and was almost always hungry. 'Ve had 


little money, little food. It was impossible 
to draw upon our funds in '\"ashington, and 
my mother, with a number of ladies of her 
own estate in life, took situations to sign 
bank-notes in the treasury department. In 
what they called "
Ir. ßIemminger's re- 
ception-room," she daily met a number of 
highly bred gentlewomen, in whose veins 
ran the purest currents of Cm"alier and 
Huguenot blood, The names written upon 
those bank-notes might have served to illus- 
trate the genesis of Southern aristocracy. 
This time, we had been able to secure 
only one room in a friend's house, with 
the use of her drawing-room and dining- 
room and service of her cook, the latter 
being a nominal one only: our breakfast 
at 8 A. 
1. consisting of cornbread with the 
drippings of fried bacon instead of butter, 
and coffee made of dried beans and peanuts 
without milk or sugar. For luncheon we 
had, day in and day out, bacon, rice, and 
dried apples sweetened with sorghum. For 
our evening repast were served cakes made 
of cornmeal and water, eaten with sorghum 
molasses, and more of that unspeakable 
coffee. I cannot remember getting up 
from any meal that winter without wishing 
there were more of it. I went once to call 
upon a family antecedently wealthy, and 
found father, mother, and children making 
their dinner upon soup-plates filled with 
that cheerless compound known as "Ben- 
jamin "-hard-tack, soaked in hot water, 
sprinkled with salt or brown sugar. It is to 
be said, however, there was in our com- 
munity no discussion of diets, fads, or cures, 
and the health chase of modern society was 
an unknown quantity, People in better 
physical condition than the besieged dwell- 
ers of Richmond, when their cause was 
beginning - to feel the death-clutch at its 
throat, were certainly not to be found, 
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'YILD flight on flight against the fading dawn 
The flames' red wings soar upward duskily. 
This is the funeral pyre and Troy is dead 
That sparkled so the day I saw it first, 
And darkened slowly after. I am she 
'Yho loves all beauty-yet I wither it. 
'Yhy have the high gods made me wreak their wrath- 
Forever since my maidenhood to sow 
Sorrow and blood about me? Lo they keep 
Their bitter care above me even now. 
It was the gods who led me to this lair, 
That though the burning winds should make me ,yeak, 
They should not snatch the life from out my lips. 
Olympus let the other women die. 
They shall be quiet when the day is done 
And have no care to-morrow. Yet for me 
There is no rest. The gods are not so kind 
To her made half immortal like themselves, 
It is to you I owe the cruel gift, 
Leda, my mother, and the swan, my sire.- 
To you the beauty and to you the bale; 
F or never woman born of man and maid 
Had wrought such havoc on the earth as I, 
Or troubled hea,-en with a sea of t1ame 
That climbed to touch the silent whirling stars 
And blotted out their brightness ere the dawn. 
Have I not made the world to weep enough? 
Give death to me. 
Yet life is more than death; 
How could Ilea ve the sound of singing \,-inds, 
The strong s\veet scent that breathes from off the sea, 
Or shut my eyes forever to the spring? 
I will not give the grave my hands to hold, 

Iy shining hair to light oblivion. 
Have those who wander through the ways of death,_ 
The still wan fields Elysian, any love 
To lift their breasts with longing, any lips 
To thirst against the quiver of a kiss? 
VOL. XLIX,-54- 
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Helen 


Lo, I 
hall liye to conquer Greece again, 
To make the people love, who hatc me now. 

Iy dreams are oyer. I havc ceased to cry 
.\gainst the fate that made men 100-e my mouth 
And left their spirits all too deaf to hear 
The little songs that echoed through my soul. 
I hayc no anger now. The dreams are done, 
Yet since the Greeks and Trojans would not see 
Aught but my body's fairness, till the en<1, 
In all the islands set in all the :,eas, 
And all the lands that lie beneath the sun, 
Till light turn darkness, and till time shall sleep, 
::\[en's lives shall waste with longing after me. 
For I shall be the sum of their desire, 
The whole of beauty, neyer seen again. 
And they shall stretch their arms and starting, wake 
\Yith "Helen!" on their lips, and in their e
.es 
The vision of me. Always I shall be 
Limned on the darkness like a shaft of light 
That glimmers and is gone. They shall behold 
Each one his dream that fashions me anew:- 
\Yith hair like lakes that glint beneath the stars, 
Dark as sweet midnight-or with hair aglow 
Like burnished gold that still retains the fire, 
Yea, I shall haunt until the dusk of time 
The heavy eyelids filled with fleeting dreams. 


I wait for one who comf'S with s\yord to slay- 
The king I wronged who searches for me now; 
And yet he shall not slay me. I shall stand 
"ïth lifted head and look within his eyes, 
Baring my breast to him and to the sun. 
Re shall not have the power to stain with Lloo<1 
That whiteness-for the angry sword shall fall 
And he shall cry and catch me in his arms, 
Bearing me hack to Sparta on his breast. 
Lo, I shall live to conquer Greece again! 
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O HE persuasiye agent sought 
old 
Iiss Abigail out among 
her flower-b
ds and held up 
to her a tiny chair with roses 
painted on the back. " r 
was told to see you about 
these. They're only four dollars a dozen, 
and the smallest school chilùren love 'em," 
:J\Iiss _\bigail straightened herself with dif- 
ficulty, She had been weeding the gladi- 
olus hed. "Four dollars," she mused, ,. I 
was going to put four dollars into rose- 
bushes this fall," She put out a strong, 
earth-stained old hand and took the chair, 
Her affection for her native Greenford be- 
gan to rise through her life-long thrift, a 
mental ferment not unusual with her. 
Finally, "All right," she said; "send 'em to 
the school-house, and say they're in mem- 
oryof all my grandfathers and grandmoth- 
ers that learned their letters in that school- 
house. " 
She \yent back to her digging. and the 
agent clicked the gate back of his retreat. 
Suddenly she stood up without remember- 
ing to ease her back, She heard the first 
shot from the enemy who was to advance 
so rapidly upon he; thereafter. "\Vait a 
minute," she called to the agent. As he 
paused, she made a swift calculation, " I 
don't believe I want a dozen," she said, 
much surprised. ,. J can't think of that 
many little ones." The agent took out his 
note-book. ,. How many?" he asked. 
The ponderous old woman stared at him 
absently while she made a mental canvass 
of the town. She spoke wi th a gasp. " \Ve 
don't need any!" she cried. "There ain't 
a child in school under eleven." 
"Take some now and have them handy," 
urged the agent. 
::\Iiss Abigail's gaze again narrowed in 
silent calculation. \Vhen she spoke her ex- 
clamation was not for her listener. She had 
forgotten him, ., Good Lord of Love!" she 


cried, "There ain't a single one comin' up 
to sit on those chairs if I should buy 'em!" 
The agent was utterly blotted from her 
mind, She did not know when he left her 
garden. She only knew that there were 
no children in Greenford. There were no 
children in her town! "\Vhy, ".hat's 
comin' to Greenford!" she cried. 
And yet, even as she cried out, she was 
av.;are that she had a warning, definite, 
ominous, a few months before, from the lips 
of ::\lo11y Leonard. 
\t that time she had 
put away her startled uneasiness with a 
masterful hand, burying it resolutely where 
she had laid away all the other emotions of 
her life, under the brown loam of her gar- 
den. But it all came back to her now. 
Her thin, fluttering, little old friend had 
begun with tragic emphasis, "The roof to 
the library leaks!" 
:J\liss Abigail had laughed as usual at 

Iol1y's habit of taking small events with 
bated breath. "\Vhat of it?" she asked. 
"That roof never was good, even back in 
the days when 'twas a private house and 
my great-uncle lived in it." 
Miss :Molly fluttered still more before 
the awfulness of her next announcement. 
" Well, the talk is that the town won't 
vote a cent toward repairs," 
"They'll have to! You can't get along 
without a library!" 
"No, they won't. The talk is that the 
men won't vote to have the town give a 
bit of money for shingles. No, nor to 
pay somebody to take the place of Ellen 

lonroe as librarian. She's got work in 
the print mill at J ohnsonville and is going 
to move down there to be near her brother's 
family." 
"Oh, talk /" said l\liss Abigail with the 
easy contempt she had for things outside 
her garden hedge, "Haven't you heard 
men talk before?" 
"But they say really they won't! They 
say nobody ever goes into it any more when 
the summer folks go away." 
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-:\liss Abigail's gesture indicated that the "But it's so! I don't know what's com- 
thing was unthinkable. "'Yhat's the mat- ing to Greenford!" 
ter with young folks nowadays, anyhow? An imperative gesture from the older 
They always used to run there and chatter woman cut her short. "Don't chatter so, 
till you couldn't hear yourself think." 
Iolly! If it's true, that about the library, 
-:\liss 
lolly lowered her voice like a per- we've got to do something!" 
son coming to the frightening climax of a The interview had ended in an agree- 
ghost story. ":Miss Abigail, they ain't any ment from her, after a struggle with the 
young folks here any more!" two passions of her life, to give up the 
""That do you call the Pitkin girls!" de- tulip bulbs for which she had been sav- 
manded the other. ing so long, and spend the money for re- 
"They were the very last ones and they pairing the roof. 
Iiss -:\Iolly, having no 
and their mother have decided they'll move money to give, since she was already much 
to Johnsonville this fall." poorer than she could possibly be and live, 

Iiss Abigail cried out in energetic dis- agreed according to _Miss Abigail's per- 
approval, \I "That in the Lord's world are. emptory suggestion, to give her time, and 
the Pitkinses going to move away from keep the library open at least during the 
Greenford for! They belong here!" afternoons. 
:Miss 
Iolly marshalled the reasons with " You can do it, 
Iolly, as well as not, for 
a sad swiftness, "There aren't any music you don't seem to have half the sewing 
pupils left for the oldest one, the two next you used to." 
have got positions in the print mills, and "There's nobody here any more to sew 
little Sarah is too old for the school here any Jor-" began the seamstress despairing- 
more," ly, but J\fiss Abigail would not listen, 
-:\fiss Abigail shook her head impatiently bundling her out of the garden gate and 
as though to brush away a troublesome sending her trotting home, cheered unrea- 
gnat. "How about the Leavitts? There son ably by the old woman's jovial, blus- 
ought to be enough young ones in that one tering, "No such kind of talk allowed in 
family to--! 11t y garden!" 
"They moved to Johnsonville last week, But now, after the second warning, 
Iiss 
going to rent their house to city folks in Abigail felt the need of some cheer for her- 
the summer, the way all the rest here in self as she toiled among the hollyhocks and 
the street do. They didn't want to go a larkspurs, her heart in a leaden lethargy, 
bit. Eliza felt dreadful about it, but what She would not let herself think of the signifi- 
can they do? Ezra hasn't had enough cance of the visit of the agent for the chairs, 
carpentering to do in the last six months and she could not force herself to think of 
to pay their grocery bill, and down in anything else, For several wretched weeks 
J ohnsonville they can't get carpenters she hung in this limbo, Then, one morn- 
enough, Besides, all the children's friends ing as she stood gazing at her Speciosums 
are there, and they got so lonesome here Rubrums without seeing them, she re- 
winters." ceived her summons to the front. She had 
)'liss Abigail quailed a little, but rally- a call from her neighbor, 
fr. Edward Hor- 
ing, she brought out, "'Vhat's the matter ton, whom the rest of the world knows as a 
with the Bennetts? The whole kit and sculptor, but whom J\Iiss Abigail esteemed 
L'iling of them came in here the other day only because of his orthodox ideas on rose 
to pester me asking about how I grew my culture, He came in to ask some informa- 
lilies." tion about a blight on his Red Ramblers, 
""ny, 
fiss Abigail! You don't pay any although after Miss Abigail had finished 
more attention to village news! They've her strong recommendation to use whale 
been working in the mills for two years oil soap sprayed, and not hellebore, he 
now, and only come home for two weeks still lingered, crushing a leaf of lemon 
in the summer like everybody else." verbena between his fingers and sniffing 
The old woman stirred her weighty the resultant perfume with thoughtful ap- 
person wrathfully, "Like everybody else! preciation. He was almost as enthusi- 

Iolly, you talk like a fool! _-\s if there was astic a horticulturist as _Miss Abigail, and 
nobody lived here all the year around!" stood high in her good graces as one of 
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the few individuals of sense among the sum- 
mer colony. She faced him therefore in 
a peaceable, friendly mood, glad of the 
diversion from her thoughts, and quite un- 
prepared for the shock he was about to 
give her. 
"I'm on my way to interview the trustees 
of the church," he remarked. "It is curious 
that all but one of them now really live in 
Johnsonville, although they still keep their 
nominal residence here." 
"\\That do you want to see them for?" 
asked :Miss Abigail with a bluntness caused 
in part by her wincing at his casual state- 
ment of an unwelcome fact. 
"'''hy, I've had what I flatter myself 
is an inspiration for everyone concerned, 
I've got a big commission for part of the 
decorations of the new State House in :Mon- 
tana, and I need a very large studio. It 
occurred to me the other day that instead 
of building, I'd save time by buying the old 
church here and using that." 
:Miss Abigail leaned against the palings, 
"Buy Ollr clzurch!" she said, and every 
letter was a capi tal. 
"I didn't know you were a member," said 
the sculptor, a little surprised. " You don't 
often go." 
J\Iiss Abigail shouted out, "\Vhy, my 
grandfather was minister in that church!" 

fr. Horton received this as a statement 
of fact, "Indeed? I didn't realize the 
building was so old. I wonder if the foun- 
dations are still in good shape," He went 
on, explanatorily, "I really don't know why 
I hadn't thought of the plan before. The 
number who attend church in that great 
barn of a place could easily be put into 
some one's parlor, and save the trustees the 
expense of heating, One of them whom 
I saw the other day seemed quite pleased 
with the notion-said they'd been at a 
loss to know what to do about conditions 
here." He glanced at his watch. "\Vell, I 
must be going or I shall miss the train to 
Johnsonville. Thank you very much for 
the hint about the blight." 
He ,vent down the street, humming a 
cheerful little tune, 
To :Miss Abigail it was the bugle call of 
"Forward, charge!" She had been, for 
the last few weeks, a little paler than 
usual. N ow her powerful old face flushed 
to an angry red. She dashed her trowel 
to the garden path and clenched her fists. 
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"\\That's coming to Greenford!" she shout- 
ed. It was no longer a wail of despair. It 
was a battle cry of defiance. 


II 


SHE had no time to organize a campaign, 
forced as she was to begin fighting at once, 
Reaching wildly for any weapon at hand, 
she rushed to the front, as grim-visaged a 
wan:ior as ever frightened a peaceable, 
shiftless non-combatant. "Joel Barney!" 
she cried, storming up his front steps. 
" You're a trustee of the church, aren't you? 
\VeJI, if you don't vote against selling the 
church, I'll foreclose the mortgage on your 
house so quick you can't wink. And you 
tell 'Lias Bennett that if he doesn't do the 
same, I'll pile manure all over that field of 
mine near his place, and stink out his sum- 
mer renters so they'll never set foot here 
again." 
She shifted tactics as she encountered 
different adversaries and tried no black- 
mail on stubborn :Miles Benton, whom she 
took pains to see the next time he came back 
to Greenford for a visit, Him she hailed as 
the N ati'Te-Born. "How would you like to 
have brazen models and nasty statutes 
made in the building where your own folks 
had ahvays gone to church?" 
But when the skirmish was over, she 
realized ruefully that the argument which 
had brought her her hard-won victory had 
been the one which, for a person of such 
very moderate means as hers, reflected the 
least hope for future battles, At the last, 
in desperation, she had guaranteed in the 
name of the Ladies' Aid Society that the 
church, except for the minister's salary, 
should thereafter be no expense to the trus- 
tees, She had invented that source of 
authority, remembering that :\Iolly Leon- 
ard had said she belonged to the Ladies' 
Aid Society, "and I can make l\IolIy do 
anything," she thought, trusting Providence 
for the management of the others. 
As a matter of fact, when she came to 
investigate the matter, she found that :NIolly 
was now the sole remaining member. Her 
dismay was acute, l\Iolly's finances being 
only too well knO\vn to her, but she rallied 
bravely. "They don't do much to a church 
that costs money," she thought, and, when 
:l\IolIy went away, she made out her budget 
unflinchingly. \V ood for the furnace, ker- 
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osene for the lamps, wages to the janitor, 
repairs when needed- "'''ell, .\bigail 
'Varner," she told herself, "it means noth- 
ing new bought for the garden, and no new 
microscope-the roof to the library costing 
more than they said 'twould and all." 
But the joy of triumphant battle was still 
swelling her dough ty old heart, so that e,.en 
these considerations did not damp her exul- 
tation over her artist neighbor the next time 
he came to see her. He listened to her 
boasting with his pleasant, philosophic 
smile, and, when she finished, delivered 
himself of a quiet little disquisition on the 
nature of things which was like ice-water 
in the face of the hot-blooded old fighter. 
" :
I y dear l\liss Abigail, your zeal does 
your heart credit, and your management 
of the trustees proves you an unsuspected 
diplomat; but as a friend, and, believe me, 
a disinterested friend, let me warn you 
that you are contending against irresistible 
forces. You can no more resuscitate your 
old Greenford than you can any other dead 
body, You have kept the church from my 
clutches, it is true, though for that matter I 
wouldn't have offered to buy it if I hadn't 
thought no one cared about it-but what 
do you mean to do with it now you have 
it ? You cannot bring back the old Green- 
ford families from their well-paid work 
in J ohnsonville to sit in those rescued 
pews, or read in your deserted library, or 
send their children to your empty school- 
house. You tell me they are loyal to their 
old home, and love to come back here for 
visits. Is that strange? Greenford is a 
charming village set in the midst of beau- 
tiful mountains, and Johnsom'ille is a raw, 
new mill town. But they cannot li,"e on 
picturesque scenery or old associations. 
The laws of economics are like all other 
laws of nature, inevitable in their action and 
and irresistible in-" 
ìvliss Abigail gave the grampus snort 
which had been her great-grandfather's 
war-cry, "Hoo ! You're like all other book 
folks! You give things such long names 
you scare yourselves! I haven't got any- 
thing to do with economics, nor it ,vith 
me, It's a plain question as to whether 
the church my ancestors built and wor- 
shipped in, is to be sold, There's nothing 
so inevitable in that, let me tell you. Laws 
of nature-fiddlesticks! How about the 
law of gravity? Don't I break that every 


time I get up gumption enough to raise my 
hand to my head!" 

Ir. Horton looked at the belligerent old 
woman with the kindest smile of compre- 
hension, "Ah, I know how hard it is for 
you. In another way I ha'"e been through 
the same bitter experience. :\Iy home, my 
real home, where my own people are, is out 
in a wind-swept little town on the Nebraska 
prairies. But I cannot lh'e there because 
it is tOQ far from mv world of artists and 
art patrons. I tried it once, but the laws 
of supply and demand work for all alike. 
I gave it up. Here I am, you see. You 
can't help such things. You'd better fol- 
low on to Johnsonville now and not em- 
Litter the last of your life with a hopeless 
struggle." 
:\liss .-\bigail fairly shouted at him her 
repudiation of his ideas, " Not while there 
is a breath in me! ),1 y folks were all 
soldiers." 
"' But even soldiers surrender to over- 
powering forces." 
" Hoo! Hoo! How do they know they're 
overpowering till they're overpowered! 
How do they dare surrender till they're 
dead! How do they know that if they hold 
out just a little longer they vmn't get rein- 
forcements! " 
)'Ir. Horton was a little impatient of his 
old friend's unreason. ".:\ly dear 
Iiss 
Abigail you ha,.e brains, Use them! \Yhat 
possible reinforcements can you expect?" 
The old woman opposed to his arguments 
nothing but a passionately bare denial. 
"Ko! No! No! \Ve're different! It's in 
your blood to give up because you can 
reason it all out that you're beaten." She 
stood up, shaking with her vehemence, 
"It's in my blood to fight and fight and 
fight-" 
"
-\nd then what?" asked the sculptor, as 
she hesitated. 
"Go on fighting!" she cried. 


III 


SHE was seventy-one years old vlrhen she 
first ßew this flag, and for the next four 
years she battled unceasingly under its bold 
motto against odds that rapidly grew more 
overwhelming as the process that had been 
imperce)Jtibly draining Greenford of its 
population gained impetus with its own 
action, In the beginning people moved to 
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J ohnsonville because they could get work 
in the print mill, but after a time they went 
because the others had gone. Before long 
there was no cobbler in Greenford because 
there was so little cobhling to do. After 
that the butcher went away, then the car- 
penter, and finally the gr
cery store was 
shut up and deserted by the man whose 
father and grandfather had kept store in 
the same building for sixty years. It was 
the old story. He had a large family of 
children who needed education and "a 
chance," 
The well-kept old village still preserved 
its outer shell of quaintness and had a con- 
stantly increasing charm for summering 
strangers \\"ho rejoiced with a shameless 
egotism in the death-like quiet of the mori- 
bund place, and pointed out to \Tisiting 
friends from the city the tufts of grass he- 
ginning to grow in the main street as de- 
lightful proofs of the tranquillity of their 
summer retreat. 
:Miss Abigail ovcrheard a conversation 
to this effect one dav between some self- 
invited visitors to h
r wonderful garden. 
Her heart burned and her face blackened. 
"Y ou might as well," she told them, "laugh 
at the funny faces of a person who's choking 
to death!" 
The urbane city people turned amused 
and inquiring faces upon her. "How so? " 
"Roads aren't for grass to grow in!" she 
fulminated. "They're for folks to use, for 
men and women and little children to go 
over to and from their homes." 
"Ah, economic conditions," they began 
to murmur. "The inedtable la\vs of sup- 
ply and-" 
"Get out of my garden!" ::\Iiss .-\bigail 
raged at them. "Get out!" 
They had scuttled before her, laughing 
at her quaint ferocity, and she had sworn 
wrathfully ne\"er to let another city ùweller 
inside her gate-a ,resolution which. she 
was forceù to forego as time passed on and 
she became more and more hard pressed 
for ammunition. 
L p to this time she had lh'ed in perfect 
satisfaction on seven hundred dollars a 
year, but now she began to feel strait- 
ened, She no longer dared afford even the 
tiniest expenditure for her garden. She 
spaded the beds herself, drew leaf mould 
from the woods in repeated trips with a 
child's express wagon, and cut the poles 
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for her sweet-peas with her own hands. 
'Yhen 
Iiss 
Iolly Leonard declared her- 
self on the verge of starvation from lack of 
sewing to do, and threatened to mO\'e to 
J ohnsonville to be near her sister Annie, 
1Iiss _-\bigail gave up hcr "help" and paid 
:Miss 
Iolly for the time spent in the empty 
reading-room of the library, But the cam- 
paign soon called for more than economy, 
even the most rigid, 'Vhen the minister 
had a call elsewhere, and the trustees of 
the church seized the opportunity to declare 
it impossible to appoint his successor, :Miss 
Abigail sold her woodlot and arranged 
through the Home :Missionary Board for 
some one to hold services at least once a 
fortnight. Later the "big meadow" so 
long cO\'e1ed by aNew York City family 
as a building site was sacrificed to fill the 
empty war chest, and, temporarily in funds, 
she hired a boy to drive her about the 
country drumming up a congregation. 
Christmas time was the hardest for her. 
The traditions of old Greenford were for 
much decorating of the church with ropes 
of hemlock, and a huge Christmas tree in 
the Town Hall with presents for the best of 
the Sunday-school scholars. \Vinding the 
ropes had been, of old, work for the young 
unmarried people, laughing and flirting 
cheerfully. By the promise of a hot supper, 
which she furnished herself, 1Iiss Abigail 
succeeded in getting a few stragglers from 
the back hills, hut the number grew steadily 
smaller year by year. She and :l\Iiss .:\Iolly 
always trimmed the Christmas tree them- 
selve
. Indeed it soon became a struggle 
to pick out any child a regular enough at- 
tendant at Sunday-school to be eligible for' 
a present. The time came when 1Iiss _-\bi- 
gail found it difficult to secure any children 
at all for the annual Christmas party, 
The school authorities began to murmur 
at keeping up the large old school-house for 
a handful of pupils. :Miss Abigail, at her 
wi ts' end, guaranteed the fuel for warming 
the house, and half the pay of a teacher. 
Examining, after this, her shrunk and 
meagre resources, she discO\'ered she had 
promised far beyond her means. She was 
then se\Tenty-three years old, but an ageless 
\"alor sprang up in her to meet the new emer- 
gency. She focussed her acumen to the 
burning point and saw that the only way out 
of her situation was to earn some monev- 
an impossible thing at her age, \Vithout an 
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instant's pause, "How shall I do it?" she 
asked herself, and sat frowning into space 
for a long time. 
"Then she rose up, the next development 
in her campaign was planned. Not in vain 
had she listened scornfully to the sickening 
talk of city folks about the picturesqueness 
of her old house and garden. It was all 
grist to her mill, she perceived, and during 
Òe next summer it was a grimly amused 
old miller who watched the antics of Abi- 
gail "Tarner, arrayed in a pseudo-old-fash- 
ioned gown of green-flowered muslin, with 
a quaintly ruffled cap confining her rebel- 
lious white hair, talking the most correct 
book-brand of down-east jargon, and sell- 
ing flowers at twenty times their value to 
automobile and carriage folk. She did not 
mind sacrificing her personal dignity, but 
she did blush for her garden, reduced to the 
most obvious commonplaces of flowers that 
any child could grow. But by September 
she had sa,.ed the school-teacher's pay, and 
the :l\Iartins and the Allens, who had been 
wavering on account of their children, de- 
cided to stay another winter at least. 
That was sometlz ing, :Miss Abigail thought, 
that Christmas, as she and J\liss 
lo11y tort- 
ured their rheumatic limbs to" play games 
with the six children around the tree. She 
had held rigorously to the old tradition of 
hadng the Christmas tree party in the 
T own Hall, and she had heartened J\Iiss 
:l\Iolly through the long lonely hours they 
had spent in trimming it; but as the tiny 
handful of forlorn celebrants gathered 
about the tall tree, glittering in all the tin- 
sel finery which was l
ft over from the days 
'when the big hall had rung to the laughter 
of a hundred children and as many more 
young people, even :Miss Abigail felt a catch 
in her throat as she quavered through 
"King JVillyum was King James's son!" 
'Vhen the games were over and the chil- 
dren sat about soberly, eating their ice- 
cream and cake, she looked over her shoul- 
der into the big empty room and shivered. 
The children went away and she and :\Iiss 
J\Iolly put out the lights in silence, \Vhen 
they came out into the moonlight and looked 
up and down the deserted street, lined with 
darkened houses, the face of the younger 
woman was frankly tear-stained. "Oh 
J\Iiss Abigai!:,' she said; "let's give it up!" 

Iiss Abigail waited an instant, a per- 
ceptible instant before answering, but, when 


she did, her yoice was full and harsh with 
its usual vigor. " Fiddlesticks ! You must 
ha' been losing your sleep. Go tuck your- 
self up and get a good night's rest and you 
won't talk such kind of talk!" 
But she herself sat up late into the night 
with a pencil and paper, figuring out sums 
that had impossible answers. 
That 
Iarch she had a slight stroke of 
paralysis, and was in an agony of appre- 
hension lest she should not recover enough 
to plant the flowers for the summer's market. 
By J\fay, flatly against the doctor's orders, 
she was dragging herself around the garden 
on crutches, and she stuck to her post, smil- 
ing and making prearrangf'd rustic speeches 
all the summer. She earned enough to pay 
the school-teacher another winter and to 
buy the fuel for the school-house, and again 
the l\Iartins and the AlIens stayed over; 
though they announced with a callous in- 
difference to J\Iiss Abigail's ideas that they 
were going down to Johnsonville at Christ- 
mas to visit their relatives there, and have 
the children go to the tree the ex-Green- 
fordites always trimmed. 
\Vhen she heard this J\liss Abigail set off 
to the Allen farm on the lower slope of 
Pine l\lountain. "'\' a'n't our tree good 
enough?" she demanded hotly. 
"The tree was all righ t," they answered, 
"but the children were so mortal lonesome, 
Little Katie Ann came home crying." 
l\fissAbigail turned away without answer- 
ing and hobbled off up the road toward the 
mountain. Things were black before her 
eyes and in her heart as she went blindly 
forward where the road led her. She still 
fought off any acknowledgment of the bit- 
terness that filled her, but when the road, 
after dwindling to a wood trail and then to 
a path, finally stopped, she sat down with 
a great swelling breath. " 'VeIl, I guess 
this is the end," she said aloud, instantly 
thereafter making a pretence to herself that 
she meant the road. She looked about her 
with a brave show of interest in the bare 
November woods, unroofed and open to 
the sunlight, and was rewarded by a throb 
of real interest to observe that she was 
where she had not been for forty years, 
when she used to clamber over the spur of 
Pine l\lountain to hunt for lady's-slippers in 
the marshy ground at the head of the gorge. 
A few steps more and she would be on her 
own property, a steep, rocky tract of brush- 
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land left her by her great-uncle. She had 
a throb as she realized that, besides her 
house and garden, this unsalable bit of the 
mountain-side was her only remaining pos- 
session. She had indeed come to the end. 
\\ïth the thought came her old dogged 
defiance to despair, She shut her hands 
on her crutches, pulled herself heavily up 
to her feet, and toiled forward through 
the brush. She would not allow herself to 
think if thoughts were like that. Soon she 
came out into a little clearing beside the 
\\ïnthrop Branch, swirling and fuming in 
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its headlong descent, The remains of a 
stone wall and a blackened beam or two 
showed her that she had hit upon the ruins 
of the old saw-mill her great-grandfather 
had owned, This forgotten and aban- 
doned decay, a symbol of the future of the 
whole region, struck a last blow at the 
remnants of her courage, She sank down 
on the wall and set herself to a losing 
struggle with the blackness that was closing 
in about her. All her effort had been in 
vain. The fight was over. She had not a 
weapon left. 
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_-\ last spark of \-alor nickered into flame 
\vithin her, She stood up, lifting her head 
high and summoning with a loudly beating 
heart e\Try scattered energy. She was 
ali\'e; her fight could not be O\'er while she 
still breathed. 
For an instant she stood, self-hypnotized 
by the intensity of her resolution, Then 
there burst upon her car, as though she had 
not heard it before, the roar of the water 
rushing past her. It sounded like a loud 
voice calling to her. She shi\'ered and 
turned a little giddy as though passing into 
a trance, and then, with one bound, the 
gigantic forces of subconscious self, wrought 
by her long struggle to a white heat of con- 
centration on one aim, arose and mastered 
her, For a time-hours perhaps-she 
never knew how long, old :Miss Abigail 
was a genius, with the brain of an engineer 
and the prophetic vision of a seer. 


IV 


THE next months were the hardest of her 
life. The long dreary battle against insur- 
mountable obstacles she had been able to 
bear with a stoical front, but the sicken- 
ing alternations of emotions which now filled 
her days wore upon her until she was fairly 
suffocated, About mail time each day she 
became of an unendurable irritability, so 
that poor :\1iss ::\1011y was quite afraid to go 
near her. For the first time in her life there 
was no living thing growing in her house. 
"Don't you mean to have any service 
this Christmas?" asked :\Iiss 11011y one 
day. 
:\.cIiss Abigail shouted at her so fiercely 
that she retreated in a panic. "'Vhy not? 
\Vhy shouldn't \ve? 'Vhat makes you 
think such a thing!" 
"'Vhy, I didn't know of anybody to go 
but just you and me, and I noticed that you 
hadn't any flowers started for decorations 
the way you always do." 
:\liss Abigail flamed and fulminated as 
though her timid little friend had offered 
her an insult. "I\'e been to sen'ice in that 
church every Christmas since I was born 
and I shall till I die. And as for my not 
growing any flowers, that's 111 y business, 
ain't it!" Her voice cracked under the 
outraged emphasis she put on it. 
Her companion fled away without a 
word, and :\Iiss 
-\bigail sank into a chair 


trembling. It came O\'er her with a shock 
that her preoccupation had been so great 
that she had forgotten about her winter 
tlowers. 
The fortnight before Christmas was in- 
terminable to her. E\"ery morning she 
broke a hobbling path through the snow to 
the post-office, where she waited with a 
haggard face for the postmaster's verdict 
of "nothing," The rest of the day she wan- 
dered desolately about her house, from one 
window to another, always staring, staring 
up at Pine :\Iountain. 
She disposed of the problem of the Christ- 
mas service with the absent competence 
of a person engrossed in greater matters. 

Iiss 
lolly had declared it impossible 
-there was no money for a minister, 
there was no congregation, there was no 
fuel for the furnace. :Miss Abigail wrote 
so urgently to the Theological Seminary of 
the next State that they promised one of 
their seniors for the service; and she loaded 
a hand ;:;led with wood from her own wood 
shed and, harnessing herself and ::\Iiss 
11011y to it, drew it with painful difficulty 
through the empty village street. There 
was not enough of this fuel to fill even once 
the great furnace in the cellar, so she de- 
creed that the service should be in the vesti- 
bule where a stove stood, The last few 
days before Christmas she spent in sending 
out desperate appeals to remote families to 
come, But when the morning arrived, she 
and .:\liss :Molly were the only ones there. 
The young theologian appeared a little 
before the appointed time, brought in the 
motor car of a wealthy friend of his own 
age. They were trying to make a record 
winter trip, and were impatient at the delay 
occasioned by the service. "'hen they saw 
that two shabby old women constituted the 
congregation, they laughed as they stood 
warming their hands by the stove and \vait- 
ing for the hour. They ignored the two 
women, chatting lightly of their own affairs. 
It seemed that they were on their way to a 
winter house party to which the young 
clergyman-to-be was invited on account of 
his fine voice-an operetta by amateurs. 
being one of the gayeties to which they 
looked forward, 

liss Abigail and :\1iss 11011y were silent 
in their rusty black, 
liss 1\1011y's soft eyes 
red with restrained tears, 1\Iiss Abigail's. 
face like a flint, 



Ih'l<l'1i by SId","}' .II. Clw&>. 
"Oh ì\li
s Abiga;I," she 5ald; "let's give it up! "-Page 576. 
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"Oh COl1le, All Yc Faithful!" 


1,.-\ pretty place, this village is." said sang so fearfully flat in-" He was off 
the motorist to the minister. .. I ha\'e on a reminiscence O\'er which both men 
visited the Ellerys here. Really charming laughed loudly. 
Finally, "But what did you start to tell 
me about him?" asked the minister. 
"'1 forget, I'm sure, \Yhat was it? Oh 
yes; he owns those print mills in John- 
sonville-hideous place for Peg to live, 
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'He i
n't guing to carry the puwer to Juhn- 


in summer-time-so utterly deserted and 
peaceful." He looked out" of the window 
speculatively. "Rather odd we should be 
passing through it to-day. There's been a 
lot of talk about it in our family lately." 
"How so?" asked the minister, begin- 
ning cautiously to unwind the wrapping 
from around his throat. 
"\Yhy my brother-in-law-Peg's hus- 
band-don't you remember, the one who 


that town I-and of late he's been awfully 
put out by the failure of his water-power. 
There's not much fall there at the best, and 
when the river's low-and it's low most 
all the time nowadays-he doesn't get 
power enough, so he says, to run a churn! 
He's been- wondering what he could do 
about it, when doesn't he get a tip from 
some old Rube up here that, above this vil- 
lage, there's a whopping water-power- 



"Oh CüIne, All Ye Faithful!" 


the \Vinthrop Branch. I know it- fished 
it lots of times. He didn't take any stock 
in it of course at first, but, just on the 
chance, he sent his engineer up here to 
look it over, and, by )m-e, it's true. It'll 
furnish twice the power he's had in )ohn- 
sonville lately." 
,. Seems CJueer," said the minister a little 
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son\"iHe. He"s going to bring his mill here." 


skeptically, "that noiJody's e,-er thought of 
it before." 
., \Yell, I said that, but Pete says that his 
engineer tells him that there are lots of such 
unknown water-powers in the East. No- 
body but farmers live near 'em, you see." 
The minister was but mildly interested. 
.. I thought the cost of transmitting power 
was so great it didn't pay for any water- 
force but 
iagara." 


;')Sl 


"He isn't going to carry the power to 
)ohnsonville. He's going to bring his mill 
here. .-\ lot of his operators come from 
around here and most of 'em have kept 
their old homes, so there won't be any 
trouble about keeping his help. Besides, 
it seems the old haYSt:cd \"ho wrote him 
about it, owned the land, and offered him 
land, water-pow- 
er, right of way- 
anything!-f r ee, 
just to · help the 
town' by getting 
the mill up here. 
That bespeaks 
the materialistic 
Yankee, doesn't 
it ?-to want to 
spoil a quiet little 
Paradise like this 
village with a lot 
of greasy milI- 
hands." 
The minister 
looked at his 
watch, "I think 
I'll begin the 
service now. 
There's no use 
w a i t in g for a 
congregation to 
turn up." He felt 
in one pocket 
after the other 
with increasing ir- 
ritation. "Pshaw
 
I've left my eye- 
glasses out in the 
car." The two 
disappeared, 
leaving the vesti- 
bule echoing and 
empty. 
For a moment 
the two women 
did not speak. 
Then 
Iiss 
lo11y cast herself upon her old 
friend's bosom, "They're coming back!" 
she cried_ "Annie and her children!" 

Iiss Abigail stared over her hearl. 
"They are all coming back," she said, ,. and 
-we are ready for them, The library's 
ready-the school is ready-" she got 
up and opened the door into the great, 
cold, lofty church, .. and -" They looked 
in silence at the empty pews. 
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.. Oh CüIne, All Ye Faithful!" 


"X ext Christmas!" said \Iiss ::\IolIy, 
" X ext Christmas-" 
The young minister bustled in, announ- 
cing as he came ,. \\-c will open the service 
by singing hymn number forty-nine." 
He sat down before the little old organ 
and struck a resonant chord. 


"Uh come, all ye faithful!" 


he saw that the tears were streaming down 
her face. He smiled to himself at the senti- 
mentality of old women and turned again 
to the organ, relieved that his performance 
of a fa,.orite hymn was not to be marred by 
cracked trebles. He sang with much taste 
and expression. 


"Oh come, all ye faithful!" 


his full rich voice proclaimed, and then he he chanted lustily, 
stopped short, startled by a great cry from 
:\Iiss .\bigail. Looking over his shoulder, "J oyful ami triumphant!" 
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She opened the door into the great, culd, lofty church, .. and-" They 
looked in silence at the empty pews.-Page 581. 
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Bl IGHT years have gone by 
since Brangwyn, in 1902, 
exhibited his earliest work 
as a painter-etcher. In this 
little span of time he has 
done nearly two hundred 
plates, and their success in many parts of 
Europe has been so great that I need not 
hesitate to give their author the rank to 
which he is now entitled. Not only is he 
the most original of all the younger etchers, 
but his finest prints are so varied and so 
adult in character that their authority is 
not weakened when they are put among 
the etched masterpieces in historic print- 
rooms. 
This fact is already well known to foreign 
connoisseurs, and Brangwyn etchings are to 
be found to-day in many great public col- 
lections. There are some at Barcelona, 
Berlin, Bremen, Brussels, Budapesth, and 
Buenos Ayres; at Christiania, Dresden, El- 
berfeld, Frankfort, Gothenburg, Hamburg, 
and Lugano; at 
Ialmö, l\1ilan, l\Iühl- 
hausen, l\lunich, Naples, Paris, Rome, 
Stockholm, Stuttgart, Vienna, and Zürich. 
To this list I could add several public galler- 
ies in Great Britain, though Brangwyn has 
never been a fa vorite among his own coun- 
hymen. His devotees in England are nu- 
merous, no doubt, but the great public does 
not try to understand him, and only a few 
critics show in their written opinions a 
manly spirit in keeping with his versatile 
and virile gifts. 
From the first Brangwyn has been a fear- 
less man in his ambitions, scornful of dilet- 
tante conventions, and fascinated by the 
great drama of events presented to his vi- 
sion by natureand by human realities. This, 
of course, from the first, has been resented 
in England as a rebellion against the na- 
tional liking for an art which is nothing 
more than a toy. Through every stage of 
his evolution he has been opposed with bit- 
terness by critics who draw their opinions 
from old museums and who shiver and 


complain when a rude gust of air comes 
to them from the outside welter of human 
strife. But it does not matter. Turner out- 
lived his enemies, so did Furse, so did Al- 
fred Stevens, so did \Yhistler; and Brang- 
wyn also, thanks to his friends, who gain in 
number and in importance year by year, 
can afford to bide his time with pa tience, 
It will be understood, I hope, that when I 
speak of the manliness of Frank Brangwyn, 
I am thinking not of the manliness of a sol- 
dier or of an athlete, but of the manliness of 
a man of genius, which is a very different 
thing, for genius has a double sex, its quali- 
ties being partly masculine and partly femi- 
nine, as -Gûethe and Coleridge observed 
long ago. But, often, especially in modern 
England, the female qualities of genius are 
more actÏ\ e and more assertive than the 
male attributes. 
If you compare Brangwyn with George 
l\Iason, for example, you will soon grasp 
the significance of this criticism, George 
l\Iason won for himself a lasting repu- 
tation, and his art tries to bring us near to 
field life and to industrial labor; but his 
"Harvest Moon" and "Evening Hymn" 
are gracious idylls only, quite femininely 
sweet in their elaborated sentiment. The 
woman in his genius was active as a gentle 
philanthropist, while the man was timid 
and effete. Y et 
Iason belonged to a race 
of soldiers and athletes. Born in 1818, and 
dying in 1872, he inherited the traditions of 
\\"aterloo, lived through the Crimean \\Tar 
and the Indian :Mutiny, saw tragic and im- 
mense events of many kinds; and yet,some- 
how, he preferred the feminine attributes 
of art to the militant and masculine. It is 
the reverse of this that we encounter in 
Brangwyn, who hates easy sentiment, and 
scorns the kickshaws of idealism. 
This said, we can pass on to a quiet re- 
view of his etched work, beginning with a 
general characteristic. The prints are un- 
usually large, like those of Piranesi, and like 
many by Legros. To a strong man, there 
5 8 3 
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Frank Brang\Yyn and llis Etchings 


is inspiration in big difficulties, and Brang- 
wyn has never been quite at ease when 
working on small canvases and on little 
metal plates, His style needs abundant 
space in which to develop his chosen sub- 
jects. Invention is a thing that grows, and 


r--- 


Italian writers on art like to believe that 
Brangwyn owes much to Piranesi, and there 
is certainly a kinship of temperament be- 
tween them. 
\lso it is true that as many 
tributaries make a noble riyer, so many bor- 
rowings stir the imagination and enrich the 
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vigorous painters with quick emotions have 
e\'er been at their best when creating within 
ample boundaries. It is a necessity of their 
temperaments to be long-distance runners 
in art. But very few persons think of tem- 
perament when they look at works of imag- 
ination. "\Yhistler and _Méryon believed 
in small etchings," we are told, for example. 
"\fhydoes Brangwyn break away from that 
tradition and etch these huge prints ?" This 
question has been asked a thou
and times 
in English newspapers, while connoisseurs 
in France, in Germany, in Italy, have un- 
derstood that the natural scale of Brang- 
wyn's art would be a weakening affectation 
with other etchers. \fhistler did well to 
use small plates because his genius was not 
in sympathy with larger ones, and it is from 
each man's best that we wish to glean our 
masterpieces. 


1 he Sturm. 


style of a great artist. But I do not know 
to what extent Brangwyn is indebted to 
Piranesi, because the influences which have 
helped him are so fused in his style and 
welded together that they cannot be sepa- 
rated from his originality, Even the inl1u- 
ence of Legros, \....hich dates from Brangwyn's 
childhood, is not to be detected in any trick 
of hand or in any surface likeness of meth- 
od, The very first etchings that Brangwyn 
noticed and loved were by Legros, and he 
remembers -with gratitude the prints that 
moved him most of all, notahly "La _Mort 
du Vagabond," and" :\1 en Felling Trees," 
and other subjects from peasant life and 
from wayfaring adventure. 
He was a lad of about fourteen when 
these memorable dramas from the toil and 
suffering of the poor made Legros a guide 
whom Brangwyn did not know personally. 
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Frank Brang\\')ï1 and His Etchings 


But at a much earlier age, when a child of often find what a prejudiced mind directs 
eight living in old sleepy Bruges, Brangwyn them to see; and since, as I have said, 
had shown an instinctive liking for the art Brangwyn's originality absorbs and trans- 
of Degroux, an art that presented, always forms the borrowed inspirations by which 
with pathos and with manly character, the it is enriched, we must not pretend to know 
grim battleside of poverty and human ef- the extent of his indebtedness to predeces- 
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A Butcher's Shop. 


fort. And so, when Legros came into his 
ken, to be followed by :l\Iillet and :Meunier, 
B rangwyn was well prepared to understand 
the pioneership of his elders. 
You will note that I use the word "un- 
derstand," because Brangwyn has never 
played the sedulous ape to any artist. In- 
fluences have come to him as rain comes to 
thirsty corn-lands, stimulating, nourishing, 
hut without altering the harvests which 
he had to grow. It is only in the inner 
essence and the life of his work that you 
see what he has assimilated from his mod- 
em forerunners, Degroux, l\:feunier, l\Iillet, 
Legros, And even here you must be care- 
ful in your judgments, else you will im- 
agine that you see things that don't really 
exist, like a recent critic in The Times, 
who assured his readers that Brangwyn 
was greatly indebted to Tiepolo. The eyes 


sors. \rhat has he gained from l\Iillet? 
His reverence for this great master of peas- 
ant life has had some effect, but I cannot 
put a name to it by referring you to some 
definite trait in his methods. 
On the other hand, I see clearly what 
he did not assimilate from :Millet. The 
Frenchman, in his outlook, was deeply self- 
conscious; and the care he took in finding 
words in which to express his emotions 
proved that the art of painting did not 
satisfy him all in all. l\Iillet, by nature, 
was a man of letters as well as a painter. 
\,"ords and their music were fascinations 
that charmed him even in childhood; and 
throughout his life he passed a great deal of 
time in dreaming over his ideas and im- 
pressions. Also, and this is important, his 
self-criticisms when at work were not feel- 
ings akin to those that we call instincts 
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The Return from \\" ork 
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Windmill at Dixmude. 
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. 


among animals; they were yerbal direc- 
tions, clear-cut and definite, and readv to he 
spoken to a pupil like \Yainwright o
 writ- 
ten to his friend Sensier. Now Brangwyn 
differs from .:\lillet in all these points. Im- 
pulse goyerns him. His emotions are yery 
strong, often vehement, and he loses him- 
self entirely during his creatÍ\"e hours, Yery 
seldom has he thought it worth his while to 
reply to his detractors or to waste his inven- 
tive energy on explanations of his own aims 
and convictions. He expresses himself in 
paint or in etching, and if you fail to under- 
stand them there he does not help you with 
a literary interpretation of his purpose, 
\rhen he talks it is not about himself but 
about other artists, and he perceives good 
wherever he sees life and sincerity, 
This being his nature, you will not find 
in a Brangwyn etching any parade of that 
old and acquired knowledge that gives a 
Grecian air to the peasants in the finest 
etched plates by 'fillet. Jean François 
was himself plus several others, and the 
others are often quite easy to recognize. 
The antique swayed his mind, so did 
Ian- 
tegna and :Michael.\ngelo; and of these in- 
SX8 


tluences he was not only conscious. but 
conscious in that literary fashion that takes 
a pride in the making of sentences, lIe 
seldom knew the joy that Brangwyn feels 
when a subject possesses the mind entirely 
and the day's work is like a happy dream 
with a pleasant awakening. 
It is my helief, then, that ingenuousness 
and a sort of rapt concentration hold a high 
place among the natural characteri
tics of 
Frank Brangwyn. .-\nd another natural 
trait is what I may call a dramatic yision; 
that is to say, his compositions haye action 
of a dramatic kind. Enemies sa v that his 
effects are stage-managed, but this little 
sneer is aimed also at \ïctor Hugo, and at 
other great men who impart the significance 
of an ordered action and growth to the pres- 
entation of a chosen subject. Brangwyn's 
themes are taken from the great human 
drama and from the strife of nature; his 
poetry is a hattle. now between trees and 
the winds, as in the lofty realism of .. The 
Storm," now hetween men and the circum- 
stances of their lot, as in ,. Old Hammer- 
smith," and "The Return from \\Tork," and 
" Beggars." 
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The illustrations in this article show vari- with imaginative sympathy. Then, as to 
ouslv the truth of this analysis. There is the" Butcher's Shop," a subject found in 
not ;mong them the slighte;t trace of vir- "'ormwood Scrubbs, London, I cannot im- 
tuosit\', And howe,-er humhle the scene prove the description which I have given of 
may f)e, as in "A Boat-Yard, Yenice," or it in my book on Brangwyn. In this etch- 
in "A Butcher's Shop," there is magic in ing a low shed is flanked by two immense 
the massed light and shade, and there is also tree trunks upon which the sunlight plays, 
a peculiar romance in the forthright treat- so that their age and decrepitude look spec- 
ment of common familiar things. X ote the traL One tree is leafless, while the other 
architectural short-hand in the sunny old still keeps a mass of foliage that hangs over 
houses of "A Boat-Yard, Yenice," and see the timber shed. From trunk to trunk 
how the warm air stirs gently around the stretches a pole with two pigs' heads fast- 
newly washed clothes hanging outside the ened to it as a trade sign. rnder them, 
shuttered windows. The dark foreground, dressed in a smock, the butcher stands, in 
splashed here and there with sunlight, and sunlight, looking toward his right with ex- 
animated with men at work, is constructed pectation; and behind him, dimly, from a 
with nervous vigor and ease, right accents chaos of transparent dark shadows t1ecked 
distributed ably, and a firm and varied with sunny patches, several things emerge 
rhythm gidng life to the linear composition. -a sheep's carcase hanging from the pole, 
These qualities are seen again, with a high- and some human figures. '''hat does he 
er distinction, in "Old Hammersmith," expect, that butcher? For whom does he 
where the houses silhouetted against the wait? Is he to be met with on 'Yormwood 
smoke-laden sky have a rare charm, show- Scrubbs? If Edgar roe had seen this etch- 
ing that humble factories in the sunlight ing, could he have failed to write a story 
may vie with cathedral architecture when a about its peculiar loneliness? As one looks, 
true artist looks up at them and sees them the sunlight turns into moonlight, and those 
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huge old trees-contrasted with the little lieved, from time to time, by humor and 
trh-ial foolish shed, and suggesting life in irony. He portrays the difference between 
hundreds of years-become almost super- the real down-at-heel and the professional 
natural. One never knows precisely why a scamp and loafer. .\ny man who cannot 
great artist chose a gÎ\-en subject; he was work because he is disabled by disea
e or 
moved by something in its aspect, and his by long prÍ\"ation is taken into the hospital 
emotion did1'10t awaken the brain-centre of of Brangwyn's sympathetic regard: but 
speech, it found expression for itself in the when a man does the work that he is fit to 
pattern-work of light and shade and form. do, Brangwyn wastes no pity on inevitable 
This we know; but I have an idea in my hardships_ For every form of toil is a form 
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mind that this etching belongs to the su- 
perstition that 'Yelshmen, from time im- 
memorial, have nursed in their rugged hiJJs 
and valleys. For Brangwyn, remember, is 
not a pure _\nglo-Saxon, his mother being a 
descendant of those dark and short Ibe- 
rians whose lineage is probably as ancient 
as the Keolithic inhabitants of Britain. 
There is no need for me to linger here 
over the deep and austere affection that 
Brangwyn has always shown toward indus- 
trial labor and toward the outcasts of so- 
ciety. :Mendicants appeal to him strongly, 
and his realization of their draggled wretch- 
edness has a wide diversity of character, re- 


of war, and we must accept without repin- 
ing the perils or the risks that belong to its 
daily duties, l\lillet pitied farm laborers 
and :\leunier gave much commiseration to 
colliers. Brangwyn does not. The world 
needs their labor, and if a few of them lose 
their lives in an occasional disaster, so do 
foot-ball players and gallant airmen. Pleas- 
ures as well as pains have thus their oattle- 
tolls of killed, or wounded, or maimed, 
And since the ideal we call Peace has ne\'er 
existed either in nature or in human civili- 
zations, Brangwyn faces the hazards of life 
as a sportsman encounters the dangers of 
games, expecting fortitude and pluck from 
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The Eridge of Sighs, Venice. 


everybody, because these qualities alone 
have an abiding hope when hope is most 
necessary . 
This attitude toward the relentless com- 
petition between men and between nations 
gives to the industrial phases of Brangwyn's 
art a rugged cheerfulness very much at odds 
with the many discontents which our mod- 
ern democracy tries to establish as ideals of 
progress. But there is one point, anù that a 
very important point, where Brangwyn's 
manly optimism drifts away at times from 
its downright faith in the value of \vork and 
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of uncomplaining courage. He is tremen- 
dously impressed by the gi
antic machines 
by \vhich men are now dwarfed and en- 
slaved, There is nobility in all handicraft, 
hut when a man is nothing more than a 
menial servant to a machine, what measure 
of self-respect can he retain? The ma- 
chine is the skilled laborer while its human 
attendant is little more than a mere auto- 
matic drudge. .:\Ian is becoming a new 
Gulliver in a new Brobdingnag, a vast 
civilization of Titanic mechanisms. And 
Brangwyn is the first artist of genius who has 
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called up this fact into pictorial presence. 
One distinguished critic, 
l, Henri 
Iarcel, 
is inçlined to find gentle fault with him on 
this account, saying that while lifeless 
things, like machines, receive from his 
needle the most striking color and charac- 
ter, the human figures depicted often lack 
what is necessary to repre::;ent the power of 
their effort-intensity of accent, expressive 
synthesis. But art is a commentary on life, 
and Brangwyn has obtained very impressive 
poetry by showing the absence of a common 
scale between man and the immense beauty 
and strength of modern machinery. Here, 
for instance, is a great old battle-ship, the 
Hannibal, lying stranded, while work- 
men-mere pygmies in comparison with her 
bulk-break up the frame of her body, 
which has passed through a thousand storms 
unharmed. 
For the rest, this article is a brief study, 
for the illustrations are so numerous and so 
excellent that they do not need a long intro- 
duction, But I wish to say just a few 
words on another attribute of the artist's 
style. It is a just feeling for weight in 
solid things. ,re cannot say with truth of 


3n:3 


Brangwyn's works that the best in this kind 
are but shadows, and the worst are no 
worse, if imagination amend them, On 
the contrary, he represents a great variety 
of substance in the component parts of his 
etchings. His trees are much heavier than 
the sky behind them, but they are not 
weighty like his buildings and his ships. 
. \nd note the skill with which he suggests 
the wear and tear of old age in beautiful 
stone-work, like that in "The Bridge of 
Sighs," to which the Emperor of Austria 
granted a gold medal of honor in 1910. 
From the days ,yhen the French Impres- 
sionists began their crusade against old cus- 
toms, and traditions, we have listened to a 
great deal of talk about values in color, 
while only an artist here and there, like 
Brangwyn, has shown a discriminating re- 
gard for values of lightness in delicate 
things and of weight in solidity. This you 
will be able to study in the etchings, where, 
amid strong contrasts of light and shade, 
we find that black and white, nobly orches- 
trated, are really what Tintoretto pro- 
nounced them to oe-the most beautiful of 
all colors. 


TII E CON\T ALESCE NT 


By Louisa Fletcher Tarkington 


FR01I where I sit and watch, she 1001.s 
So feather-light upon her bed, 


Her breast so delicate and small, 
I t scarcely seems to rise and fall 
Beneath the lightly wo'"en shawl. 


Yet they have hrought her hack to life, 
.-\
most they brought her from the dead. 


Her tìngers, slim and t1uttering, 
Pluck softly at the covering, 
Pluck at my heart past uttering. 


From "'here I sit and watch, she looks 
So little, gentle, so betrayed. 


"ill she call out for that wee thing 
That slipped into the enshadO\ying, 
That could not stay for mothering? 
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REPRESE NT.A. TIVES 


By George "B. McClellan 


O HE goycrnment of the rnited 
States is predica ted upon 
the theory that the majority 
shall rule. This does not 
/ mean that the minoritv shall 
be reduced to serfdo
, that 
it shall be exploited materially and polit- 
ically for the profit of the majority, but 
that the majority shall be charged with the 
powers of government and with all the du- 
ties and responsibilities that such powers 
may imply. \Yhen the framers of the 
Constitution provided that the Electoral 
College by a majority vote should elect 
the President, and that a majority of each 
House of Congress should constitute a 
quorum to do business, they not only in- 
tended to prevent government by less than 
a majority, but to give to the majority full 
power for the administration of pubiic af- 
fairs; an administration consistent of course 
with our racial ideas of justice and fair-play; 
consistent with the preservation intact of the 
so-called rights of the minority, carefully 
enumerated in the Constitution. 
The vehicle by means of which the ma- 
jority expresses its will and by means of 
which the minority defends its rights, is 
party, \Yhatever may be the weaknesses 
and shortcomings of party government, it is 
the only method yet devised by human in- 
telligence for the successful administration 
of a democracy, "There party lines are 
loosely drawn the tendency is in the direc- 
tion of the group system, when government 
can only be carried on by a combination 
of two or more groups "en bloc," as in 
France, to the great loss of efficiency. \\Tith 
us third party movements have th\1s far 
been ephemeral, the people, almost all of 
them, arranging themselves in one or other 
of two great parties. 
The business of the party in power is to 
govern, that of the party out of power to act 
as a check upon the government by dis- 
cussion, by criticism, and by opposition. 
In the House of Representatives the ma- 
jority is' charged with the responsibility of 
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legislation, and is answerable to the people 
for the faithful performance of its duty, 
biennially and directly through the election 
of its members, and quadrennially and in- 
directly through the election of the Presi- 
dent of the Cnited States, 
In discussing the House of Representa- 
tives it must neyer be lost sight of that its 
management is in the hands of the majority, 
and that in the eyes of the House and in the 
eyes of the country the majority is held 
responsible, not only for carrying out the 
party programme, but also for the despatch 
of the ordinary public business, essential to 
the smooth working of the national goyern- 
ment. 
In countries where respect for the law i3 
slight and orderly debate unknown, popu- 
lar government exists, if at all, almost by 
a miracle. \\Oe English-speaking peoples 
haye evolved, as a part of our racial de- 
yelopment, a firm adherence to a certain 
procedure which, while designed to facili- 
tate debate and protect the minority in the 
exercise of its rights, permits of the trans- 
action of legislative business by the party 
charged with the responsibility of goyern- 
ment. \Ye in this country have inherited 
our system of parliamentar)Tprocedure from 
the House of Commons, the mother of 
parliaments, and haye developed and 
adapted it to meet our requirements, It is 
an excellent example of our racial genius 
for self-government that we are willing to 
submit ourselves to the rules of parliamen- 
tary law. \\"hat in a Latin country might 
drive the minority into privy conspiracy 
and rebellion, with us has no other result 
than to fill the Congressional Record with 
many impassioned speeches directed against 
King Caucus, the Czar in the Chair, or what- 
ever or whoever, under the practice of the 
day, is clothed with the power of the ma- 
jority. 
Speaker Reed's suggestion that "the 
noise made by a small but loud minority 
in the wrong is too often mistaken for the 
voice of the people and the voice of God" 
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has been even better expressed by Speaker 
Cannon who said that "Since the days of 
Jeremiah the lamentations of a minority 
have touched the hearts of the people more 
than the hosannas of the majority." Yet 
despite this fact, whenever the balance of 
power has shifted and the minority of yes- 
terday has become the majority of to-day, 
that majority has enforced its will not only 
quite as arbitrarily, but often by the samt: 
means as did its predecessor, 
The House of Representatives consists 
of 391 members besides the territorial dele- 
gates and resident commissioners from the 
Philippines and Porto Rico who by courtesy 
are given ,"oices but not votes. These 391 
members introduced during the Sixtieth 
Congress 29,394- bills and resolutions. This 
in addition to the rc,IIr bills and reso- 
lutions introduced in the Senate, many of 
which found their way to the House. It is 
obvious that if even a very small part of 
this enormous amount of possible business 
is to be considered by the House, some 
means must be provided for the separation 
of the grain from the chaff. This has been 
accomplished in a way peculiar to our Con- 
gress, by means of the standing committees. 
Of these there are 62, varying in member- 
ship from 3 to 20, and furnishing a total of 
81i committee places. Every member of 
the House except the Speaker is a member 
of one or more committees, while each com- 
mittee is charged with one or more subjects 
of legislation. 
The Speaker of the House of Representa- 
tives is not only the presiding officer of the 
House but heis the official head of his party. 
He has been described as "the mouth-piece 
of the majority, the responsible agent of 
party government." '''hile his election is 
for the life of a Congress, it has always 
been assumed that a motion to declare the 
Speakership vacant would be in order at 
any time, and :\lr. Cannon has so ruled and 
entertained such a motion during the last 
Congress, In other vmrds, the Speaker 
holds only at the pleasure of the majority, 
who may by resolution depose him" at any 
hour on any day." , 
The management of the majority, and 
therefore of the House, is not, as often 
erroneously stated, in the hands of the 
chairmen of the leading committees, but in 
those of a little group of men who mayor 
may not be all committee chairmen, and 
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who have found their way to the top by a 
process of natural selection, This group 
derives its authority from the expressed or 
unexpressed support of the party caucus, 
which speaks officially through the Com- 
mittee on Rules. Of the House oligarchy 
the Speaker is of course a member and the 
most important of all, not necessarily be- 
cause of his office, but ùecause the Speaker- 
ship has usually been given to the strongest 
member of the majority. The Speaker 
never takes any important political action 
except after consultation with this unofficial 
cabinet. 
The outcry against the oppression of the 
Speaker is no new thing, It has endured 
almost as long as the Speakership itself. 
Speaker Cannon once said: " Yes, I 
know I am a Czar in Democratic platforms 
and in some of the moral-uplift magazines, 
but only just so long as I ha,'e a majority 
behind me who like a Czar. There has 
been much said about Tom Reed and his 
rules, and he was the first Czar. Tom 
Reed led, but he would have stood naked 
before the minority if he hadn't been 
clothed with a majority, That is ,,-hat 
makes a Czar in this House, a majority, 
and it makes no difference whether it is Oil 
the Republican or Democratic side." 
The power of the Speaker is primarily 
based upon the fact that he is the political 
leader of his party, chosen by his party and 
holding office only during his party's pleas- 
ure. Cpon this foundation has been erect- 
ed a superstructure of rules, customs, and 
precedents, all designed for the one and 
only purpose of enabling the majority to 
have its will. 
The Speaker never has been at any time 
an impartial presiding officer. The de- 
bates of the Constitutional Convention con- 
tain no discussion whatever upon the clause 
giving the House of Representatives power 
to elect its Speaker. The only debate in 
which the word Speaker occurs was upon a 
section offered but not agreed to, for the es- 
tablishment of a Council of State "to C011- 
sist of the President, the President of the 
Senate, the Speaker, the Chief Justice, 
and the heads of departments." There is 
nothing to show that the inventors of this 
council intended the Speaker to be other 
than a political official. 
:\liss Follett calls attention to the fact 
that few of the members of the constitu- 
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tional convention had ever been in England, 
and there is no ground for the as:-umption 
that their model was the Speaker of the 
House of Commons. On the contrary, it 
is a fair statement that they expected the 
Speaker of the House of Representatives to 
be a political leader. It may be assumed 
that the Speaker would be the kind of 

peaker with which they were familiar. 
Kor was this by any means an impartial 
presiding officer. "They knew a presiding 
officer of the Continental Congress who 
was both a political leader and the official 
head of the State with important adminis- 
trative functions. They knew a president 
of the Constitutional Convention who to 
his power as chairman added all the in- 
fluence to be expected of one acknowl- 
edged as the foremost man of the nation," 
And lastly, "they knew the Speaker of the 
Colonial Assemblies who was at the same 
time a political leader. "-(" The Speaker" 
by :\1. p, Follett.) 
As early as in the Third Congress parti- 
sanship had begun to develop, while in the 
Fourth Congress the line of cleavage be- 
tween Federalists and Democrats was 
clearly marked. 
It 'was not, however, until r8rr that 
Henry Clay upon his election began the de- 
velopment of the force of the Speakership. 
During his extraordinarily long service of 
SL'i: terms Clay accomplished three main 
objects: "he increased the Speaker's par- 
liamentary power; he strengthened his per- 
sonal influence; and he established beyond 
cavil his position as a legislative leader." 
Koman who preceded him, no man who 
has followed him, was or has been more 
partisan, more arbitrary, more of a Czar 
than Henry Clay. lIe ruled the House not 
so much by the brute force of the rules as 
by the force of his personality, and made it 
possible that the Speaker should possess 
the power which he now wields. 
Since the time of Clay three important 
modifications have occurred in the method 
of applying the Speaker's power, modifica- 
tions which, while all tending toward the 
expedition of business, have all been hailed 
as evidences of oppression. In their chron- 
ological order they are: 1st, Speaker Car- 
lisle's exploitation of the right of recogni- 
tion; 2d, Speaker Reed's counting of a 
quorum, and 3d. Speaker Crisp's exalta- 
tion of the Committee on Rules. It will be 


observed that two of the principal griev- 
ances of the Democrats of to-day are in- 
ventions of Democratic Speakers. 
Up to the Speakership of ßlr. Carlisle the 
constant increase in the Speaker's power 
was due to the personal force of the individ- 
ual in the chair, rather than to any change 
in the method of making that force felt. 
ß1r. Colfax and :\lr. Blaine, like 1\1r. \\Tin_ 
throp twenty year:; earlier, made the influ- 
ence of the Speakership felt as that of the 
second office in the government because 
they were able to apply a profound knowl- 
edge of parliamentary law with a tact that 
glossed their partisanship and masked their 
arbitrariness. :\lr. Carlisle, who was an 
intense partisan, conceived it to be his func- 
tion to force through the House the party 
programme, without much regard to either 
the rights of the minority or the forms of 
law. A well-disciplined majority, ready to 
come to heel when he whistled, was essen- 
tial for his purpose. 
Speaker Randall in r88r was the first to 
deny the right of appeal on the question of 
recognition, holding that the Chair had the 
final decision as to who should have the 
floor, This ruling :Mr. Carlisle extended 
and amplified in its scope. He openly and 
as a matter of course declined to ree<;>gnize 
a member for any purpose unless that mem- 
ber had first called upon him in the Speak- 
er's room and obtained his permission to 
address the Chair. 
The second great change in the expres- 
sion of the Speaker's power was due to Mr. 
Reed, one of the ablest parliamentarians 
who has ever occupied the Chair and one 
of the greatest men our country has pro- 
duced. 
During 
Ir. Carlisle's last term as Speak- 
er in the Fiftieth Congress, despite his ar- 
bitrary use of the power of recognition and 
of the other powers of his office, a minority, 
sometimes large, more often extremely 
small, by a misuse of the rules, brought pub- 
lic business almost to a standstill. 
It had always been the practice in the 
House to require a quorum to vote on every 
proposition, and this practice presented one 
of the most effective and at the same time 
one of the easiest means of blocking public 
business, for, as :\1r. Reed put it, "men by 
simply sitting still could produce more 
effect on the legislation of the country than 
by any amount of effort." 
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Both parties ,,,ere responsible for the re- 
duction of legislati,"e obstruction to a fine 
art. Speakers Colfax, Blaine, and Car- 
lisle had considered and rejected the sug- 
gestion of ruling that if a quorum is present, 
even though it does not vote, it nevertheless 
by its silence consents to the passage of the 
bill. 
"Speaker Reed took the Chair on De- 
cember 2, 1889, with the determination that 
neither unnecessary delays in formal pro- 
ceedings, indh'idual claims, nor the ob- 
struction of an organzied minority should 
prevent a majority of the House from trans- 
acting business." "His two important 
parliamentary decisions were: first, that 
a ,.ote is valid if a quorum be actually 
present, though the quorum may not '"ote; 
and secondly, that motions obviously and 
purely dilatory, designed only to block the 
doing of business, need not be enter- 
tained, "-(Follett.) 
For his fir:::.t decision he had the prece- 
dent of the British House of Commons 
where the rule has been practically always 
in force, and in this country the decisions 
of Speaker John E, Sanford in the 
lassa- 
chusetts House of Representatives in 187-+, 
of Lieutenant-Governor David B. HilI in 
the Senate of X ew York in 1883, and of 
the Speaker of the House of Representa- 
ti\"es of Tennessee in 1885; in other words, 
of two Democratic and one Republican 
presiding officers, 
For his refusal to entertain dilatory mo- 
tions he was supported not only by thl! prec- 
edent of the House of Commons, but also 
by the rulings of Speakers Colfax, Blaine, 
Randall, and Kiefer. Both of these rul- 
ings were incorporated in the rules, and the 
quorum counting decision was subsequent- 
ly sustained by the Supreme Court of the 
l:nited States. 
The so-called Reed Rules were merely 
the rrues as they had been developed grad- 
ually from the beginning, finally revised 
under Speaker Randall in 1880, with four 
modifications: I, the prevention of dila- 
tory motions; 2, the counting of a quo- 
rum; 3, making one hundred the quorum 
in Committee of the \rhole, and -1-, revis- 
ing the daily order of business. 
The Democratic outcry against "Czar 
Reed and his rules" was directed chiet1y 
against the prevention of dilatory motions 
and the counting of a quorum. The Dem- 
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ocratic party being in the minority and 
being human, sought to pose before the 
country as the victims of oppression and 
ill usage, 
As :\lr. Crisp had been one of the loude
t 
in denouncing the" tyranny" of the Reed 
rules, he was obliged on taking the Chair, 
if he wi:;hed to preserve even the semblance 
of consistency, to find some other method 
of asserting his power. 
\ccordingly the 
rrue that no dilatory motion should be en- 
tertained was omitted, but :\1r. Crisp in 
conferring upon the Committee on Rules 
the power to prevent obstruction, endorsed 
the course followed by his predecessor. 
,rhile the Fifty-second Congress had 
no quorum rule, the Fifty-third Congress, 
because of Republican obstruction, was 
obliged to provide that before every roll-call 
the Speaker should appoint two members, 
"one from each of the pending question, 
who should take their places at the Clerk's 
desk and note those members present not 
responding to their names in order to make 
a quorum." 
In other. ".ords Speaker Crisp indirectly 
endorsed Speaker Reed's most criticised 
decision. Both parties are therefore on 
record in their rules as favoring the count- 
ing of a quorum, and being opposed to the 
use of dilator\r motions, 
,rhen the Fifty-fourth Congress met, the 
House haying again elected 1\lr. Reed 
Speaker, readopted the rules which bear 
his name. These rrues have been in force 
e,'er since, modified during the last two 
years by the addition of clauses creating 
Calendar 'Yednesday an
 the Gnanimous 
Consent Calendar, both changes designed 
to facilitate the consideration of bills in 
which individual members are interested. 
If Democratic platform utterances on 
the subject of the House rules mean any- 
thing they mean that the Democratic party 
not only denounces the last eight Republi- 
can Congresses, but includes in its denun- 
ciations the last two Democratic Congresses 
as well. 
There is, however, a widely diffused sen- 
timent that 
peaker Cannon has so mis- 
used his powers that he has governed the 
House in defiance of the majority, in that 
he has prevented the majority from enact- 
ing legislation which it has desired. The 
charge is not that 1\1r. Cannon has forced 
the House to do what it has not wanted to 
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do, but that he has pre\
ented it doing its 
will. In other words, the charge against 

Ir. Cannon is that he has curtailed the 
activity of the House and silenced its mem- 
bers, despite the fact that the last Congress 
enacted some seven thousand bills and the 
members of the House filled some fifteen 
thousand pages of the Record with debate. 
Speaker Cannon has been charged with 
two principal offences; first, with refusing 
to recognize members for rnanimous Con- 
sent, so that they might pass their bills, and 
second, with misusing the Committee on 
Rules by constantly bringing in reports, in- 
tended to thwart the wishes of the majority. 
Although nearly five thousand private 
bills were passed during the Sixtieth Con- 
gress, many of them under recognition by 
unanimous consent, the first charge con- 
tinued until the invention of the rnanimous 
Consent Calendar and the creation of Cal- 
endar l\'ednesday took from the Speaker 
his power of recognizing for unanimous 
consent. There then remained only one 
against Cannonism-the misuse of the 
Committee on Rules. 
The Committee on Rules is the creature 
of the majority. It merely recommends to 
the House, its recommendations to be ef- 
fectiye requiring confirmation by a major- 
ity, for its orders are ortly an indirect method 
of applying the caucus rule, 
During the first session of the Sixtieth 
Congress the Committee on Rules made 
thirteen reports, of which five were in ref- 
erence to investigations by committees or 
commissions, one was to admit the Philip- 
pine commissioners to the floor, six were in 
reference to parliamentary procedure, and 
one was for the consideration of a bill for 
the codification of the penal laws. During 
the second session the committee reported 
five times only; twice in reference to the 
salary of Secretary of State so as to make 

1r. Knox eligible to the office, and once 
each in reference to the Brownsville sol- 
diers, Calendar \Yednesday, and the sus- 
pension of the rules by a majority vote, 
during the last six days of the session. 
De
pite the fact that the Committee on 
Rules reported only eighteen times during 
the entire life of the Sixtieth Congress, the 
sentiment continued that it was the active 
engine of the Speaker's oppression and 
ought to be abolished. Accordingly a ma- 
jority, composed of the Democrats and a 


score or more of so-called insurgents or 
Republicans who for one reason or another 
had boIted the Republican caucus, took 
from the Speaker his power to appoint the 
Committee on Rules, excluded him from 
membership on that committee, and lodged 
its appointment in the House itself, the 
committee consisting of ten members, six 
from the majority and four from the mi- 
nority, chosen by the respective caucuses, 
Immediately after the creation of the new 
committee the members of the coalition 
that had brought about the victory, proudly 
announced that Cannonism had been killed 
past hope of resurrection. Yet as soon a;; 
the congressional campaign had begun 
Cannonism was once more brought for- 
ward as an issue. 
\Yhether Cannonism is dead or not, it is 
perfectly safe to assume that as long as our 
country retains its freedom any bill that a 
majority of the members wishes to pass will 
be passed, and that it wiII receive just as 
much or as little consideration, and will 
be debated for just as long or as short a 
time as the majority may wish. The ma- 
jority always has had its will and -always 
wiII have its will. No man nor set of men, 
no Speaker nor Committee on Rules has 
ever succeeded in thwarting it. 
As able and as resourceful a man as 
Speaker Reed, for a moment stood in its 
way and was swept aside, while the ma- 
jority marched triumphantly to its goal. 
1\1r. Reed, with all the sincerity and eam- 
estness of his great nature, believed that the 
then new doctrine of Imperialism meant the 
ruin of our institutions and the end of our 
liberties. He fought the annexation of the 
Hawaiian Islands as the first step toward 
destruction. He labored unceasingly, he 
opposed, he struggled, he pleaded, and yet 
he scarcely delayed the will of the majmity 
a day, Hawaii was annexed despite his 
efforts, and at the end of the Congress the 
one time so-called Czar, disheartened and 
dispirited, retired into private life. 
lr. 
Reed was just as strong and as able and far 
greater in defeat than at the summit of his 
glory, but he had ceased to he a possible 
servant of the majority, and so the majority 
tumed from him to a much smaller man 
who, because he was in sympathy with his 
party, was ready to obey its will. 
So far as Cannonism means the personal 
influence of :\1r. Cannon as Speaker, it has 
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probably passed forever. 1Ir. Cannon is 
nearly se\"enty-flye years of age, it is im- 
probable that he will eyer again occupy the 
Chair, and gallant fearless old fighter that 
he is, his fighting days must be nearly over. 
Yet he has left his mark upon the 
peaker- 
ship and his impress upon the House, and 
neither his enemies nor his calumniators 
can detract from what he has accomplished. 
He willleaye behind him the record of an 
honest and a brave man who, believing in 
party government and charged with great 
power, used that power to work his party's 
will, who strove unceasingly with resource 
and ability and courage to do what he 
deemed to be his duty. 
But if Cannonism means the power of 
the Speakership, it is a very rash man who 
will say that it has gone. 
It is perfectly possible that the House 
may shift its leadership from the Chair to 
the floor, by depriving the Speaker of the 
political powers now connected with the 
office. If the House shall so decree, the 
impartial presiding officer, so much desired 
by many, may come to life, but the powers 
once centred in the Chair will naturally 
focus in the floor leader, "'ere the House 
to be led from the t100r the same outcry that 
?s made to-day against the Speaker would 
be raised against the tyrant at the head of 
rules or whatever chainnanship might car- 
ry the leadership, and were the leadership 
to be in commission, the steering committee 
would be abused with equal fen"or. Those 
\vho object to any leadership whatever, and 
they are many, would only be satisfied 
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under a condition of legislative lawlessness 
horrible of contemplation and impossible 
of realization. 
The power of the Speakership has weath- 
ered so many storms in the past that it will 
doubtless survive that which now threatens 
it. Almost every extension of the Speaker's 
influence that has taken place has been 
greeted with loud cries by the minority, 
Judging the future by the past, it is alto- 
gether probable that the next Speaker, de- 
prived of his control of the Committee on 
Rules and his right of making appoint- 
ments to the other committees, will ne\'er- 
theless find some new way of increasing 
his power and making that power felt. But 
whether he does or not, whether he con- 
tinues to lead the House or whether the 
leadership is transferred to the floor, one 
thing is certain, and that is that the majority 
will continue to govern and will continue to 
express its will through its chosen mouth- 
piece, be he Speaker, or be he floor leader. 
The rule of the House is the rule of 
the majority, Its procedure, its rules, its 
customs, all have that one end in view. 
One party may come, and another may go, 
Speakers may preside feebly or with a hand 
of iron, minorities may grow strong and 
violent, denouncing King Caucus to-day, 
the Committee on Rules to-morrow, and 
the Speaker the day after, but as long as 
our institutions remain as they are, as long 
as we remain a self-governing Democratic 
Republic, the majority will continue to gov- 
ern, and no thoughtful or patriotic Ameri- 
can would have it otherwise. 
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Dl CCy BIRCHFIELD took 
. - her stand before the mas- 
- -0 _ sive chimney-piece with a 
- determined air of posses- 
sion. .-\s the new rnistress 
of the house entered she 
turned sharply, not caring to conceal the 
assertiye spark in her eye. Electa let fall 
the out-stretched hand that offered a timid 
hospitality. 
"Please be seated," she said. " You 
must be tired. It's a long trip out from 
town. " 
"A trip I'm used to, thank you!" Lucy 
replied, the glow of ownership deepening 
as she settled herself in a chair which was 
not the one Electa had softly pushed for- 
ward. "You seem to forget that my peo- 
ple lived at Thorndale long before you e,-er 
saw or heard of it." 
"Oh, I understand how dear the old place 
must be to you, and I do hope you will al- 
ways feel-" 
"Dear to me! \Vhy, it's home! 1Iy 
father was born here, and my grandfather 
left it to Aunt Rachel because she 100-ed it 
and had always lived here. How could 
she let it go out of the family? How could 
she?" Lucy's voice shook as she threw a 
loyal glance around the dim wainscoted 
room lined with books collected by gen- 
erations of Thornburvs. 
Electa paused. She wanted to be pa- 
tient with this irritated soul who knew 
nothing of the peace that made the present 
atmosphere of the old house. 
,. It is hard," she said at last. "But 
there's a larger view. \Ye don't feel as you 
do about property. In our work there's no 
mine and thine." 
"That's easy, after you've got it all! I'd 
like to know how long this' work,' as you 
call it, would go on, or what you'd be doing 
with yourself, if it weren't for Thornbury 
money!" 
"I'm not helpless," flashed the girl, with 
sudden spirit, her calm beauty kindling in 
so unexpected a way that 1Irs. Birchfield 
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felt her self-erected pedestal tremble be- 
neath her. 
"Surely you knO\y," Llecta went on, 
"that I'll ne,-er use the money for personal 
ends, I will use it as she used it. I mean 
to carry out all her wishes. I am bound by 
the most sacred obligation-her trust in 
me." . 
"Her trust in you! It's incredible-put- 
ting a fortune into your hands like that, 
away from her natural heirs forever!" 
"\Yhy not? The house where she car- 
ried on a great work-" 
"Pauperizing a set of lazy men and wom- 
en ,-rho ought to be out in the world making 
a lh-ing!" 
Electa's faith in her work made her care- 
less of the sneer, but she longed to justify 
the dear old friend ,yho had trusted her. 
,. You know," she said, ., how strongly 1Iiss 
Thornbury felt about the right and wrong 
use of money." 
"Oh, I suppose she told you that my hus- 
band was a gambler," the other interrupted 
har jily, .. because he took risks and lost 
money on the Stock Exchange! \Vell, it's 
true. But that was only her point of view. 
I don't blame him-not a bit." 
"She thought that he should have been 
content. You had enough- " 
,. \Vhat did she know about enough, or 
you either? Does one ever ha, e enough 
when there are five children? Oh, it's too 
much; I can't bear it!" Lucy sprang up, 
passionately striking her little hands to- 
gether. " You shut yourselves away from 
the world, you see nothing as it really is, 
and then you attempt to judge the rest of 
us; to decide what we need or don't need. 
/" m not afraid to tell you what I belie,.e! 
I believe a family is the best thing on God's 
earth, and family claims come first, eyery 
time. I want my children to take the place 
my father and grandfather had before them, 
I ,vant them to he well-educated, well- 
dressed, well-established, to live with their 
O\vn sort, to be proper figures in the world 
they belong to, That's their birthright, and 
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you'w rolJbed them of it; you've schemed to 
get it away from them. It takes money, 
and lots of it too, to keep one's place in 
the world; there's no use pretending any- 
thing different. I'm not a hypocrite; I say 
what I think. I want my children to have 
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"They may be small, they may be worth- 
less-the things I want, But, such as they 
are, I mean /0 gel them.'" 


Six months later the case of Birchfield 
versus Cragin was under way. 
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.. Don't worry, mother; it'll come out all right sure," he said, as he threw his arm 
about her shoulders.-Page 606. 


their place. That's my duty, and it's my 
religion tOO!" 
Electa had risen and stood looking down 
at the little hard, hot face and trembling 
hands. How could she feel anything but 
love and pity for this blind, striving soul? 
Her arms went out in a movement of ten- 
-derness. 
"Oh, my dear, how unhappy you must 
be! Don't you see how small they are, how 
worthless, these things that you are living 
for, that you want for your children?" 
Lucy drew back, ignoring the reaching 
hands. Perhaps beneath the tenderness 
-she felt a touch of that unconscious spir- 
itual arrogance that can see no way but 
its own. She faced Electa with an un- 
flinching eye. 
\'OL. XLIX'-57 


" Single women aren't fit to handle prop- 
erty," declared :\Ir, Sheldon, of the law 
firm of Sheldon and Hollister, as he and 
his young partner went up the court- 
house steps together. "They're the nat- 
ural prey of the fakir, and the better they 
are the quicker they get fooled. 'Yomen 
seem to lose all their common-sense un- 
less they are tied down by a husband 
and babies of their own. N ow this l\Iiss 
Rachel Thornbury, she was the salt of the 
earth-" 
"Oh, it's a perfectly clear case," John 
Hollister assented; ,. the sort of thing that 
happens all the time. But I confess I'm 
puzzled by the other woman, this l\Iiss 
Cragin, I can't quite make her out. A 
fanatic, of course-" 
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"Fanatic fiddlesticks! An adventuress- 
after the money from the start. Don't he 
fooled by her Fra .-\ngelico face and skimpy 
dress." 
"Not an adventuress," said Hollister. "I 
can't believe that." 
"\Vell, wait till we get her on the stand, 
\Ve'll find out what she's made of when you 
begin to cross-examine her, my boy. Don't 
be afraid of pricking her heart. She hasn't 
any. A heart means fire, and if it's there a 
flicker will get up to the face occasionally. 
These cold people who sit on the snow-bank 
side of life-they are the schemers, John, 
who get away with the goods, But we'll 
pull up this one all right." 
It was the second day of the trial. After 
calling as \vitnesses the family physician, 
and a few relatives and friends who had 
been frequent visitors at Thorndale, the 
plaintiff had rested her case. She had al- 
leged that Electa Cragin, a beneficiary and 
dependent of 
Iiss Thornbury, had taken 
advantage of her situation by exercising 
undue influence upon the testatrix at a time 
when she was not of sound and disposing 
mind by reason of advanced age and failing 
health, thereby inducing her to destroy an 
earlier will in favor of her niece anà heir-at- 
law, Lucy Birchfield, and to devise and be- 
queath her entire estate to the said Electa 
Cragin. 

frs. Birchfield's witnesses had produced 
a marked effect by their distinction and 
straightforward testimony. Elect a had 
listened with a failing heart, cut by every 
word-for it was all true, yet true in a 
way that made the words themselves seem 
false. True that she had never left :ì\Iiss 
Thornbury alone, even with the physician. 
How should she leave one who was so 
touchingly dependent upon her, who clung 
to her even more wistfully when others were 
present? .\nd true that she had assumed 
control at Thorndale as the work dropped 
from her friend's weakened hands. She 
had thrown herself wholly into the cause of 
her benefactress, sure of her own motive, ob- 
livious to possible imputations. And now! 
It was an outrage that these worldly, goods- 
burdened people should think her bent 
on personal gain-she who, with all the 
Thornbury estate in her name, felt no 
sense of possession. She had gone from 
court in dismay. Could she ever eXplain? 
Could she make them see? 


"No," she told herself, "l\Iyown words 
will be used against me, They can not 
understand, " 
So on this second day she walked into 
court as to an ordeal of which she alone 
guessed, Lucy Birchfield-very trig in a 
black cloth suit, calculated to delight the 
eye of the most exacting tailor, and touched 
with youth and prettiness by the unfailing 
cosmetic, excitement--dropped her eyes as 
Electa took her place at the other side of 
the counsel table. The two women had not 
met since their interview six months before. 
Visitors were gathering expectantly, and 
Electa, with a chill of apprehension, sud- 
denly realized that it was she \vhom their 
curious eyes were seeking. But she gave 
no sign of disquiet, and when her name was 
called moved forward to the witness stand 
with the usual modest composure that 
made part of her quaint charm. The nun- 
like brown dress which she wore failed to 
obscure the youth of her figure, and the 
little round hat which rested on the coils of 
her copper-gleaming hair seemed innocent- 
ly to disa\"ow its own primness. 
"It is very effective to be different," 
:ßlrs. Birchfield cynically whispered to Hol- 
lister; then flushed with annoyance at the 
\varmth of his assent. 
But calm as Elect a appeared, she found it 
hard to breathe in this atmosphere of antag- 
onism and resentment. Yet she had never 
once doubted her right to fight for her in- 
heritance, All her life she had flamed with a 
longing to help and save, and she accepted 
the fortune as a mysterious fulfilment. She 
had the martyr's ardent moments when 
she felt herself chosen to uphold the life of 
faith before a mocking world, to fling the 
divine challenge to the forces of evil, and 
her eager imagination transformed even her 
attorney to an appointed instrument in this 
high warfare,-though to the uninitiated he 
would seem but imperfectly adapted to 
spiritual ends. This ramble-jointed per- 
sonage now walked back and forth in front 
of his client as he questioned her, his hands 
in his pockets, his manner a mingling of 
jocularity and assurance, 
But he soon proved his adroitness. 
Quickly and easily he drew forth Electa's 
story. The girl told how, some six years 
earlier, she had given up teaching in a pub- 
lic school that she might devote herself to 
evangelistic work, She had always meant 
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to be a missionary. Her very name, be- aware of the court-room and of the favor- 
stowed upon her by a Scotch father who able impression made by her testimony, 
had brought the deep religion of his rugged Once she began an eager explanation in re- 
hills to a Pennsylvania farm, had set her ply to a question concerning the nature of 
apart for a life of service, She spoke very her teaching when a sudden "I object" 
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"Oh, don't you know that I'm in the right? Please say YOll believe 
in me!"-Page 606. 


simply; one could see that she was too inex- 
perienced to realize what her own courage 
had been in throwing aside a bread-winning 
occupation for the sake of a com'iction and 
facing the world with faith as her only as- 
set. She told of her meeting with ::\Iiss 
Thornbury, who had immediately urged 
her to help in the establishment of a mis- 
sion at Thorndale, At first she had hesi- 
tated. "I had to wait for a leading," she 
said, and on her lips the worn phrase had 
no flavor of cant. Pollock, the lawyer, 
dexterously showed her throughout as the 
trusted adviser of her old friend, careful 
newr to abuse this confidence, never to 
take the initiative. Intent only upon the 
truth of her answers, she was scarcely 


from the counsel for the plaintiff cut sharp- 
ly across her eloquence, 
"Irrelevant and immaterial," said John 
Hollister, 
Electa fell back, her cheeks helplessly 
aflame. 
"There's fire there - and a heart," 
thought Hollister in an unprofessional in-- 
stant. 
Electa finally testified as to the dearness of 
J\Iiss Thornbury's mind when her last will 
was drawn, stating that she had not been 
present and had been told nothing whate\rer 
in regard to it. J\1r. Pollock then yielded 
to the counsel for the plaintiff. Electa had 
a wild impulse to run. She felt that a re- 
lentless machine was opening to entrap her. 
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Drawn loy C. Even.ft J"ll11soll. 
"Your hOllor, please, I must be heard,"-Page 607. 
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John Hollistcr drew his chair forward 
for the cross-examination. Their eyes met, 
and his were as steady and candid as her 
own, Instantly she felt a soul in the ma- 
chine, This man cared for something 
more than thc winning or losing of a case, 
The spirit of justice in her sprang to meet 
the spirit of justice in him. 
He was very unlike the men shc had 
known-the missionaries, itinerant preach- 
ers, and reformed drunkards of her Ii ttle 
sphere, His strong figure and well-made 
clothes implied attention to corporeal things, 
but there was a clear hint of idealism in the 
face, marked as it was with early lines of 
decision and purpose. 
There was nothing terrifying in his de- 
liberate manner, but the pertinence of his 
queries and his intimate knowledge of her 
life astonished Elccta. Gradually she be- 
gan to see that she was again revealing 
herself, but how differently! It was not 
herself! Or was it? The tone and word- 
ing of each question determined the signifi- 
cance of the answer. The same story- 
hut so different! She sat tingling, pilloried, 
blindly awaiting the questions. Again and 
again her lawyer thrust an objection to the 
rescue, Arguing, wrangling, the opposing 
attorneys seemed to be playing a game in 
\vhich she was only a passive pawn, She 
had thought it so easy to speak the truth. 
Now she saw truth as double-faced, elusive, 
fleeing beforc her. 
But this grave, clear-eyed young man 
pursued his tactics unruffled. 
" You knew that there had been an earlier 
will in favor of l\Iiss Thornbury's relath.e, 
l\Irs. Birchfield?" 
" -Yes. " 
" You knew also that she had made a 
later will? " 
"N-no, I didn't know," she answered 
very low. 
" You did not know ? You had no sus- 
picion that you were the benciìciary under 
a new will?" 
"I did not know it. Koone evcr told 
me," Electa's facc whitened. "But"- 
she stopped a moment, then broke out sud- 
dcnly-"ycs, I did suspect, 1 did know, I 
was sure!" 
The court-room rippled with surprise. 
" You knew and you did not know. 
Please be more detinite." 
"
o one told me," she repcated. 
VOL. XLIX.-S8 
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"You mean then that you were morally 
certain? " 
" Yes. " 
"And why had you this moral certain- 
ty ? " 
"I knew her feeling about the work- 
about money-that her money was not her 
own to spend or bequeath-it was dedi- 
cated." 
" Gh"ing this money to you she was, so to 
speak, carrying out her purposes?" 
"She believed so-yes!" Electa lifted 
her head. 
" You shared her feeling about the use of 
money? " 
"I sh.ared it." 
,. 'Vas her conviction on this point fully 
settled before you went to live with her?" 
"I don't know-how can I tell?" she 
faltered. "Her convictions grew - we 
talked things over-" 
"Her religious convictions were partly 
the result of her association and com"ersa- 
tions wi th you?" 
"She would always ask me what I 
thought and believed-yes!" 
"And your thought and belief always 
had weight with her?" 
She hardly heard her own answer, given 
blindly, stammeringly, for she was very 
tired. The air of the sunny court-room 
had grown stifling, steamy with needless 
heat, and she seemed to be trying to push 
her way through a substance invisible and 
baffling. A window had been opened, 
letting in clanging, jerky sounds from the 
street which hurt her like blows. The 
white-haired, quizzy-eyed judge rocked in 
his chair with singular indifference. On 
her left sat the jury, their faces like twelve 
plates in a row; the court stenographer 
wrote scratchily, and she felt every stroke 
of his imperturbable pen; out of the assem- 
bly, which swam before her, she could de- 
ta
h Lucy Birchfield's face alone, looking 
back at her with narrowed eyes and remote 
smile. 
People began to move, It w.as the noon 
recess and the room emptied quickly. 
Electa stumbled a little as she stepped down 
from the \vitness stand and Pollock put out 
a steadying hand. 
"Good, l\Iiss Cragin, good!" he said in 
a loud whisper. "Y ou held your own; 
you're a first-rate witness." And Lucy 
Birchfield's smile became less sure as shc 
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overheard. Her son, a lad of seventeen, 
was standing beside her. "Don't worry, 
mother; it'll come out all 

ght sure," he 
said as he threw his arm about her shoul- 
ders and led her from the room. 
Electa suddenly felt alone. No sympa- 
thy was to be expected just then from her 
disciples, that was plain, Having brought 
lunch baskets to court, they were actively 
concerned with hard-boiled eggs and piles 
of thick sandwiches. Electa turned from 
their homely banquet with a shiver of dis- 
taste. 
Struggling in the swirl of new impres- 
sions, she crossed to the open window and 
stood gazing out over the roofs at the ragged 
crest of hills beyond the ri,"er. Then earth 
and sky grew black and she dropped to a 
chair, her eyes closed. 
Instantly some one was at her side, hold- 
ing a glass of water to her lips, 
"Drink this," said the voice that had 
pilloried her, and she obeyed. The giddi- 
ness over, she looked up at John Hollister, 
and flung a quick little cry. 
"Oh, don't you know that I'm in the 
right? Please say you believe in me!" 
He set the glass carefully down on the 
window-sill before he replied, 
" I can't discuss the case with you-you 
must see that it isn't possible, And I can't 
say that you are in the right. But I do be- 
lieve in you." 
Elect a lay awake that night. Something 
was happening, something that she didn't 
understand. N ever before had she ex- 
perienced this creeping, chilly self-distrust. 
She had always been sure, And what did 
this other thing mean? This aching sense 
of the common life of the world with its 
warmth of human ties? Strong, real, com- 
pelling, the things she had always denied 
rose before her, and the traditions of her 
past, the pieties, austerities-yes, even the 
sacrifices and services-shrank back and 
dwindled like the Goode Deedes in the mo- 
rality play she had once seen. She tossed 
until the November dawn began to glimmer 
through the bare apple boughs outside her 
window. Then, as she lay quiet, at last an 
answer seemed to shape itself out of the 
stillness :n old familiar words: "Forego 
desire, and thou shalt find rest." 
On the third day the pensioners of 
Thorndale were called to the stand, and 
one after another they off
ed the same tes- 


timony: the mental competence and inde- 
pendence of l\Iiss Thornbury up to the day 
of her death. The accumulation of evi- 
dence brought no comfort to Electa. For 
the first time she found herself trying to 
realize the event from Lucy Birchfield's 
point of view. 'Vhat did it prove, this ex- 
amination of witnesses? Gradually she lost 
consciousness of the progress of the case in 
her tense inward effort to find the soul cf 
truth in the confusing array of facts. 
An old negress, for years in the service 
of J\Iiss Thornbury and now doggedly at
 
tached to Electa, was called to the stand. 
At sight of her Electa tried to arouse her- 
self to outer things. ""That can Aunty 
have to tell?" she wondered. "\Vhy should 
l\Ir. Pollock summon her?" 
Aunty smoothed out the folds of her 
best black dress and played consequentially 
with her bonnet strings. Her high cheek- 
bones shone from the scrubbing they had 
received; cunning lurked in her lean, browll 
face, and her beady eyes suggested some 
primeval creature intent on self-preserva- 
tion. 
She was eager to speak, and J\lr. Pol- 
lock's question, "Did you have any talk 
with J\1iss Thornbury after she was con- 
fined to her bed?" brought a ready answer: 
" 0 h, yas, sir!" 
The lawyer seemed amused. "\Vell, 
tell us what conversation you had." 
"It was this way. She was speakin' 
'bout the home, yo' know, sir, an' she says 
to me lak this, 'Aunty, in case I die I want,' 
she says, 'to say this to yo',-yo' stay here 
right along, don' yo' never on no 'count go 
away fur to leave J\Iiss 'Lecta,' After she 
talk that-a-way, I says, 'I never heerd 
nothin' 'bout the way the home work when 
yo' pass over Jordan, J\liss Rachel,' an' she 
says, '\Vhy I thought yo' all knowed 'bout 
that. Ever'thing mus' go on jes the same 
lak it is now.' " 
Electa listened in amazement. 'Vas it 
possible that old Aunty, the gossip of 
Thorndale, should have heard such signifi- 
cant words from her benefactress and yet 
have kept silence? There had been much 
uneasy speculation in the little community 
during l\Iiss Thornbury's illness, though 
Electa had honestly done her best to sup- 
press it. Frightened, suspicious, she dared 
not raise her eyes during Aunty's cross- 
examination. The old woman showed a 
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guarded shrewdness in her grasp of the pro\red nothing! It was kindness, care, 
main issue. Bland and un confused, never attention-nothing that can invalidate a 
wavering, never contradicting herself, she will. She meant you to have her property. 
stuck persistently to her statements. Even You know it!" 
Hollister couldn't help joining in the gen- "Because down in my heart I meant to 
erallaugh when she foiled him two or three have it!" 
times by her blank reiterations. She had He shifted roughly. "S'pose you did? 
been thoroughly drilled. She left the stand, That's legitimate. \Ye all get what we can. 
feeling her triumph, and halted for Electa's She wanted you to have it; that's the point 
approval, but the girl sat drooping. that concerns us. It was her free will." 
Humiliation wrapped her as in a flame. ":My will was hers. She thought what I 
How could the lawyer think that she would thought, belie\Ted as I believed. _\nd the 
descend to dodging and quibbling? And secret wish of my heart- Oh, God help 
did Aunty know her so little after all these me!" Her hands went up to hide her face. 
years of her teaching? 
\ crumbling tremor He scowled down upon her, then tried 
shook the foundations of her life, Some- persuasion. 
where there had been a fatal flaw. The "Come, come, you mustn't give way. 
court adjourned, bustling, John Hollister \Ve'll talk it over after you've had a bit of 
was at her elbow gathering up some books lunch. You're all tired out now. That's 
from the counsel table, but she did not look what's the matter-\'ou're nervous!" And 
at him. He made a movement as if to he believed he had -the clew to all feminine 
speak, then, respecting the silence of misery, caprice. 
he left the room with only a backward \\Then the case was resumed at one 
glance, o'clock there was a general impression that 
A hand fell familiarly on her shoulder, in- the defendant had vindicated her position. 
sensible to her recoil It was apparent, however, that l\Iiss Cragin 
"Come, )'Iiss Cragin," said Pollock, was not in triumphant mood. The contest 
"don't be downhearted." He bent over had wearied her. But her attorney's swag- 
her. She felt his breath on her cheek and · ger betrayed his exultance. The Birch- 
sickened. "It's all going our way. The fields were losing hope. Tom whispered 
jury is with you to a man, I'm keeping disgustedly to his wife: "Take a pretty red- 
back the best witnesses for the last." headed girJ with a go-to-the-spot voice and 
At that she found words. "N 0 more put her on the stand before tweh"e men, and 
witnesses!" she cried. "This case must you can bet on the verdict every time." 
not go on, I don't know how to stop it, "Oh, you men! That's the worst of it." 
I don't know the legal method, but it must Lucy dejectedly admitted the perversities 
not go on!" that sometimes control human affairs, but 
" You didn't like calling the old darky? she was plucky and meant that no one 
Oh, I see! 'VeIl, perhaps that was a mis- should suspect what the loss of the suit 
take. 'Ve didn't really need her. Our case would cost her in disappointment and act- 
is strong enough." ual financial worry, 
Her hands wrung a protest. " You don't " You're game, Lucy," murmured Tom 
understand. It's more than that. I'm with an appreciative eye for her brave front 
wrong-I won't take the money! Now do and deceptive vivacity. 
you see?" Electa sat in a trance-like stillness while 
"Good God, girl, you are clean crazy- the remaining witnesses were called. A 
that's what I see! You won't take the black-bearded apostle from Thorndale of- 
money! I like that! \Vhat about me? fered some conclusive evidence, and the 
Do you s'pose I've gone into this thing for case became so one-sided that it ceased to 
charity?" He pounded his meaning into be interesting. People began to wonder 
the table. "'Vhy, we can't stop! Juggle why it had ever occurred to the Birchfields 
with the law like that? :L\Iake a fool of the to try to set aside so unequivocal a docu- 
court? Besides, the other side's got no case. ment, The apostle acquitted himself neatly 
It's you who are in the right!" He ignored and was leaving the stand when Electa rose. 
the dumb shake of her head. "Of course " Your honor, please, I must be heard." 
you are right. Undue influence! They've Her voice rang out through the court-room. 
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E,"ery eye was turned toward her. Pol- 
lock was on his feet, interposing quickly. 
" Your honor, I ask indulgence for my 
client. She is not well. 
1av I ha'"e vour 
permission to take her to thé consult
tion 
room? " 
" Your honor," said Electa, "can see that 
I am perfectly well. 
1y attorney has re- 
fused to speak for me. I ask your leave to 
speak for myself," 
The judge looked at her searchingly, 
then bowed assent. 
"""e will allow the defendant to be 
heard." 
In the qui,'ering, expectant hush of the 
court-room she spoke. It seemed quite 
simple, She had only to tell of \yhat had 
passed in her own mind. K ow that she 
knew her way and could speak in utter sin- 
cerity, not a presence embarrassed her-not 
the judge, preoccupied with the difficulties 
in legal procedure she had thrust upon him; 
not Pollock, balked and nonplussed; not 
the plaintiff, dumb in bewilderment, nor the 
jury straining forward; nor the spectators, 
assured at last of their full meed of sensa- 
tion. In swift, sure words she laid bare 
her conflict of moti,'e. 
At the end she spoke more slowly. 
"E,'erything would ha'"e been different if 
I had been different," she said. "I can see 
that now. I'm not so sure that I've always 
been right. I don't know! I only kn
w 
that I can ne"er touch that money!" 
Pollock cut in with apologies to the court 
for her conduct. "This is what comes, 
your honor, from dealing with religious 
cranks! " 
Then old 
1r. Sheldon arose and ad- 
dressed the court, 
"'Yhile compelled to admire this young 
woman for her candor and generosity, I 
suggest that we make sure she realizes the 
import of what she is saying and doing be- 
fore we go further. I speak for my client, 
and in all equity, when I say that the de- 
fendant must not be permitted to yield her 
claim to a fortune on an impulse, She 
should let the law take its natural course, 
and should the verdict be in her favor she 
must be made to see that she has a legal 
right to every penny. She has, it appears 


to me, a misconception of the legal signifi- 
cance of the word 'undue.' " 
Electa faced the old la\n'er unmon'd 
from her purpose, though her 
'lasped hands 
strained at each other. Her eves had the 
large full look of one absorbed by the inner 
vision. 
"That's only the letter of the law," she 
said softly. 
John Hollister, sitting at the other side of 
the counsel table, lifted his head for the. 
first time. His eyes met hers in a long 
clear look that ,,'as like the scattering of 
mists. The inner ligh t seemed to come 
to her face in color, and with new courage 
she. spoke in the voice that admits of no 
question: 
" I am in the full possession of e\"Cry fac- 
ulty. I know what I am doing. I ha\'e 
thought and prayed. .Ancl I beg your 
honor, in the interest of justice, to in- 
struct the jury to bring a ,'erdict in fa,'or 
of the plaintiff," 


After the case had been dismissed Lucy 
Birchfield came swiftly across the room, 
her face broken and softened, and the two 
women clasped hands without a word. 
Ir, 
Sheldon held open the court-room door 
to let them Vass out together. Then he 
turned to John Hollister, 
"'V ell," he said, clearing his throat of an 
unusual obstacle, "I was wrong. But who 
would expect a u'oman to give up a fortune 
for an abstract principle of justice?" 
"You'd have expected it of a man?" 
asked John. 
"Oh, you know it's quixotic," bluffed 
Sheldon, 
"I suppose it is-lidng up to one's prin- 
ciples-it's so seldom done." 
"That girl's as clear as crystal," pur- 
sued 1\1r. Sheldon. "It's enough for her 
to see what's right, she does it. 'VeIl, she 
sha'n't suffer, 'Ve must keep an eye on 
her till she gets started at something; we 
must make it our business to look after her, 
eh, John?" 
"Yes," said Hollister; "I really think we 
must." 
He tried to speak carelessly, but e'Tn 
Sheldon knew that he was making a "ow. 
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II .' . ,XD their reception at 'Yes- 
, I' I.. ley, the ancestral home of 
y 
 \
 the Costons, although it 
was late at nigh t when 
1 they arrived, was none the 
... - less joyous. Peggy was 
the first to welcome the invalid, and Tom 
was not far behind. 
"Giye her to me, St. George," bubbled 
Peggy, enfolding the girl in her arms. "You 
blessed thing!-Oh, how glad I am to get 
hold of you! They told me you were ill, 
child-not a word of truth in it! No, 1\1:r. 
Coston, you shan't even have one. of her lit- 
tle fingers until I get through loving her. 
,rhat's your mammy's name-Henny? 
,V ell, Henny, you take :Miss Kate's things 
into her room-that one at the top of the 
stairs. " 
And then the Honorable Tom Coston 
said he'd be doggoned if he was going to 
wait another minute, and he didn't-for 
Kate kissed him on both cheeks and gave 
him her father's message, congratulating 
him on his appointment as judge, and 
thanking him in advance for all the kind- 
ness he would show his daughter. 
But it was not until she woke next morn- 
ing and looked out between the posts of her 
high bedstead through the small, wide-open 
window overlooking the bay, that her heart 
gave the first bound of real gladness. She 
loved the open and the dash of salt air, 
laden now with the perfume of budding 
fruit trees, that blew straight in from the 
sea. She loved, too, the stir and sough of 
the creaking pines and the cheery calls from 
the barnyard. Here she could get her mind 
settled; here too, she could forget all the 
little things that had bothered her-there 
would be no more invitations to accept 
or decline; no promises she must keep. 
She and her Uncle George would have 
one long holiday-she needed it and good- 
ness knows-he needed it after all his 
troubles-and they would begin as soon 
as breakfast was over-and they did-the 


dogs plunging ahead, the two hand in 
hand, St. George, guide and philosopher, 
pointing out this and that characteristic 
of the once famous estate 'and dilating on 
its past glory. 
"Even in my father's day," he continued, 
his face lighting up, "it was one of the 
great show places of the county. The 
stables held twenty horses and a coach, be- 
sides no end of gigs and carryalls. This 
broad road on \,!,hich we walk, was lined 
with flower-beds and shaded by lh'e-oaks. 
Over there, near that little grove, were 
three great barns and lesser outbuildings, 
besides the negro quarters, smoke-houses, 
and hay-ricks. Really-a wonderful place 
in its day, Kate." 
Then he went on to tell of how the veran- 
das were shaded with honeysuckles-and 
the halls, drawing-rooms, and dining-room 
crowded with furniture; how there were 
yellow damask curtains, and screens, and 
haircloth sofas and a harmonicon of musi- 
cal glasses which was played by wetting 
one's fingers in a bowl of water and passing 
them over the rims-he had played on it 
himself when a boy: and slaves galore- 
nearly one hundred of them, not to mention 
a thousand acres of tillable land to plough 
and harrow, as well as sheep, oxen, pigs, 
chickens, ducks-everything that a man of 
wealth and position might have had in the 
old days, and about everyone of which St. 
George had a memory. 
Then when Tom's father, who was the 
sole heir, took charge, dissolution proceed- 
ings set in-and more's the pity-here his 
voice dropped to a whisper-Tom finished 
them! and St. George sighed heavily as 
he pointed out the changes:-the quarters 
in ruins, the stables faIling to pieces, the 
gates tied up with strings or swinging loose; 
and the flocks, herds, and live-stock things 
of the past. Nor had a negro been left- 
none Tom really owned: one by one they 
had been sold or hired out, or gone off no- 
body knew where, he being too lazy, or too 
indifferent, or too good-natured, to hunt 
them up. The house, as Kate had seen, was 
60 9 
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equally neglected. Eyen what remained of 
the old furniture was on its last legs-the 
curtains patched, or in shreds-the carpets 
worn into holes, 
Kate listened eagerly, but she did not 
sigh, It was all charming to her in the 
soft spring sunshine, the air a perfume, the 
birds singing, the blossoms bursting, the 
peach trees anthems of praise-and best of 
all her dear L nele George strolling at her 
side. And then eyerything was so clean 
and fresh and sweet in every nook and 
corner of the tumble-down house. Peggy, 
as she soon discovered, looked after that- 
in fact Peggy looked after everything that 
required looking after-and everything did 
-including the judge. :ì\Ir. Coston was 
tired, Peggy would say or 
fr. Coston had 
not been very well, so she just did it her- 
self instead of bothering him. Since his 
promotion it was generally" the judge" 
who was too tired, being absorbed in his 
court duties, etc., etc. But it always came 
with a laugh, and it was always genuine, 
for to wait upon him and look after him 
and minister to him, was her highest hap- 
piness. 
Good-for-nothing as her Tom would 
have been to some women-unpractical, 
lazy-a man few wives would have put up 
with-Peggy adored him; and so did his 
children adore him, and so, for that matter, 
did his neighbors, many of whom, al- 
though they ridiculed him behind his back, 
could never escape the charm of his per- 
sonality whenever they sat beside his rock- 
ing chair, 
This wide-armed, cane-bottomed com- 
fort-the only comfortable chair in the 
house, by the \vay-had, in his less distin- 
guished days, been his throne. In it he 
would sit all day long, cutting and whit- 
tling, filing and polishing curious trinkets 
of tortoise-shell for watchguards and tiny 
baskets made of cherry stones, cunningly 
wrought and finished. This was to be busy 
indeed! He was an expert too in corncob 
pipes, which he carved for all his friends; and 
pin-wheels for everybody's children. \Vhen 
it came, however, to such matters as a miss- 
ing hinge to the front door, a brick under a 
tottering chimney, the straightening of a 
falling fence, the repairing of a loose lock 
on the smoke-house-or even the care of 
the family carryall, which despite its great 
age and infirmities was often left out in the 


rain to rust and ruin-these things must, of 
course, wait until the overworked father of 
the house found time to look after them. 
The children loved him the most. They 
asked for nothing better than to fix him in 
his big chair by the fender, throw upon the 
fire a basket of bark chips from the wood- 
yard, and enough light-wood knots to wake 
them up, and after filling his pipe and light- 
ing it, snuggle close, eyery bend and cun-e 
of the easy comfort packed full, all waiting 
to hear him tell one of his stories. Some- 
times it was the tale of the fish and the cuff- 
button-how he once dropped his slee\-e- 
link overboard, and how a year afterward 
he was in a shallop on the Broadwater 
fishing for rockfish when he caught a splen- 
did fellow, which when Aunt Patience 
c1eaned-(here his voice would drop to a 
whisper)-"\Vhat do you think!-why out 
popped the sleeve-link that was in his cuff 
this minute!" .And then for the hundredth 
time the bit of gold was examined by each 
child in turn. Or it was the witch story- 
about the Yahoo wild man with great horns 
and a lashing tail, who lived in the swamp 
and went howling and prowling about for 
plunder and prey, (This was always given 
with a low, prolonged growl, like a dog in 
pain-all the children shuddering.) And 
then followed the oft-told tale of how this 
same terrible Yahoo once came up with 
Hagar, who was riding a witch pony to get 
to the witches' dance in the cane-brake, and 
how he made off with her to the swamp 
where she had had to cook for him-ever- 
ever-ever since, (Long drawn breath, 
showing that all was O\'er for that day at 
least, ) 
Todd got the true inwardness of the situ- 
ation before he had been many days at 
\Vesley: for the scene with the children was 
often repeated when court was not in ses- 
sion. 
"Fo' Gawd, ::\ilarse George, hab you had 
time to watch dat gemman, de jedge ? Dey 
do say he's sumpin great, but I tell ye he's 
dat lazy a fly stuck in 'lasses 'd pass him on 
de road." 
St. George laughed heartily in reply, but 
he did not reprimand him, 
"\Vhat makes you think so, Todd?" 
"Can't help thinkin' so. I wuz standin' 
by de po'ch yisterday holdin' lVIiss Kate's 
mare, when I yere de mistis ask de jedge 
ter go out an' git 'er some kindlin' fom de 
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wood-pile. He sot a-rockin' hisse'f in dat 
hig cheer ob his'n an' I yered him sa y-' yes, 
in a minute,' hut he didn't move. Den she 
holler agin at him an' still he rock hisse'f, 
sayin' he's comin'. Den, fust I knowed out 
she come to de wood-pile an' git it herse'f, 
an' den when she pass him wid 'er arms full 
0' wood he look up an' say-' Peggy come 
rere an' kiss me-I dunno what we would 
do widout ye-you'se de Lawd's anointed, 
sho'.' " 
Kate got no end of amusement out of 
him, and would often walk with him to 
court that she might listen to his drolleries 
-especially his queer views of life-the 
simplest and most unaffected to which she 
had ever listened. Now and then, as time 
went on, despite her good-natured tolera- 
tion of his want of independence-he being 
ahvays dominated by his wife-she chanced, 
to her great surprise, upon some nuggets of 
hard common-sense of so high an assay that 
they might really be graded as wisdom-his 
analysis of men and women being partic- 
ularly surprising, Those little twinkling, 
and sometimes sleepy, eyes of his, now that 
she began to study him the closer, reminded 
her of the unreadable eyes of an elephant 
she had once seen-eyes that presaged noth- 
ing but inertia, until whack went the trunk 
and over toppled the boy who had teased 
him. 
And with this new discovery there de- 
veloped at last a certain respect for the lazy, 
good-natured, droll old man. Opinions 
which she had heretofore laughed at sud- 
denly became of value; criticisms which 
she had passed over in silence, seemed 
worthy of further consideration. 
Peggy, howe,'er, fitted into all the tender 
places of her heart. She had never known 
her own mother; all she remembered was 
a face bending close and a soft hand that 
tucked in the coverlet one nigh t when she 
couldn't sleep. The memory had haunted 
her from the days of her childhood-clear 
and distinct, with every detail in place. 
Had there been light enough in her moth- 
er's bed-room, she was sure she could have 
added the dear face itself to her recollection. 
The plump, full-bosomed, rosy-cheeked 
Peggy (fifteen years younger than Tom)- 
supplied the touch and voice, and all the 
tenderness as well, that these memories re- 
called, and all that the motherless girl had 
yearned for. 
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And the simple, uneventful life-one 
without restraints of any kind, greatly satis- 
fied her: so different from her own at home 
,,"ith Prim as Chief Regulator. Everybody 
to her delight did as they pleased; each 
one following the bent of his or her incli- 
nation. St. George was out at daybreak 
in the duck blinds,or, breakfast over, roam- 
ing the fields with his dogs, Todd a close 
attendant. The judge would stroll over to 
court an hour or more late, only to find an 
equally careless and contented group block- 
ing up the door-" po' white trash" most 
of them, each one with a grievance. \Vhen- 
ever St. George accompanied him, and he 
often did, his Honor would spend even less 
time on the bench-cutting short both ends 
of the session, his guest laughing himself 
sore over the judge's decisions. 
"And he stole yo' shoat and never paid 
for him?" Temple heard him say one day 
in a hog case, where two farmers who had 
been waiting hours for Tom's coming, were 
plaintiff and defendant. "How did you 
know it was yo' shoat-did you mark 
him? " 
"No, suh." 
"Tie a tag around his neck?" 
"No, suh." 
"\Vell, you just keep yo' hogs inside yo' 
lot. Too many loose hogs runnin' 'round, 
Case is dismissed, and co't is adjourned for 
the day," which, while very poor law was 
good common-sense, stray hogs on the pub- 
lic highway having become a nuisance. 
\Yith these kindly examples before her, 
Kate soon fell into the ways of the house. 
If she did not wish to get up she lay abed 
and Peggy brought her breakfast with her 
own hands. 
If, when she did leave her bed she went 
about in pussy-slippers and a loose gown 
of lace and frills without her stays, Peggy's 
only protest was against her wearing any- 
thing else-so adorable was she, \Vhen, 
however, this happy dreamy indolence be- 
gan to pall upon her-and she could not 
stand it for long-she would be up at sun- 
rise helping Peggy dress her frolicsome 
children or get them off to school, and this 
done would assist in the housework-even 
rolling the pastry with her own delicate 
palms, or sitting beside the bubbling, spon- 
taneous woman, needle in hand, aiding 
with the family mending-while Peggy, 
glad of the companionship, would sit with 
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ears open, her mind alert, probing-prob- 
ing-trying to read the heart of the girl 
whom she Im"ed the better e,"erv day. And 
so there had crept into Kate's-heart a new 
peace that was as fresh sap to a òying 
plant, bringing the blossoms to her cheeks 
and the spring of wind-blown branches to 
her step. 
Then one fine morning, to the astonish- 
ment of everyone, and greatly to Todd's 
disgust, no less a person than 
Ir. Langdon 
\\ïllits of "Oak Hill" (distant three miles 
away) dismounted at Coston's front porch, 
and throwing the reins to the waiting darky, 
stretched his convalescent, but still shaky, 
legs in the direction of the living room, 
there to await the arrival of ":
Iiss Sey- 
mour of Kennedy Square," who, so he toÍd 
Todd, "expected him." 
Todd scraped a foot respectfully in an- 
swer, touched his cocoanut of a head with 
his monkey claw of a finger, waited until 
the broad back of the red-headed gentle- 
man had been swallowed up by the open 
door, and then indulged in this soliloquy: 
"Funny de way dem bullets hab 0 'miss- 
in' folks. Des a leetle furder down an' 
dere wouldn't a-been none 0' dis yere fool- 
ishness. Pity l\Iarse Harry hadn't prac- 
tbed some mo' . Ef he had ter do it agin I 
reckon he'd pink him so he neber be ca- 
vortin' 'roun' like he is now." 
\\ïllits's sudden appearance filled St. 
George with ill-concealed anxiety, He did 
not believe in this parade of im'alidism, nor 
did he like Kate's encouraging smile when 
she met him-and there ,vas no question 
that she did smile-and, more portentous 
still, that she enjoyed it. Other things too, 
she grew to enjoy, especially the long rides 
in the woods and m'er to the broad water. 
For \\ïllits's health after a few days of the 
sunshine of Kate's companionship had un- 
dergone so renovating a process that the 
sorrel horse now arrÏ\"ed at the porch almost 
e,-ery day, whereupon Kate's Joan would 
be led out, and the smiled-upon gentleman 
in English riding boots and brown velvet 
jacket, and our gracious lady in Lincoln 
green habit with wide hat and sweeping 
plume, would mount their steeds and be lost 
among the pines. 
Indeed, to be exact, half of Kate's time 
was now spent in the saddle, \Villits riding 
beside her. And with each day's outing a 
new and, to St. George, a more disturbing 


intimacy appeared to be growing between 
them. X ow it was \Yillits's sister who had 
to be considered and espeÖally invited 
to \Vesley-a thin wisp of a woman with 
tortoise-shell sidecombs and bunches of 
dry curls, who always dressed in shiny 
black silk and whose only ornament was her 
mother's hair set in a breastpin; or it was 
his father by whom she must sit when he 
came over in his gig-a bluff, hearty man 
who generally wore a red waistcoat with 
big bone buttons and high boots with tas- 
sels in front. 
This last confidential relation when the 
manners and bearing of the elder man came 
under his notice, seemed to St. George the 
most unaccountable of all, Departures 
from the established code always jarred 
upon him and the gentleman in the red 
waistcoat and tasselled boots often wan- 
dered so far afield that he invariably set St. 
George's teeth on edge. Although- he had 
ne,-er met Kate before he called her by her 
first name after the first ten minutes of their 
acquaintance-his son, he explained, ha "- 
ing done nothing but sound her praises for 
the past two years, an excuse which carried 
no weight in the thoroughbred's mind be- 
cause of its additional familiarity. He 
had never dared, St. George knew, to ex- 
tend that familiarity to Peggy-it had al- 
ways been" 1\Irs. Coston" to her, and it 
had always been" 1\lr. Coston" to Tom, 
and was now "your Honor," or "j udge" 
to the dispenser of justice. For though the 
owner of Oak Hill lived within a few miles 
of the tumble-down remnant thàt sheltered 
the Costons; and though he had fifty ser- 
vants to their one, or half a one-and broad 
acres in proportion, to say nothing of flocks 
and herds, St. George had always been 
aware that he seldom crossed their porch 
steps, or they his, That little affair of 
some fifty or more years ago wàs still re- 
membered, and the children of people who 
did that sort of thing, must, of course, pay 
the penalty. Even Peggy never failed to 
draw the line: ""ery nice people, my 
dear," he had heard her say to Kate one 
day when the subject of the younger man's 
family had come up. "l\lr. \Yillits senior 
is a fine, open-hearted man, and does a 
great deal of good in the county with his 
money-quite a politician, and they do say 
has a fair chance of sometime being gover- 
nor of the State. But very few of us about 



Kennedy Square 


here would want to marry into the family, 
all the same. Oh no, my dear Kate-I do 
not mean- Ko, of course there was noth- 
ing against his grandmother, She was a 
very nice woman, I believe, and I've often 
heard my own mother speak of her. Her 
father came from .\lbemarle Sound, if I am 
right, and was old John \\ïllits's overseer. 
The girl, of course, was his daughter." 
Kate had made no answer. \rho Lang- 
don \Villits's grandmother was; or whether 
he had any grandmother at all, did not con- 
cern her in the least. She rather admired 
the young Albemarle Sound girl for walking 
boldly into the \Villits family-Iowborn as 
she was-and making them respect her. 
But none of Peggy's outspoken wanlings 
nor any of S1. George's silent acceptance
 
of the se"eral situations-always a mark of 
his disapproval--checked the game of love- 
making which was going on-the give and 
take stage of it, with the odds varying with 
each new shifting of the cards, and both 
Peggy and St. George grew the more ner- 
vous. 
"She's going to accept him, St. George," 
she had said to him one morning as he stood 
behind her chair while she was shelling the 
peas for dinner. "I didn't think so when 
he first came, Imt I Lelieve it now. 1 have 
said all I could to her. She has cuddled up 
in my arms and cried herself sick over it, 
but she won't hold out much longer. Young 
Rutter left her heart all torn and bleeding 
and this man has bound up the wounds, 
She willne'"er love anybody that way again 
-and maybe it is just as well. He'd have 
kept her guessing all her life as to what he'd 
cIo next. I wish \\ï11its's blood was better, 
for she's a dear, sweet child and proud as 
she can be, only she's proud over different 
things from what I would be, But you can 
make up your mind to it. She'll keep him 
dangling for a while yet, as she did last 
summer at the Red Sulphur, but she'll be 
his wife in a year or less-you mark my 
words. You haven't yet heard from the 
1ìrst one, ha,Te you ?-as to when he's com- 
ing home?" 
St. George hadn't heard-he sighed back 
in return-a habit of his lately. K 0, not 
for two months or more-not since the 
letter in which Harry said he had left the 
ship and had gone up into the interior. 
He had, he told her, mentioned the boy's 
silence to Kate in a casual ,vay, watching 
the effect the news produced upon her-Lut 
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after the remark that the mails were always 
irregular from those far-away countries, she 
had turned the conversation into other chan- 
nels, she having caught sight of \\ïllits who 
had just dismounted from his horse. 
As to St. George's own position in the af- 
fair he felt that his hands were firmly tied; 
he could do nothing one way or the other. 
His personal intercourse with \Yillits had 
been such as he would always have with a 
man with whom he was on speaking terms, 
hut it ne"er passed that border. He was 
courteous, careful of his speech, and mind- 
ful of the young man's de,"otion to Kate, 
whose guardian for the time being he was, 
but he neither encouraged nor thwarted 
his suit. Kate was of age and was fully 
competent to decide for herself-extremely 
competent for that matter. 
How little this clear reader of women's 
hearts-and scores had been spread out be- 
fore him-knew of Kate's, no one but the 
girl herself could have told. Xot only was 
she adrift on an open sea of doubt without a 
rudder, but she had already begun to lose 
contidence both in her seamanship and in her 
compass. Nor was she even certain of her 
port. She had been sailing before the wind 
for some weeks past with e'Terythíng flying 
loose and the time had now come for her 
either to "go about" or keep on her course. 
She had trimmed sails as best she could gain- 
ing time for delay, but even this must end. 
Having looked the family O\Ter, and hav- 
ing studied as well her suitor's em'ironment 
and the impression he made upon those 
who had known him longest and best, she 
must now focus her mental lenses on the 
man himself. He had, she knew, gradu- 
ated with honors, being the valedictorian of 
his class; had risen rapidly in his profession, 
and from what her father said would soon 
reach a high place among his brother law- 
yers. There was even talk of sending him 
to the legislature, where her own father, the 
Honorable Prim, had achieved his title. She 
wished, of course, that :\lr. \\ïllits's hair was 
not quite so red and that the knuckles on 
his hands were not so large and bony-and 
that he was not always at her beck and call; 
but these were trifles, really, in the make- 
up of a fine man. There was, she was 
convinced, a sane mind under the carrüt- 
colored hair and a warm palm inside the 
knotted knuckles, and that was infinitely 
more important than little physical pecul- 
iarities which one would forget as life went 
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on. Then again, she herself was partly re- 

ponsible for his periods of ,ill health, all of 
,vhich she could have prevented had she 
t01d him the whole truth that night on 
the stairs, or the day before when she had 
parried his direct proposal of marriage-a 
piece of stupidity for which she never failed 
to blame herself, 
.-h to his future conduct that did not 
trouble her in the least, She had long since 
become condnced that \\ïllits would ne,"er 
again become intemperate. He had kept 
his promise, and this meant more to her 
than his having gi,.en way to past temp- 
tations, The lesson he had learned at the 
ball had had, too, its full effect. He had 
never forgotten it. He had apologized over 
and over again to her for his brutal inso- 
lence in laying his profane hands on her 
dancing card and tearing it to bits before 
her eyes. He had, moreover, deeply re- 
gretted the duel and had sworn to her on his 
honor as a gentleman that he would never 
fight another. 
She had listened quietly each time and 
had told him how much she was pleased 
and how grateful she was for his confidence 
and how such fine resolutions redounded to 
his credit, and yet in thinking it over the 
next day she could not help comparing 
his confession with Harry's blunt statement 
made to her the last time she saw him in 
the park, when, instead of expressing any 
regret for having shot \\ïllits, he had boldly 
declared that he would do it again if any 
such insult were repeated. 
\nd strange to 
say-and this she could not understand in 
herself-in the comparison Harry came out 
best. 
But!-and here she had to hold on to her 
rudder with all her might-she had already 
made one mistake, tumbling head over 
heels in love with a young fellow who had 
mortified her before the world when their 
engagement was less than a few months 
old; making her name and affections a by- 
word, and she could not and would not re- 
peat the blunder. This had shattered her 
customary self-reliance, lea,.ing her well- 
nigh helpless. Perhaps, after all-an un- 
heard of thing in her experience-she had 
better seek advice of some older and wiser 
pilot. Two heads, or even three-(here her 
canny Scotch blood asserted itself)-were 
better than one in deciding so im portan t a 
matter as the choosing of a mate for life, 
And yet -now she came to think it over- 


it was not so much a question of heads as 
it was a question of shoulders on which the 
heads rested. To turn to 5t. George, or any 
of the \Villits kin, was impossible. Peggy's 
views she understood: Counsel, however 
she must have, and at once. 
Suddenly an inspiration came-one that 
went through her like an electric shock- 
tingling to the very roots of her hair. Of 
course! \rhy had she not thought of it- 
before! 
\nd it must be in the most casual 
way-quite as a matter of general conversa- 
tion
 he doing all the talking and she doing 
all the listening, for on no account must he 
suspect her purpose. 
\\Ïthin the hour she had tied the ribbons 
of her wide leghorn hat under her dimpled 
chin, picked up her shawl, and started off 
alone, following the lane to the main road. 
If the judge, by any chance, had adjourned 
court he would come straight home and she 
would meet him on the way, If he was 
still engaged in the dispensation of justice, 
she would wait for him outside, 
She was not long in doubt. His Honor 
had already left the bench and was at the 
moment slowly making his way toward 
where she stood, hugging the sidewalk trees 
the better to shade him from the increasing 
heat. As the day had promised to be un- 
usually warm, he had attired himself in a full 
suit of yellow nankeen, with palm-leaf fan 
and wide straw hat-a combination which 
so matched the color and texture of his 
placid, kindly face, that Kate could hardly 
keep from laughing outright. Instead she 
quickened her steps until she stood demure- 
ly beside him: she might have waited for 
days for some moment when he was neither 
on top of the bench nor underneath half a 
dozen children, and not found so favorable 
an opportunity. 
"Y ou are lookin' mighty cute, my Lady 
Kate, in yo' Paisley shawl and sarsanet 
pelisse," he called out in his hearty, cheery 
way, "Has Peggy seen 'em? I've been 
tryin' to get her some just like 'em, only my 
co't duties are so pressin'. Goodness, 
gracious me I-but it's gettin' hot!" Here 
he stopped and mopped his face, then his 
eyes fell upon her again: "Bless my soul, 
child!-you do look pretty this mornin'- 
jest like yo' mother! \Vhere did you get 
all those pink and white apple blossoms in 
yo' cheeks?" 
"Do you remember her, 
Ir. Coston?" 
she rejoined, ignoring his compliment. 
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"Do I remember her! The belle of fo' 
counties, my dear-eve'yhody at her feet; 
five or six gentlemen co'tin' her at once; 
old Captain Barkeley cross as a bear- 
wouldn't let her marry this one or that one 
-kep' her guessin' night and day, till one 
of 'em blew his brains out, and then she 
fainted dead away. Pretty soon yo' father 
co'ted her, and bein' Scotch, like the old 
captain and sober as an owl and about 
s 
cunnin', it ,vasn't long befo' everything was 
settled. Very nice man, yo' father-got to 
have things mighty particular; we young 
bucks used to say he slept in a bag of la'"en- 
der and powdered his cheeks e'"ery mornin' 
to make him look fresh, while most of us 
were soakin' wet in the duck-blinds-but 
that was only our joke. That's long befo' 
you were born, child, But yo' mother 
didn't live long-they said her heart wasbrok- 
en
 bout the other fellow, buf there wasn't a 
word of truth in that foolishñess-couldn't 
be. I used to see her and yo' father to- 
gether long after that, and she was mighty 
good to him, and he was to her. Yes-all 
comes back to me. Stand still, child, and 
let me look at you-yes-you're plumper 
than yo' mother and a good deal rosier, and 
you don't look so slender and white, as she 
did, like one of those pale Indian pipes she 
u
ed to hunt in the woods. It's the Sey- 
mour in you that's done that I reckon." 
Kate walked on in silence. It was not 
the first time that some of her mother's 
old friends had told her practically the 
same story-not so clearly, perhaps, be- 
cause few had the simple, outspoken can- 
dor of the old fellow, but enough to let 
her know that her father was not her 
mother's first love. 
"Don't be in a hurry, child, and don't let 
anybody choose for you," he ran on. "Peggy 
and I didn't make any mistakes-and don't 
you. Now this young son of Parker \Yil- 
lits's," here his ,vrinkled face tightened up 
into a pucker as if he had just bitten into an 
unripe persimmon-" good enough young 
man, maybe; goin' to be something great, 
I reckon-in 
Ir. Taney's office, I hear, or 
will be next winter. I 'speet he'll keep out 
of jail-most \Villitses do-but keep an eye 
on him and watch him, and watch yo'self 
too. That's more important still. The 
cemetery is a long ways off when you marry 
the wrong man, child. -\nd that other fel- 
low that Peggy tells me has been courtin' 
you-Talbot Rutter's boy- He's a wild 
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one, i,;n't he-drunk half the time and 
fightin' everybody who don't agree with 
him. Come pretty nigh endin' young \\Til_ 
lits, so they say. Kow I hear he's run 
a way to sea and left all his debts behind. 
Talbot turned him neck and heels out of 
doors when he found it out, so they tell me 
-and served the scapegrace right. Don't 
be in a hurry, child. Right man will come 
bime-by. Just the same with Peggy till I 
come along-there she is now, bless her 
sweet heart! Peggy, you darlin' - I got so 
lonely for you I just had to 'journ co'1. I\"e 
been telling Lady Kate that she mustn't be 
in a hurry to get married till she fmds some- 
hody that will make her as happy as you 
and me." Here the judge slipped his arm 
around Peggy's capacious waist and the 
two crossed the pasture as the nearest wa 'j 
to the house, 
Kate kept on her ,vay alone. Her only 
reply to the garrulous judge had been one 
of her rippling laughs, but it was the laugh- 
ter of bubbles with the sediment lying deep 
in the bottom of the glass. 
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BlJT all outings must come to an end. 
And so when the marsh grass on the low- 
lands lay in serried waves of dappled satin, 
and the corn on the uplands was waist high 
and the roses a mob of beauty, Kate threw 
her arms around Peggy and kissed her over 
and over again, her whole heart flowing 
through her lips; and then the judge got 
his good-by on his wrinkled cheek, and the 
children on any clean spot which she found 
on their molasses-covered faces; and then 
the cavalcade took up its line of march for 
the boat landing, \Yillits going as far as the 
wharf, where he and Kate had a long talk 
in low tones, in which he seemed to be doing 
all the talking and she all the listening- 
,. But nuthin' mo'n jes' a han'shake (so 
Todd told S1. George) he lookin' like he 
wanter eat her up an' she kinder sayin' 
dat de cake ain't brown' nough yit fur 
tastin'-but one thing I know fo' sho'- 
an' dat is she didn't let 'im kiss 'er. I 
wuz leadin' his horse pas' whar dey wuz 
standin', an' de sorrel varmint got cuttin' 
up an' I kep' him prancin' till :l\Iister \\-il- 
lits couldn't stay wid her no longer. Drat 
dat red-haided-" 
"Stop, Todd-be careful-you mustn't 
speak that way of 1\lr. \\ïllits." 
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"\\Yell, :\Iarse George, I won't-but I ain't 
neber like him f'om de fust. He ain't qual- 
ity an' he neber kin be. How 
Iiss Kate 
don' stan' him is mo'n I kin tell," 


Kate drove up to her father's house in 
state, with Ben as special ell\
oy to see that 
she and her belongings were properly cared 
for. St. George with Todd and the four 
dogs-six in all, arrived if the truth must be 
told, on foot. 
Pawson met him at the door. Hc had 
given up his boarding-house and had tran
- 
fcrred his traps and parcels to the tloor 
above-into Harry's old room, really-in 
order that the additional rent-(he had now 
taken entire charge of Temple's finances)- 
might help in the payment of the interest on 
the mortgage. He had thought this all out 
while St. George was at \Y e
ley and had 
moved in without notifying him, that being 
the best way to solve the problem-St. 
George still retaining his bedroom and din- 
ing-room and the use of the front door. 
Jemima, too, had gone. She wanted, so 
she had told her master the day he left, to 
take a holiday and visit some of her people 
who lived down bv the J\Iarsh 
Iarket in an 
old rookery near the Falls, and would come 
back when he sent for her; but Todd had 
settled all that the morning of his arrival. 
"Ain't no use yo' comin' back," the dar- 
ky blurted out. "I'm gwinter do de cook- 
in' and de chamber wo'k. Dere ain't 'nough 
to eat fo' mo'n two. \Vhen dem white-liv- 
ered, no-count, ornery gemmens dat stole 
l\Iarse George's money git in de chain-gang 
whar dey b'longs den maybe we'll hah sum- 
pin to go to market on, but dat ain't yit; an' 
don't ye tell J\Iarse George I tol' yer or I'll 
ha'nt ye like dat witch I done heared 'bout 
down to \Vesley-ha'nt ye so ye'll think de 
debbIe's got ye," 
If St. George knew anything of the com- 
mon talk going on around him no one was 
ever the wiser. He continued the even 
tenor of his life: visiting and receiving his 
friends-oncc Poe had spcnt an evening 
with him when he made a manly straight- 
forward apology for his conduct the night 
of the dinner, and on another occasion :\lr. 
Kennedy had made an especial point of 
missing a train to \Vashington to have an 
hour's chat with him. In the afternoons 
he would have a rubber of whist with the 
archdeacon who lived across the Square- 
a broad-minded ecclcsiastic, who believed 


in relaxation, although, of course, he was 
never seen at the club; or he might drop 
into the Chesapeake for a talk with Rich- 
ard or sit beside him in his curious labora- 
tory at the rear of his house where he 
worked out many of the problems that ab- 
sorbcd his mind and inspired his hopes. 
.\t night, however late or early-whenc,yer 
he reached home-there was always a romp 
with his dogs. This last he rarely omitted. 
The click of the front door latch, followed 
by his firm step overhead, was their signal 
and up they would comc, tumbling m'er 
each other in their eagerness to reach his 
cheeks-straight up, their paws scraping 
his clothes; then a swoop into the dining- 
room, when they would be "dmvned" to 
the floor, their eyes following his every 
movement. 
X or had his own financial situation be- 
gun as yet to trouble him. Todd, as excuse 
for Jemima's abscnce, had concocted a yarn 
about her bcing needed to look after her sis- 
ter who was" took bad wid a mis-ry in her 
back," after which the darky and Pawson 
had put their heads together for some plan 
.by which sufficient money could be raised 
for current expenscs. In this praiseworthy 
effort to Todd's unbounded astonishment 
the greatly feared and much despised Gadg- 
em was to hold first place. Indeed the very 
morning succeeding the receipt of Pawson's 
summons, and within a few minutes of the 
appointed hour,-a time when S1. George 
would be absent at the club-there had 
come a brisk rat-a-tat on the front door 
a waking all the echoes of the bare hall, and 
Gadgem had sidled in, a furtive, anxious 
expression on his face that betokencd both 
his surprise at being sent for and his curios- 
ity to learn the cause. 
Todd had not seen the collcctor since 
that eventful morning when he stood by 
ready to pick up the pieces whcn his master 
was about to throw him into the street for 
doubting his word, and after his customary 
polite good-morning followed close behind 
Gadgem the better to take him in. The 
first thing that struck the darky was the 
collector's clothes. As the summer was 
a pproaching he had changed his customary 
winter suit fora combination of brown linen 
hound with black -one size too small for 
him-(second hand, of course, its former 
owner having gone out of mourning) and 
at the moment was sporting a moth-eaten 
crapc-encircled white beaver with a floppy, 
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two-inch brim. a rusty black stock that 
grabbed him close under the chin, com- 
pletely submerging his collar, and a pair of 
congress gaiters very much run down at 
the heel. He was e,'idently master of him- 
self and the situation, for he stood looking 
from Todd to the young lawyer, ,"arious 
interrogation marks stencilled on his face, 
although no word of inquiry passed his 
lips. 
Pawson's opening remark calmed his 
fears-or suspicions-Gadgem' s business 
making him suhject to both sensations. 
" Exactly," he answered in a relie,"ed 
tone, dragging a ma_te of the red bandanna 
-a blue one-from his pocket and blow- 
ing his nose in an impressive manner. "E.'\."- 
actly-quite right-quite right-difficult 
perhaps-enormously difficult but-yes- 
quite righ t. " 'r 
\Vhereupon there was a hurried consulta- 
tion, during which the Gullet-headed darky 
absorbed every word, his eyes rolling about 
in his head, his breath ending somewhere 
near his jugular-vein. These details duly 
agreed upon, Gadgem bowed himself out 
of the dining-room, carrying with him a 
note-book filled with such data as: 


2 fowling pieces -made by Purdey, 1838. 
3 heavy duck guns. 
2 Engli
h saddles. 
I silver loving cup. 
2 silver coasters, etc., etc. 


the very list which Todd the night before 
had prompted and which Pawson, in his 
dear round hand, had transferred to a sheet 
of foolscap. 
On reaching the front door the collector 
stopped and looked furtively up the stairs. 
He was wondering with professional cau- 
tion whether St. George had returned, and 
was within hearing distance, Still in doubt 
he called out in his sharpest business:voice: 
" Yes, :\lr. Pawson, please say to 1\lr. 
Temple that it is Gadgem, of Gadgem & 
Coombs-and say that I will be here at ten 
o'clock to-morrow-sharp-on the minute; 
I am always on the minute in matters of 
this kind. Only five minutes of his time- 
five minutes, remember-" and he passed 
out of hearing, 


Todd opened the ball the next morning 
at breakfast. St. George had slept late, 
and the hands of the marGle clock marked 
but a few minutes of the hour of Gadgem's 
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expected arrh'al, and not a moment could 
be lost. 
,. Dat Gadgem man done come yere yis- 
terday," he began, drawing out his master's 
chair with an extra flourish to hide his ner- 
vousness, "an' he say he's comin' agin dis 
mornin' at ten o'clock. Clar to goodness 
ifs dat now! I done forgot to tell ye." 
,. '''hat does he want, Todd?" asked St. 
George dropping into his seat. 
"I dunno, sah-said he was lookin' fo' 
sumpin fo' a frien' ob his-I think it was a 
gun-an' he wanted to know what kind to 
buy fer him- Yes, sah, dem \vaffies 's jes, 
off de fire. He 'lowed he didn't know nuf- 
fin' 'bout guns-butter, sah ?-an' den 
Ii
- 
ter Pawson spoke up an' said he'd better 
ask you. He's tame dis time-Ieastways 
he 'peared so," 
"A fine gun is rather a difficult thing to 
get in these days, Todd." replied St. George 
opening his napkin, "I don't know but one 
good maker, and he has orders to last him 
fÌ'"e years, I hear. No, Todd-I'd rather 
have the toast." 
"Yes, sah-I knowed ye couldn't do nuf- 
fin fer him- Take de top piece-dat's de 
brownest-but he seemed so cut up 'bout it 
dat I tol' him he might see ye fur a minute 
if he come long 'bout ten o'clock when you 
was fru' yo' brek'fus' fo' ye got tangled up 
wid yo' letters and de papers, Ðat's him 
now, I spec's- Shall I show him in?" 
" Yes, show him in, Todd. Gadgem isn't 
a had sort of fellow after all. He only wants 
his pound of flesh like the others. Ah,good- 
morning, 
lr. Gadgem." The front door 
had been purposely left open, and though 
the bill collector had knocked by way of 
warning, he had paused for no answer and 
was already in the room. The little man 
laid his battered hat silentlv on a chair near 
the door, pulled down his tight linen slee"es 
with the funereal binding, adjusted his high 
black stock, and with a half-creeping, half- 
cringing movement, advanced to where St. 
George sat. 
"I said good-morning, 
fr. Gadgem," re- 
peated St. George in his most captivating 
tone of "oice. He had been greatly amused 
at Gadgem's antics. 
"I heard you, sir-I heard you distinctly, 
sir- I was only seeking a place on which to 
rest my hat, sir-not a '"ery inspiring hat- 
quite the contrary-hut all I ha"e. Yes, 
sir-you are quite right-it is a 
Iery good 
morning-a most delightful morning. I 
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was convinced of that when I crossed the 
park, sir. The trees-" 
"Xe\'er mind the trees, Gadgem. "'e 
will take those up later on. Tell me what 
I can do for you-what do you want?" 
" 
\ gUll, sir-a plain, straightforward gun 
-one that can be relied upon. Not for my- 
self, sir-I am not murderously inclined, 
hut for a friend who has commissioned me 
-the exact word, sir-although the per- 
centage is small-commissioned me to ac- 
quire for him a fowling piece of the pattern, 
weight, and build of those belonging to St. 
George \V. Temple, Esquire, of Kennedy 
Square-and so I made bold, sir, to-" 
" You won't find it, Gadgem," replied 
St. George, buttering the toast. "I have 
two that I have shot with for years that 
haven't their match in the state. Todd, 
bring me one of those small bird guns- 
there, behind the door in the rack. Hand 
it to :\Ir. Gadgem- Now you can see by 
the shape of-take hold of it-but do you 
know anything about guns?" 
"Only enough to keep away from their 
muzzles, sir." He had it in his hand now 
-holding it by the end of the barrel, Todd 
instinctively dodging out of the ,vay, al- 
though he knew it was not loaded. " No, 
sir, I don't know anything-not the very 
smallest thing about guns. There is noth- 
ing, in fact, I know so little about as a gun 
-that is why I have come to you." 
St. George recovered the piece and laid 
it as gently on the table beside his plate, as 
if it had been a newly laid egg, 
"No I don't think you do " he lauuhed 
"or y
u wouldn't hold it 'upside 
wn: 
Now go on and gi,'e me the rest." 
Gadgem emitted a chuckle-the nearest 
he ever came to a laugh: "To have it go 
on, sir, is infinitely preferable than to have 
it go off, sir. He-he! And you have, I be- 
lieve you said, two of these highly ,'aluable 
implements of death?" 
" Yes, five altogether-two of this kind. 
Here, Todd-" and he picked up the gun, 
"put it back behind the door." 
Gadgem felt in his inside pocket, pro- 
duced and consulted a memorandum with 
the air of a man who wanted to be entirely 
sure, and in a bland voice, said: 
"I should think at your time of life- 
if you will permit me, sir-that one less 
gun would not seriously inconvenience 
you-would you permit me sir, to hope 
that-" 


St. George looked up from his plate and 
a peculiar expression t1itted across his face. 
,. You mean you want to buy it?" 
The bill collector made a little movement 
forward and scrutinized St. George's face 
with the eye of a hawk. For a man of 
Temple's kidney to be without a fowling 
piece was like a king being without a crown. 
This was the crucial moment. Gadgem 
knew Temple's class, and knew just how 
delicately he must be handled. If St. 
George's pride, or his love for his favorite 
chattels-things personal to himself- 
should overcome him, the whole scheme 
would fall to the ground. That.any gen- 
tleman of his standing had ever seen the in- 
side of a pawn-shop in his life was ,un- 
thinkable. This was what Gadgem faced. 
As for Todd, he had not drawn a full breath 
since Gadgem opened his case. 
"1\ot exactly buy it, sir," purred Gadg- 
em, twisting his body into an obsequious 
spiral. "l\tIen of your position do not traf- 
fic in such things-but if you would be 
persuaded, sir, for a money.consideration 
which you would fix yourself-say the orig- 
inal cost of the gun-to spare one of your 
five-you would greatly delight-in fact, 
you would over-æ/zelm with gratitude, a 
friend of mine." 
St. George hesitated, looked out of the 
window, and a brand-new thought forced 
its way into his mind-as if a closet had 
been suddenly opened, revealing a skeleton 
he had either forgotten or had put perma- 
nently out of sight. There was need of this 
"original cost "-instant need-something 
he had entirely forgotten. Jemima would 
soon need it-maybe needed it now. That 
he had often kept her waiting-as he had 
Todd's master-was no excuse: that was 
when he could pay at his pleasure; now, 
perhaps, he couldn't pay at all. 
"All right, Gadgem," he said slowly, a 
far-away, thoughtful look on his face- 
"come to think of it I don't need two guns 
of this calibre, and I am quite willing to let 
this one go, if it will oblige your friend." 
Here Todd breathed a sigh of relief so loud 
and deep that his master turned his head in 
inquiry, "As to the price-I'll look that 
up. Come and see me again in a day or 
t,,,"o. Better take the gun with you now." 
The fight had been won but the risk had 
been great. Even Pawson could hardly 
believe his ears when Gadgem fi,'e minutes 
later related the outcome of the interview. 
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" \Vell, then, it will be-plain sailing so long 
as the rest of the things last," said Pawson, 
handling the piece with a covetous touch- 
he too liked a day off ,vhen he could get it. 
"\Vho will you sell the gun to, Gadgem?" 
"God knows-I don't! I'll borrow the 
money on it somehow-but I can't see him 
suffer-no, sir-can't see him suffer. It's 
a pleasure to serve him-real gentleman- 
rcal-do you hear, Pawson? Ko veneer- 
no sham-no lies! Damn few such men, I 
tell you, Never met one before-never will 
meet one again. Gave up everything he 
had for a rattle-brain young scamp-beg- 
gared himself to pay his debts-not a drop 
of the fellow's blood in his veins either-in- 
credible-incredible! Got to handle him 
like gunpowder, or he'll blow everything 
into matchsticks. Find out the price and 
I'll bring the money to-morrow. Do you 
pay it to him-I can't. I'd feel too damn 
mean after lying to him the way I have. 
Feel that way now, Good-day." 
The same scene was practically repeated 
the following month, It was an English sad- 
dIe this time, St. George having two, And it 
was the same unknown gentleman who fig- 
ured as" the much-obliged friend," Pawson 
conducting the negotiations and securing the 
owner's consent. On this occasion Gadgem 
sold the saddle outright to the keeper of a 
livery stable, whose bills he collected, pay- 
ing the difference between the asking and 
the selling price out of his own pocket. 
Gradually, however, St. George awoke 
to certain unsuspected features of what was 
going on around him. The discovery was 
made one morning when the go-between 
was closeted in Pawson's lower office, 
Pawson conducting the negotiations in St. 
George's dining-room. The young attor- 
ney, with Gadgem's assistance, had staved 
off some accounts until a legal ultimatum 
had been reached, and, having but few re- 
sources of his own left, had, with Todd's 
help, decided that the silver loving cup 
presented to his client's father by the 
Iar- 
quis de Castullux, could alone save the sit- 
uation-a decision which brought an em- 
phatic refusal from the owner. This and 
the discovery of Pawson's and Gadgem's 
treachery had greatly incensed him. 
"And you tell me, Pawson, that that 
scoundrel, Gadgem, has-Todd go down 
and bring him up here immediately-has 
had the audacity to run a pawn-shop for 
my benefit without so much as asking my 
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leave ?-peddling my things ?-lying to me 
straight through?" Here the door opened 
and Gadgem's face peered in. He had as 
was his custom crept upstairs so as to be 
within instant call when wanted, 
"Yes-I am speaking of you, sir. Come 
inside and shut that door behind you. You 
too, Todd. \\'hat the devil do you mean, 
Gadgem, by deceidng me in this way? 
Don't you know I would rather have 
starved to death than-" 
Gadgem raised his hand in protest: 
" Exactly so, sir. That's what we were 
afraid of, sir-such an uncomfortable thing 
to starve to death, sir-I couldn't permit it, 
sir-I'd rather walk my feet off than permit 
it. I did walk them ofI-" 
"But who asked you to tramp the streets 
with my things under your arm? And you 
lied to me about it-you said you wanted to 
oblige a friend. There wasn't a word of 
truth in it, and you know it." 
Again Gadgem's hand went out with a 
pleading-" Please don't," gesture. "
lore 
than a word, sir-a whole dictionary, sir, 
and unabridged at that, if I might be per- 
mitted to say it. :My friend still has the 
implement of death, and not only does he 
still possess it, but he is enormously obliged. 
Indeed, I have ne,'er seen him so happy." 
" You mean to tell me, Gadgem," St. 
George burst out, "that the money you 
paid me for the gun really came from a 
friend of yours?" 
"I do, sir." Gadgem's gimlet eye was 
now boring into Temple's, 
"\Yhat's his name?" 
"Gad gem, sir-John Gadgem, of Gadg- 
em & Coombs-Gadgem sole survivor, 
since Coombs is with the angels; the fore- 
closure having taken place last month: 
hence these weeds." And he lifted the 
tails of his black coat in evidence. 
" Out of your own money?" 
"Yes, sir-some I had laid away." 
St. George wheeled suddenly and stood 
looking first at Gadgem, then at Pawson. 
and last at Todd, as if for confirmation. 
Then a light broke in upon him-one that 
played over his face in uncertain flashes. 
"And vou did this for me?" he asked 
thoughtfúlly, fixing his gaze on Gadgem. 
"I did, sir," came the answer in a meek 
voice, as if he had been detected in filching 
an apple from a stand-" and I would do 
it again; do it over and over again. And 
it has been a great pleasure for me to do 
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it. I might say, sir, that it has been a h.ind 
of extreme bli
s to do it." 
"\Vhv?" There was a tremor now in 
Templé's yoice that e,-en Todd had newr 
noticed before, 
Gadgem turned his head away: "I 
don't know, sir," he replied in a Imyer tone. 
" I couldn't explain it on oath; I don't care 
to explain it, sir." X 0 lie could sen-e him 
now-better make a clean breast of the vil- 
lainv. 
":-\nd YOU still own it?" Todd had 
ne,-er seel
 his master so gentle before-not 
under a prO\-ocation such as this. 
"I do, sir." Gadgem's voice was barely 
audible. 
"Then it means that you ha,-e locked up 
just that much of your own m(
ney for a 
thing you can never use yourself and can't 
sell. Am I right?" 
Gadgem lowered his head and for a mo- 
ment studied the carpet. His acti,-itie
, 
now that the cat was out of the bag, were 
fair subjects for discussion, but not his 
charities. 
"I prefer not to answer, sir, and-" the 
last words died in his throat. 
"But it's true, isn't it?" persisted St. 
George-he had never once taken hi
 eyes 
from Gadgem. 
" Yes-it's true." 
St. George turned on his heel, walked to 
the mantel, stood for an instant gazing into 
the empty fireplace, and then, with that 
same straightening of his shoulders and lift 
of his head which his friends knew so well 
when he was deeply stirred, confronted the 
collector again: 
" Gadgem!" He 
topped and caught 
his breath. For a moment it seemed as if 

omething in his throat choked his utter- 
ance. " Gadgem-give me your hand! 
Do you know you are a gentleman and a 
thoroughbred! Xo-don't speak-don't 
explain. \Yeunderstandeachother. Todd, 
bring three glasses and hand me what is 
left of the old Port. And do you join us, 
Pawson." 
Todd, whose eyes had been popping 
from his head during the entire inteniew 
and who was still amaæd at the outcome, 
suddenlv woke to the merits of the situa- 
tion: 0;1 no account must his master's 
straits be further revealed. He raised his 
hand as a signal to St. George who was 
till 
looking into Gadgem's eyes, screwed his 
face into a tangle of puckers and in a husky 


whisper muttered, so low that only his mas- 
ter could hear: 
"Dat Port, :\farse George"-one eye 
now went entirely out in a wink-" is git- 
tin' aleetle mitelow-" (there hadn't been a 
drop of it ih the house for six months)- 
., an' if-" 
""'ell, then, that Brown Sherry-get a 
fresh bottle, Todd-" St. Georgéwas quite 
honest, and so, for that matter, was Todd: 
the Brown Sherry had also seen its day. 
" Yes, sah-but how would dat fine 01' 
peach brandy de jedge gin ye, do? It's 
spilin' to be tasted, sah-" both eyes were 
now in eclipse in the effort to apprise his 
ma
ter that with the exception of some 
badly corked :\Iadeira, Tom Coston's peach 
brandy was about the only beverage left in 
the cellar. 
""'ell, the old peach brandy, then-get 
it at once and serve it in the large glasses." 
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ST, GEORGE had now reached the last 
stage of his poverty. The selling or pawn- 
ing of the few ,-aluables left him had been 
consummated and with the greatest deli- 
cacy, so as best to spare his feelings, and 
that he had been assisted bv hitherto un- 
known friends, who had sacrifìced their own 
balances in his behalf-did not lessen the 
gravity of the present situation. The fact 
remained that with the exception of a few 
possible assets he was practically penniless. 
Ever\' old debt that could be collected-and 
Gadgem had been a scourge and a flaming 
sword as the weeks went on in their gath- 
ering-had been rounded up. Even his 
minor interests in two small ground rents 
had-thanks to Pawson, been cashed some 
vears in advance. His available resources 

\-ere now represented by some guns, old 
books, bridles, another saddle, his rare Chi- 
nese punch bowl and its teakwood stand, 
and a few remaining odds and ends. 
He could hope for no payment from the 
Patapsco-certainly not for some years; 
nor could he raise money e'"en on th
se 
hopes, the general opinion being that de- 
spite the efforts of John Gorsuch, Rutter, 
and Harding to punish the guilty and resus- 
citate the innocent, the bank would finally 
collapse without a cent being paid the de- 
positors. As for that old family suit, it had 
been in the courts for forty odd years and it 
was likely to be there forty odd years more, 
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Had he heen differently constructed- 
he a man with scores and scores of friends, 
many of whom would gladly have helped 
him-he might have made his wants known 
-but such was not his make-up. The 
men to whom he could apply-men like the 
archdeacon,
Il1rdoch, and one or two others 
-had no money of their own to spare-and 
as for wealthier men-men like Rutter and 
Harding, stan-ation itself would be prefer- 
able to an indebtedness of that kind. Then 
again, he did not want his poverty known, 
He had defied Talbot Rutter, and had 
practically shown him the door when the 
colonel doubted his ability to pay Harry's 
debts and still live, and no humiliation 
would be greater than to see Rutter's satis- 
faction over his abject surrender. No-if 
the worst came to the worst, he could slip 
back to \Yeslev where he was alwavs wel- 
come and tak
 up the practice of the law 
which he had abandoned since his father's 
death, and thus earn money enough not to 
be a burden to Peggy. In the meantime 
something might turn up. Perhaps an- 
other of Gadgem's thumb-screws could be 
fastened on some delinquent and thus ex- 
tort a drop or two; or the bank might be- 
gin paying ten per cent.-or another pre- 
payment might be squeezed out of a ground 
rent. If none of these things turned out to 
his advantage, then Gadgem and Pawson 
must continue their search for customers 
who would have the rare opportunity of 
purchasing direct "from the private collec- 
tion of a gentleman," etc., etc., "one first- 
class English saddle," etc., etc. 
"The meantime," however, brought no 
relief. Indeed so acute had the financial 
strain become that another and a greater 
sacrifice--one that fairly cut his heart in 
two faced him-the parting with his dogs. 
That four mouths besides his own and 
Todd's were too many to feed had of late 
become painfully evident. He might send 
them to \Yesley of course but then he re- 
membered that no one at Tom Coston's 
ever had a gun in their hands, and they 
would only be a charge and a nuisance to 
Peggy. Or he might send them up into 
Carroll County to a farmer friend, but in 
that case he would have to pay their keep 
and he needed the money for those at home. 
And so he waited and pondered. 
A coachman from across the park solved 
the difficulty a day or two later with a whis- 
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pered word in Todd's ear, which set the boy's 
temper ablaze-for he dearly loved the dogs 
himself-until he had talked it over with 
Pawson and Gadgem, and had then broken 
the news to his master as best he could. 
"Dem dogs is eatin' dere haids off," he 
began, fidgeting about the table, brushing 
the crumbs on to a tray only to spill half of 
them on the floor-" an' l\Iister Floyd's 
coachman done say dat his young marster's 
jes' adyin' for 'em an' don't cyar what he 
pay for 'em, dat is if ye-" but St. George 
cut him short. 
""That did you say, Todd?" 
"\Yhy dat young marster dat's jes' come 
up f'om Ann'rundel-got mo' money den 
he kin th'ow 'way I yere." 
"And they are eating their heads off, are 
they-and he wants to swap his dirty mon- 
ey for my- Yes-I know. Don't say an- 
other word. Send the dogs up one at a 
time-Floe first!" 
The scene that followed always lingered 
in his mind. For days thereafter he could 
not mention their names-even to Todd- 
without the tears springing to his eyes. 
Up the kitchen flight .they tumbled-not 
one at a time, but all in a scramble, bound- 
ing straight at him, slobbering all over his 
face and hands, their paws scraping his 
clothes-each trying to climb into his lap- 
big Gordon setters, all four, He swept 
them off and ranged them in a row before 
his arm-chair with their noses flat to the car- 
pet, their brown agate eyes following his 
every movement. 
"Todd says you eat too much, you 
damned rascals!" he cried in enforced 
gayety, leaning forward, shaking his finger 
in their faces. "\Vhat the devil do you 
mean, coming into a gentleman's private 
apartments and eating him out of house 
and home-and that's what you're doing, 
I'm going to sell you I-do you hear that ?- 
sell you to some stingy curmudgeon who'll 
starve you to death, and that's what you 
deserve! Come here, Floe-you dear old 
doggie, you-nice Floe! Here, Dandy- 
Rupert-Sue!" They were all in his arms 
again, their cold noses snuggled under his 
warm chin. But this time he didn't care 
what they did to his clothes-nor what he 
did to them. He was alone; Todd had 
gone down to the kitchen-only he and the 
four companions so dear to his heart. 
" Come here, you imp of the devil," he con- 
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tinued, rubbing Floe's ears-he loved her 
best-pinching her nose until her teeth 
showed; patting her flanks, crooning over 
her as a woman would over a child-talking 
to himself all the time-" 1 wonder if Flm-d 
will be good to them, if 1 thought he wouÍd- 
n't I'd rather starve than- 1\0--1 reckon 
it's all right-he's got plenty of room and 
plentv of people to look after them." Then 
he rose and drew his hand across his fore- 
head. " Got to sell my dogs, eh ? Turned 
traitor, have you, 
Ir. Temple, and gone 
hack on your best friends? By God!-I 
wonder what will come next?" He strode 
across the room, rang for Todd, and bend- 
ing down loosened a collar from Dandy's 
neck, on which his own name was engraved, 
erst. George \Vilmot Temple, Esquire. Es- 
quire, eh ? \rhat a damned lie! Property 
of a pauper living on pawn-shops and a bill 
collector! Nice piece of business, St. 
George-fine record for your blood and 
breeding! Ah, Todd-that you? \Yell, 
take them downstairs and send word to 

lr. Floyd's man to call for them to-night, 
and when you come back I'll have a letter 
-ready for you. Come here, you rascals, 
and let me hug one or two of you. Good 
Floe-good doggie." Then the long-fought 
choke in his throat strangled him. "Take 
them away, Todd," he said in a husky 
voice, straightening his shoulders as if the 
better to get his breath, and with a deep 
indrawn sigh, bolted into his hedroom. 
Half an hour later there followed a short 
note written on one of his few remaining 
sheets of English paper, addressed to the 
new owner, in which he informed that gen- 
tleman that he bespoke for his late com- 
panions the same care and attention which 
he had always given them himself, and 
which they so richly deserved, and which he 
felt sure they would continue to receive 
while in the se"rvice of his esteemed and hon- 
ored correspondent. This he sealed in 
wax and stamped with his crest; and this 
was duly delivered by Todd-and so the 
painful incident had come to an end. 
The dogs disposed of there still remained 
to him another issue to meet-the wages he 
owed Jemima. Although she had not al- 
lowed the subject to pass her lips-not even 
to Todd-St. George knew that she needed 
the money-she being a free woman and 
her earnings her own-not a master's. He 
had twice before determined to set aside 
enough money from former cash receipts to 


liquidate Jemima's debt, once from the pro- 
ceeds of Gadgem's gun and again from 
what Floyd paid him for the dogs, but 
Todd had insisted with such vehemence 
that he needed it for the marketing, that 
he had let it go over. 
The one remaining object of real value 
was the famous loving cup. \\ïth this 
turned into money he would he able to pay 
T emima in full. For days he dehated the 
matter with himself putting the question 
in a dozen different lights: it was not really 
his cup, but belonged to the family-he he- 
ing only its custodian; it would reflect on 
his personal honor if he traded so distin- 
guished a gift-one marking the esteem in 
which his dead father had been held, etc. 
Then the round good-natured face and 
bent figure of his old stand-by and comfort 
-who had worked for him and for his fa- 
ther, almost all her life, rose before him- 
she bending over her tubs earning the bread 
to keep her alive, and with this picture in 
his mind all his fine-spun theories vanished 
into thin air. Todd was summoned and 
thus the last connecting link between the 
past and present was broken and the pre- 
cious heirloom turned over to Kirk the 
silversmith who the next day found a pur- 
chaser with one of the French secretaries in 
\rashington, a descendant of the marquis. 
\\'ith the whole of the purchase money 
in his hands and his mind firmly made up 
he rang for his servant: 
"Come along, Todd-show me where 
Aunt Temima lives-it's somewhere down 
by the- market, 1 hear-I'm going now." 
The darky's face got as near white as 
his skin would allow: this was the last thing 
he had expected. 
"Dat ain't no fit place for ye, 
[arse 
George," he stammered. "I'll go an' git 
her an' bring her up; she tal' me when I 
carried dat las' washin' down she wuz a- 
comin' dis week." 
" No, her sister is sick and she is needed 
where she is-get your basket and come 
along-you can do your marketing down 
there. Bring me my hat and cane. \Yhat's 
the matter with her sister, do you know?" 
Again the darky hedged: 'Dunno, sah- 
some kin' 0' mis'rv in her hack 1 reckon. 
Las' time Aunt Jemima was yere she say de 
doctor 'lowed her kittens was 'fected." (It 
was another invalid limping past the front 
steps who had put that in his head.) 
St. George roared: "\Yell, whate,-er she's 
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got I'm going to pay my respects to her; 
I've neglected Aunt Jemima too long. No 
-my best hat-don't forget that I'm go- 
ing to call on a very distinguished colored 
lady. Come, out with it-how far does 
-;he live from the market?" 
"Jes' 'bout's far's from yere to de church, 
Is you gwine now? I got a heap 0' cleanin' 
ter do-dem steps is all gormed up dey's 
dat dirty-maybe we better go whcn-" 
":\I' ot another word out of you! I'm going 
now." He could feel the money in his pocket 
and he would not wait. "Get your basket." 
Todd led the ,yav and the two crossed 
the park and struck out for the lower part 
of the city near Jones Falls, into a district 
surrounded In" one and two ston" houses 
inhabited by -the poorer class of whites 
and the more well-to-do free negroes. Here 
the streets, especially those which ran to the 
wharves, were narro,y and ill-paved, their 
rough cobbles being often obstructed by 
idle drays, heavy anchors, and rusting an- 
chor chains; all on free storage. Vp one 
of these crooked streets, screened from the 
brick sidewalk by a measly wooden fence, 
stood a two-story wooden house, its front 
yard decorated with clothes lines running 
criss-cross from thumbs of fence-posts to 
fingers of shutters-a sort of cats-cradle 
along whose meshes Aunt Jemima hung 
her wet dothes. 
On this particular day what was left of St. 
George Temple's wardrobe and bed linen, 
with the exception of what that gentleman 
had on his back, was either waving in the 
cool air of the morning, or being clothes- 
pinned so that it might wave later on. 
Todd's anxious face was the first to thrust 
itself from around the corner of a sagging, 
sloppy sheet -the two had en tered the gate in 
the fence at the same moment, but St.George 
had been lost in the maze of dripping linen. 
"Go way f'om dar, you fool nigger, muss- 
in' up my wash!-keep yo' haid off'er dem 
sheets I tell ye, fa' I smack ye! An' ye 
needn't come down yere a-sassin' me 'bout 
i\Iarse George's do'es, 'cause dey ain't 
done-" (here Temple's head came into 
view, his face in a broad smile )-" \\" ell, fer 
de lan's sakes, _Marse George. \\"hat ye 
come down yere fer? Here-lemmc git dat 
basket outer yo' wa y- No, dem hanels 
ain't fit fer nobodv to shake- :\1," !-but 
I's mighty glad to 
ee ye! Don't teÍI me ye 
come fer dat wash- I been so pestered wid 
de weather-nothin' don't dry." 
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He had dodged a wet sheet and had the 
old woman by the hand now, his face 
wreathed in smiles at sight of her. 
"No, aunty-I came down to pay you 
son1e monev." 
"You d
n't owe me no money," she 
cried indignantly, "leastwise you doan' owe 
me nothin' till ye kin pay it," and she dart- 
ed an annihilating glance at Todd. 
" Yes I d<.}--but let me see where you 
live," and he looked about him. "\'"hat a 
fine place-plenty of room except on wash- 
days," and he smiled meaningly. "All 
those mine-I dipn't know I had that many 
clothes left. Pick up that basket, Todd, 
and bring it in for aunty." The two made 
their wa v between the wet linen and found 
themseh:es in front of the dwelling, "And 
is this all vours?" 
"De fúst fto' front an' back is mine an' 
de top fio' I rents out. Got a white man 
in dere now dat works in de lumber yard. 
Jes' come up an' see hm\" I fixed it up." 
"And tell me about your sister-is she 
better?" he continued. 
The old woman put her arms akimbo: 
" La wd bress ye, :l\Iarse George !-who 
done tol' ye dat fool lie ! I ain't got no sis- 
ter-not '"ere!" 
"\\"hy'- I thought you couldn't come back 
to me because you had to nurse some mem- 
ber of vour familY who had kittens, or some 
such 
isery in her spine-wasn't that it, 
Todd?" said St. George trying to conceal a 
smile. 
Todd shot a beseeching look at Jemima 
to confirm his picturesque yarn, but the old 
woman would have none of it. 
"Dere ain't been nobody to tek care of 
hut des me. I come ,"ere ;cause I knowed 
ye didn't hab no moll'ey to keep me, an' I 
got back de 01' furniture what I had fo' I 
come to lib wid ye, an' went to washin', an 
if dat yaller varmint's been tellin' any lies 
'bout me I'm gwineter wring his neck." 
"N 0, let Todd alone," laughed St. George, 
his heart warming to the old woman at this 
further proof of her love for him. "The Lord 
has already forgiven him that lie, and so have 
I. And now what have you got upstairs?" 
They had mounted the steps by this 
time and St. George was peering into a 
clean, simply furnished room. " First rate, 
aunty-your lumber-yard man is in luck. 
And now put that in your pocket," and he 
handed her the package. 
"\\"hat's dis?" 
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"Searl}' half a year's wages." 
"I ain't gwineter take it," she snapped 
back in a positive tone. 
St. George laid his hand tenderly on the 
old woman's shoulder. She had served 
him faithfully for many years and he was 
very fond of her. 
"Tuck it in your bosom, aunty-it should 
have been paid long ago." 
She looked at him shrewdly: "Did de 
bank pay ye yit, :ì\Iarse George?" 
"
o." 
"Den 1 ain't gwineter tech it-I ain't 
gwineter tech a fip ob it! " she exploded. 
,. How 1 know ye ain't a-sufferin' fer it! 
See dat wash ?-an' 1 got an udder room 
to rent if I'm min' ter scrunch up a leetle 
mo'. I kin git 'long." 
St. George's hand again tightened on her 
shoulder: 
"Take it when you can get it, aunty," he 
said in a more serious tone, and turning on 
his heel joined Todd below, leaving the old 
woman in tears, the money lying in her 
limp oubpread fingers. 
All the way back to his home-they had 
stopped to replenish the larder at the mar- 
ket-St. George kept up his spirits. Ab- 
surd as it was-he a man tottèring on the 
brink of dire poverty-the situation from 
his stand-point was far from perilous. He 
had discharged the one debt that had 
caused him the most anxiety-the money 
due the faithful old cook; he had a basket 
full of good things-among them half a 
dozen quail and three diamond-back terra- 
pin-the cheapest food in the market-and 
he had funds left for his immediate wants. 
\\ïth this feeling of contentment per- 
meating his mind something of the old 
f
eling of independence-with its indiffer- 
ence toward the dollar and what it meant 
and could bring him, welled up in his heart. 
For a time at least the bugbear of debt lay 
hidden. A certain old-time happiness be- 
gan to show itself in his face and bearing. 
So evident was this that before many days 
had passed even Todd noticed the return 
of his old buoyancy, and so felt privileged to 
discuss his own feelings, now that the secret 
of their mode of earning a common liveli- 
hood was no longer a menace to his master, 
"Dem taters what \ve got outer de ster- 
rups of dat ridin' saddle is mos' gone," he 
ventured one morning at breakfast, when 
the balance of the cup money had reached 
a low ebb. "Shall 1 tote de udder saddle 


down to dat Gadgem man "-(he never 
called him anything else, although of late 
he had conceived a marked respect for the 
collector)-"or shall 1 keep it fer some mo' 
sugar? " 
"\\'hat else is short, Todd?" said St. 
George, good-naturedly, helping himself to 
another piece of cornbread. 
"\Yell, dere's plenty ob dose decanter 
crackers and de pair ob andirons is still 
holdin' out wid de mango pickles and de 
cheese, but dat pair ob ridin' boots is mos' 
gone. \Ye got half barrel ob flour and a 
bag 0' coffee, ye 'member wid dem boots. 
1 done seen some smoked herrin' in de mar- 
ket yisterday mawnin' 'd go mighty good 
wid de buckwheat cakes and sugar-house 
'lasses-only we ain't got no 'lasses. 1 was 
a-thinkin' dem two 01' cheers in de garret 'd 
come in handy; ain't nobody sot in 'em 
since 1 been yere; de bottoms is outen one 
0' dem, but de legs and backs is good 'nough 
fer a quart 0' 'lasses. 1 kin take 'em down 
to de same place dat Gadgem man tol' me 
to take de big brass shovel an' tongs-" 
"All right, Todd," rejoined St. George, 
highly amused at the boy's economic re- 
sources. " Anything that 1\1r. Gadgem rec- 
ommends 1 agree to. Yes-take him the 
chairs-both of them." 
Even the men at the club had noticed the 
change and congratulated him on his good 
spirits. None of them knew of his desper- 
ate straits, although many of them had re- 
marked on the differences in his hospitality, 
while some of the younger gallants-men 
who made a study of the height and roll of 
the collars of their coats and the latest cut of 
waistcoats---especially the increased width 
of the frogs.on the lapels-had whispered 
to each other that Temple's clothes cer- 
tainly needed overhauling; more particu- 
larly his shirts, which were much the worse 
for wear: one critic laying his seeming in- 
difference to the carelessness of a man who 
was growing old; another shaking his head 
with the remark that it was Poole's bill 
which was growing old-older by a good 
deal than fhe clothes, and that it would 
have to be patched and darned with one of 
old George Brown's-(the banker's) scraps 
of paper before the wearer could regain his 
reputation of being the best dressed man 
in or out of the club. 
N one of these lapses from his former 
well-to-do estate made any difference, how- 
ever, to St. George's intimates when it ;ame 
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to the selection of important guests for places 
at table or to assist in the success of some 
unusual function. Almost everyone in and 
around Kennedy Square had been crippled 
in their finances by the failure, not only of 
the Patapsco, but by kindred institutions 
during the preceding few years. "-hy then, 
they argued, should anyone criticise such 
economies as Temple was pfactising-he 
was still living in his house with his servants 
-one or two less, perhaps-but still in 
comfort, and if he did not entertain as here- 
tofore what of it? His old love of sport, as 
was shown by his frequent visits to his es- 
tates on the Eastern Shore, might account 
for some of the changes in his hospitable 
habits, there not being money enough to 
keep up establishments both in country and 
town. These changes, of course, could 
only be temporary. His properties on the 
peninsula-(almost everybody had "prop- 
erties" in those days, whether imaginary 
or real)-would come up some day, and 
then all would be well again. 
The House of Seymour was particularly 
in the dark. The Honorable Prim, in his 
dense ignorance, had even asked St. George 
to join in one of his commercial enterprises 
-the building of a new clipper ship-while 
Kate, who had never waited five minutes in 
all her life for anything that a dollar could 
buy, had begged a subscription for a charity 
she was managing, and which she received 
with a kiss and a laugh, and without a mo- 
ment's hesitation from a purse shrinking 
steadily by the hour. 
Only when some idle jest or well-meant 
inquiry diverted his mind to the chain of 
events leading up to Harry's exile was his 
insistent cheerfulness under his fast accu- 
mulating misfortunes ever disturbed. 
Todd was the cruel disturber on this par- 
ticular day, with a bit of information which, 
by reason of its source, St. George judged 
must be true, and which because of its 
import brought him infinite pain. "Purty 
soon we won't hab 'nough spoons to stir 
a toddy wid," Todd had begun. "I tell 
ye, l\Iarse George, day ain't none 0' dem 
gwine in dere pockets till de constable 
gits arter 'em. I jes' wish l\Iarse Harry 
was yere-he'd fix 'em. Fo' dey knowed 
whar dey wuz he'd hab 'em full 0' holes; 
dat red-haided, no'-count gemman what's 
a-makin' up to l\liss Kate is gwineter git 
her fo' sho-" 
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It was here that St. George had raised 
his head, his heart in his mouth. 
"How do you know, Todd?" he asked in 
a serious tone, He had long since ceased 
correcting Todd for his outspoken reflec- 
tions on Kate's suitor as a useless expendi- 
ture of time. 
" 'Cause l\Iammy Henny done tol' Aunt 
Jemima so--an' she purty nigh cried her 
eves out when she said it. Ye ain't heared 
n"othin' 'bout l\Iarse Harry comin' home, 
is ye?" 
"No--not a word-not for many months, 
Todd. He's up in the mountains, so his 
mother tells me." 
\\Thereupon Todd had gulped down an 
imprecation expressive of his feelings and 
had gone about his duties, while St. George 
had buried himself in his easy-chair, his 
eyes fixed on vacancy, his soul all the more 
a-hungered for the boy he loved. He won- 
dered where the lad was-why he hadn't 
written. \\'hether the fever had overtaken 
him and he laid up in some filthy hos- 
pital? Almost every wee
 his mother had 
either come herself or sent in for news, ac- 
companied by messages expressing some 
new phase of her anxiety. Or had he grown 
and broadened out and become big and 
strong ?-whom had he met, and how had 
they treated him ?-and would he want to 
lea ve home again when once he came back? 
Then, as always, there came a feeling of in- 
tense relief. He thanked God that Harry 
wasn't at home; a daily" itness of the 
shrinkage of his resources and the shifts to 
which he was being put. This would be 
ten times worse for him to bear than the loss 
of the boy's companionship. Harry would 
then upbraid him for the sacrifices he had 
made for him, as if he would not take every 
step over again. Take them I-of course he 
would take them I-so would any other gen- 
tleman. Not to have come to Harry's res- 
cue, in that, the most critical hour of his 
life, when he was disowned by his father, re- 
jected by his sweetheart, and hounded by 
creditors, not one of whom did he justly 
owe-was unthinkable-absolutely un- 
thinkable and not 'worth a moment's con- 
sideration. 
And so he would sit and muse, his head 
in his hand, his legs stretched toward the 
fire, his white shapely fingers tapping the 
arms of his chair---each click so many tele- 
graphic records of the workings of his mind. 
(To be continued.) 
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The door swung slowly open.-Page 67-7. 


U SUALL Y all lights were out in the 
Conways' house long before the 
dock struck twelve. But 
fr. Con- 
way, the cartoonist, had a drawing to fin- 
ish, and had promised 
the art edi tor of the 
JJ'eckly to have it in 
on the following day, 
Just at one in the 
morning he put the 
finishing strokes with 
a sigh of self-appreci- 
ation and relief. The 
art edi tor had been 
pleased wi th the idea 
and so had Co
way 
when his wife had 
suggested it. 
Irs. 
Conway was a mine 
of suggestion; only 
Conway's intimate 
friends knew that he 
was part of a co- 
operative institution. 
Singly they were 
amusing, together 
they were irresistible. 
\rhy it is that a 
well-built wooden 
house takes upon it- 
self the attitude of an 
automatic burglar 
alarm during the 
small hours has never 
been explained; but 
certain it is that 
stairs, that never 
creak in the daytime, 
snap and pop like 
overstrained ropes when the lights are out, 
and doors, that generally behave as doors 
should, squeak interrogatively on their 
hinges, and groan and rattle for no cause 
that can be ascertained. 
:Mr. Conway blew out the" studio" lamp 
and stole quietly upstairs, intending to see 
if, for once, it were possible to escape the 
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alert ear of his better half. He tried every 
device-eyen pausing for a moment on the 
top landing-holding his breath until on 
the point of suffocation. If he had had a 
g u i I t y conscience he 
could not ha\'e used 
more precautions. 
But they were fruit- 
less-his wife's voice 
addressed him casu- 
ally as he entered the 
bedroom, and she in- 
formed him that she 
had listened to e\'ery 
step of his stealthy 
approach. It had 
suggested an idea to 
her that they mi gh t 
work up some time, 
she added sleepily, 
She would remind 
him of it at break- 
fast. 
1\1 any of the car- 
toonist's bri g h tes t 
hits had been due to 
his helpmate's noc- 
turnal inspirations. 
It may have been 
three o'clock in the 
morning when Con- 
way was awakened 
by a gentle shake of 
his shoulder. His 
wife was sitting bolt 
upright in the bed; 
as he roused himself 
she spoke in a low 
whisper. 
"Hush! Henry,"shesaidsoftIy. "It's a 
burglar! " 
Conway was about to reply that he 
thought they had ahout worked that theme 
threadbare, when _\frs. Conway again ad- 
monished him to be silent. 
"Listen!" she said, and now he listened 
-peculiar little sensations gathering back 
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of his ears. Surely enough there was some 
one coming up the front stairs! He recog- 
nized the challenging squeak of the next to 
the last step, and the rattle of a loose post 
in the banisters, To 
save his life he could 
not help a faint chat- 
ter of his teeth. 
\I I'd better get my 
revolver," he w h i s- 
pered, without mov- 
ing; but his wife re- 
strained him. 
"You will stay 
just where you are!" 
she said firmly, 
\I and keep quiet!" 
then, with no more 
exci tern en t in her 
voice than a child 
would employ in 
playing a game of 
hide-and-seek, she 
whispered: "Keep 
quiet, now he is 
coming this way!" 
and a second later 
she wen ton, \vith 
almost an exclama- 
tion of surprise: "Gracious me! he's got 
a light! Did you ever?" 
The door leading into the hallway had 
not been completely closed, and a faint ray 
flashed along the opposite \vall. By this 
time 1\lr. Conway had been reduced to a 
state of absolute resignation. \Vonder- 
ment at his wife's remarkable attitude, and 
relief that there was nothing heroic ex- 
pected of him, caused him to grow calmer; 
but his tongue and mind refused to act. 
He lay there simply awaiting develop- 
ments, as one watches the approaching 
climax of a play. 
The light grew brighter, and 1\Irs. ('or.- 
way's grasp upon his shoulder tightened 
a little as the door swung slowly open 
and a hand holding a candle, followed, 
with unexpected suddenness, by another 
holding a very shiny revolver, reached 
into the room. Wider and wider the door 
opened, until there stood there in plain 
sight the figure of a large man with his 
coat collar turned up round his throat 
and his derby hat pushed back on his 
dose-cropped head. 
The sight of the two people staring at 
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him disconcerted him a little. and he half 
drew back. There was an åwkward sil- 
ence. The intruder did not seem to be 
able to make up his mind whether to en- 
ter 0 r r e t ire, and 
then 
rrs. Conway 
spoke. 
"Now I want to 
know," she asked, 
\I how did you get in 
here? " 
The man did not 
reply for an instant, 
and then his eyes 
twinkled. 
"Through the 
cellar door, ma'am," 
he replied. 
" \V a s n ' tit 
locked?" 1\lrs. Con- 
way spoke in the 
voice of a school- 
mistress reproving a 
naugh ty scholar. 
"It wasn't much 
locked," replied the 
man quietly. "I 
don't want to cause 
you no inconven- 
ience; but you see it's this way-I can't 
work at a trade on account of my health, 
and so I got to doin' this. I really don't 
want to, but I have to." 
" You look perfectly well and strong!" 
returned 1\1rs. Conway, emphatically, "and 
you're just an ordinary thief, and)hat's all 
there is to it!" 
"\Yell," was the reply, "it isn't my place 
to contradict a lady; but them's hard 
words! and now," he added, in a gruffer 
tone, "if you've got any money I want it!" 
"There's some on the bureau," replied 
1\lrs. Conway, pointing to a handful of 
change her husband had taken out of his 
waistcoat pocket and placed beside his 
watch. 
"Thanks! madam," said the man, "and 
I'll take this ticker along with it!" 
He placed the candle on the bureau and, 
slipping the watch and the money into his 
pocket, opened the top bureau drawer. He 
pulled out a little trinket case, shook it, and 
pocketed it also. 
"You're a mean man!" said 
1rs. Con- 
way vehemently. "There is something in 
that box I don't want you to take, and if 
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"I'll take yOll at your word, sir." 


you'll put it back I'll tell you where there's 
something much more valuable," 
"\VeIl, ma'am, what is it?" 
"It's a little ring with a small opal. I 
wiII be much obliged if you will leave it, 
and you will find a gold bangle with two 
five-dollar gold pieces on it in a pasteboard 
box under the handkerchiefs-you over- 
looked it." 
"Thank you, ma'am!" returned the 
burglar, that's very nice of you! and opals 
is unlucky-won't you pick out what you 
want?" He extended the trinket case in 
one hand. The other had never dropped 
the big revolver. 
1\-lrs. Conway selected the ring and held 
it up between her thumb and forefmger. 
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'0 You see," she said, "it isn't very 
valuable. Thank you yery much!" 
"Oh, pray don't mention it! 
Isn't there something else that 
you'd like?" returned the big 
man, not to be outdone in polite- 
ness. 
"Oh, may I?" asked 1\Irs. Con- 
way, in the tone of \'oi ce th at 
one uses when proffered a second 
helping of s\veets, and with that 
she picked out a really handsome 
ring with a diamond, flanked by 
two small rubies. 
The burglar smiled. "You 
drew a prize that time, madam," 
he said, in a congra tulatory tone, 
"and I must be taking my leave. 
But, before I go," he added, "I 
shall have to relieve you of this 
little thing, which I presume be- 
longs to the gentleman," This 
was the first notice that he had 
taken of 1\1r. Conway, who in 
silence watched the proceedings, 
with the coverlet drawn up to his 
chin. As the burglar. spoke, he 
picked up a small-cali bred re\'ol- 
ver from the bureau drawer and 
put it in his trousers pocket. 
"It's dangerous," he added, 
"to leave fire-arms about the 
house!" and now he \valked 
slowly over toward the door. An 
idea seized him, however, as he 
passed the chair upon which 1\lr, 
Conway's clothes were neatly 
folded. He picked up the trousers 
and gave them a shake. 
Now, for the first time, the master of the 
house spoke: 
"There is nothing in the pockets," he 
said. "I took everything out and put it on 
the bureau." 
The burglar smiled again. "I'll take 
you at your word, sir," he said. ":I\Iany 
thanks! " 
"Don't you get any candle grease on 
those pants!" suddenly interposed 1\1r5. 
Conway; "you wiII if you don't take care!" 
At this the burglar laughed softly. 
"You're a great little lady!" he said; 
"you're all right!" He dropped the cloth- 
ing back on the chair, and stepping to the 
door, stood there holding it open. "1\0\\'," 
he said, "I'm going to give a little advice: 
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If the gentleman 
doesn't f,ol] ow 
me, I'll get'out of 
the house peace- 
able and quiet; 
but if he does, 
he may spoil the 
whole thing, so I 
ad vi se you to 
stay where you 
are, sir, for a few 
minutes, until 
you hear me 
slam the kitchen 
door. I will 
have to inform 
you ma'am" he 
;dd
d, "th
t, as 
is customary on 
such occasions, I 
have helped my- 
self to some of 
the cold meat 
that was in the 
larder, and also 
drank most of 
the pi tcher of 
milk. Itwasvery 
good, I assure 
you! And now, 
good-evening! " 
" Just wait a minute!" called _Mrs. Con- 
way, "before you go-don't go down that 
hallway to the left-it leads to the nursery, 
and if you wake up the Swedish nurse-girl 
she'll be sure to have a fit, and probably 
she'll scream!" 
"And probably," also added 1\lr. Con- 
way, who had now recovered from his 
fright, and as usual was following his wife's 
lead, "she will give up her situation and in- 
sist upon going back to town. It's all we 
can do to persuade her to stay as it is!" 
The burglar chuckled, but did not reply. 
"Now, mind what I tell you," said 
lrs. 
Conway warningly. "Be careful!" 
"And take care of the top step," added 
1\1r. Conway. 
The burglar closed the door. He left 
behind him an intemperance-like odor. 
As soon as they were left alone the Con- 
ways looked at one another. They couldn't 
see very well, for the room was in utter 
darkness; but they could feel each other's 
questioning stare. At last Conway spoke 
in a whisper. 
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"Don't you get any candlegrease on those pants! "-Page 628. 


"\Yell!" he said, "what are we going to 
do?" The danger was over, and he was 
chuckling hysterically. 
"Get up quickly!" replied his wife stern- 
ly; "hurry into your clothes-" 
"B ut I promised not to follow him! It 
would hardly be fair, you know, for he 
really behaved very nicely, didn't he?" 
Again Conway chuckled; but there was no 
laughter in his wife's voice as she replied: 
"Get into your clothes, Henry, go out the 
window, climb down the trellis, and go call 
1\lr, Smedburg and get help!" She bounced 
out of bed-Conway followed her. 
"Shall we strike a light?" he asked, 
completely surrendering the command of 
things-" shall we?" 
"No, don't db that; he might come back 
again." She walked to the door, slipping 
on her wrapper. 
"\Vhere under the sun are you going?" 
asked her husband. 
"I'm going to telephone to 1\larshal 
Peters's house," she replied; "hurry up, 
don't waste any time talking!" 
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to For Heaven's sake, don't be foolish, " Yes," said 1\Irs. ('onway, answering a 
:\Iadge!" Conway urged; "don't go out question evidently, "he's here nO\\'-I'm 
there, I beseech you!" talking to him." 
"I'll take care of myself! He won't "That's very polite of you, ma'am," said 
hurt me!" the burglar, "but you haven't spoken to me 
Before he could prevent her she left the for three minutes!-but I forgive you, and 
room. The whole affair had changed from now I must be going, and have to thank you 
the humorous to the semi-tragic. As Con- for a \'ery delightful time-good-morning!" 
way stumbled around in the darkness, grop- He picked up a heavy bag, and an in- 
ing on hands and knees for his slippers, stant later there was a slam of the kitchen 
he heard the sharp whir of the telephone door. 1\Ir. Conway emerged into the hall- 
annunciator, and then a man speaking. way. 
His heart stood still! He stepped to the " "That! haven't you gone?" exclaimed 
door and listened. his \vife. "I thought you'd be getting help 
"\Vhat are you trying to do?" asked the all this time!" 
burglar's deep voice from the foot of the "No," said Conway angrily. "I wasn't 
stairs. The telephone was against the wall going to leave you alone! and I couldn't go 
on the first landing. barefooted-me wi th a sore throat !-and 
"I'm using the telephone," returned 
Irs. you've got on my slippers." 
Conway quietly; "you can see that for your- His wife rushed back into the room and 
self! Hello ?-hello?" she added interrog- reached the half-open window. "He is 
atively, "is that you, central? is that you?" climbing the fence," she cried, "and, Henry, 
"_Madge, come in here," implored Con- he's just ransacked the house." She was 
way in a whisper from the door. now hovering on the point of tears. 
"Hello! hello!" went on 1\lrs. Conway. In the gray of the dawn they could just 
"Hello! hello!" mocked the burglar make out a lìgure striding the top rail. It 
from the foot of the stairs. "I'm going dropped on the other side and disappeared 
down that way in a minute, ma'am, and into a patch of evergreens. Conway turned 
I'll drop in and see what's the matter \vith suddenly: 
'em-perhaps the wire's down." "I have an idea!" he cried, and he ran 
" I'm not talking to you," answered l\1rs. down the hall to the telephone. 
Conway sharplYí "mind your own busi- ""That are you going to do?" asked 
ness!" l\Irs. Conway. 
"Oh, very well!" said the burglar, "any- "Telephone to the station. I know what 
thing to oblige the lady." he is up to, he is going to take the five- 
At last apparently 1\lrs. Conway had o'clock train and go back to town. \fe can 
succeeded in securing the attention of the have him arrested there as he leaves." 
slumbering central office. "There's no use trying that," interrupt- 
"\Vell!" she said at last into the receiv- ed 
Irs. Conway; "central office dosed at 
er, "you've taken a long time! \\'ill you twelve-they don't open until six-thirty." 
please give me :Marshal Peters's house at. "\Vell, then, who under the sun were 
once ?-at once!" she repeated. you talking to?" 
There was a pause. "I wasn't talking to anybody; I just 
"Ye'd better call up the fire department, thought it was the best way to get him out 
madam," suggested the burglar, "ye may of the house." 
find them all ready to go out; it'll take the "Now, I suppose that's what they call 
marshal some time to get here." tact," said Conway. "'Madge, as the gen- 
1\lrs. Conway paid no attention to this. tleman said, 'you're a great little lady!'" 
"Hello," she said, "is. this l\Iarshal "This is no time for compliments! " 1\Irs. 
Peters ?-I'm sorry to get you up this time Conway returned. "\"hat are we going to 
of night-this is :Mrs. Conway-yes!- do now ?-what ?-" Suddenly she inter- 
there's a burglar in our house-no-no- rupted herself, and grasped her husband 
he's here yet-" by the arm. "Quick!-" she said. "I've 
" You can tell the marshal he's in a great got an idea!" 
hurry," put in the burglar, "and can't wait "I never knew you when you hadn't; 
but a fe\v minutes." what is it this time?" 



The Conways' Burglar 


" Come down to the study," she returned. 
1\Ir. Conway followed her meekly and 
watched her without a question as she 
turned up the light, 
"Now," she said, "sit down and draw 
him," She picked up a pencil and pushed 
a pad of paper across the desk. 
"-:\Iy dear," said 1\Ir. Conway, "you are 
certainly a piece of work ! You are Lady 
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they got a reference library, or something 
-where the police look up people like 
this? " 
"The Rogues' Gallery, mayhe ?-you're 
a wonder!" 
"Of course!-that's it! I couldn't think 
of the name of it. You take the first train 
to town and show that to the librarian-or 
whoever it may be-and then we may be 
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"You'd be robbed some day!"-Page 632. 


Napoleon Bonaparte and 1\Irs. Sherlock 
Holmes rolled in to one!" 
He made a few hasty strokes, his wife 
leaning over his shoulder. 
" No," she said, cri ticising, "his fore- 
head was higher than that, and he had a 
slight droop to his left eye-that's it!- 
that's good-that's his mouth, exactly! He 
was a good-humored man, wasn't he? I 
suppose he thought we were crazy." 
" Can't blame him, I'm sure!" remarked 
Conway. "I think your behavior was a 
little out of the usual." 
"He said I was a perfect lady," returned 
l\frs. Conway-" there! put a deeper line 
on his chin-don't you remember, he had a 
scar there ?-that's it! you've got him to 
the life-who said you couldn't catch like- 
nesses? " 
"'VeIl," said Conway when he had fin- 
ished, "now what are we going to do with 
this? " 
"'VeIl "-1\Irs. Conway paused thought- 
fully-" when you go to town-ha\'en't 


able to get the rest of those things back- 
he might have left little Clara's silver mug!" 
That morning, as Inspector Titus sat in 
his office in Centre Street, 'Ir. Conway's 
card was brought to him, It took but a 
few minutes for him to state his business 
after he had been admitted, He looked at 
the sketch 1\Ir. Conway placed on the desk, 
and then gave a few orders to the door man. 
"Send Jason and 1\f cDougall in at once." 
In a few minutes the two detectives stood 
before them. 
The inspector looked up quickly and 
shoved the sketch over without comment. 
"Do you recognize this gun?" he asked. 
"I think I know him." 
Each looked at it carefully and handed it 
hack. 
"Do you v,"ant him, Chief?" asked the 
older detective. 
" Yes." 
"'Ve'll have him here for you at four 
o'clock. Say! but that's a great picture, 
isn't it, Tom?" 
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"Great!" was the reply-" better'n the 
one we've got in the gallery." 
"\Vell, have him here at four o'clock," 
said the chief, "and don't fail-better start 
out at once. The job was done last night 
-just a few miles up the New Haven road. 
You'll probably find him around Sandy's," 
"Sure! \Ye'll have him all right," was 
the reply, and the two men left the room. 
"\Yell, 
Ir. Conway," said the inspector 
with a laugh, "I wish we had everything 
as dead to rights as this is, This is just 
open and shut. Come here at four o'clock 
and pick him out." 
"\Vho is he," asked Conway, wondering, 
'" Smiling Bill Dunn,'" was the return 
-" an old-timer. Say! will you give me 
this picture? Just sign your name here. I'll 
appreciate it very much." 
At four o'clock that afternoon 1\lr. Con- 
way was on hand. There was a line of 


men standing outside the cell doors in the 
basement corridor-there may have been 
ten or twelve of them-and about the mid- 
dle stood ::\lr. Dunn, Conway's eye lit on 
him in a moment; but before he had said a 
word the burglar had stepped out. 
"How d' ye do, 1\lr, Conway?" he said; 
"you've caught me with the goods on- 
you've got me for fair I-how did you do 
it? " 
Conway hesitated. "It wasn't hard to 
do," he said. 
"Oh, come now," said the man, "I'll 
bet your wife put you up to it-say! she's 
a piece of work! Say! if I'd a wife like 
that I'd be giving money to hospitals- 
what would you do without her, eh?" 
"I don't know, really," returned 1\lr. 
Conway. 
" \Ve-ll, I do," answered "Smiling Bill" 
-"you'd be robbed some day!" 


TIlEY KNO\V NOT IIARBORS \\TIIO IZNO\V 
NOT THE DEEP 


By Christian Gauss 


THE ships now in the harbor lie asleep 
And have forgot how sea-wind puffs the sails 
There cast upon the decks. Yonder the deep 
Lies brooding and the lost gull weakly flails 


The calm with listless wing, that fain would be 
\Vet with the spindrift of a scudding prow. 
He sickens, pale Odysseus of the sea 
Shaped for th
 storm, o'er windless waters now. 


So have I fallen in thine arms asleep, 
And my soul sickens and I restless lie 
Adventure-struck, and hungry for the sweep 
Of rhythmic oars and islands drifting by. 


I waken, let me go! It is not pride: 
Bright Lucifer into the darkness hurled 
\Vas happier than angels quiet-eyed. 
God in me urges: yonder glooms the world. 


The sailor seeks the haven but a day, 
His life spills on the sea; then sweeter sleep, 
And dearer thou for yearnings far away; 
They know not harbors who know not the deep. 
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POINT OF 
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II 


^ CCORDING to Sir Henry Maine's fa- 
rt mous generalization, "the movement 
of the progressive societies has hither- 
to been a movement from status to contract." 
That is a statement, no doubt, of the essen- 
tial difference between mediæval feudalism 
and modern commercialism. African slavery 
in this country was the last important sur- 
vival of "status," though no traveller in rural 
England, for example, can fail to see 
.. Commercial- that there is an essential though not 
ism" in the f 
Kitchen legal or ormal survival of it there. 
In mediæval times the laborer was 
a servant of his master, or an "adscript" of 
the soil. I n modern times he renders cer- 
tain specified services for certain specified 
compensation. Employer and employed are 
strangers out of business hours, and wash 
their hands of one another after every pay- 
day. 
This does not, to the sentimental mind, 
seem the most desirable basis for human so- 
ciety. Almost seventy years ago, Carlyle 
uttered, in "Past and Present," a passionate 
and eloquent protest against it, which won 
for him the sympathy of all the generous 
young enthusiasm of the time, It must be 
owned that" the time gives it proof," For 
nobody can hold that our chronic state of in- 
dustrial war, with its almost daily acute mani- 
festations in actual violence, is a healthy or 
a normal condition, A large employer of 
labor was overheard to remark, the other 
day, that, in American politics, the workmen 
habitually voted on the other side from the 
boss. That he was so odious to the people 
who worked with and for him that they would 
hail an opportunity, "out of business hours," 
to favor what he opposed and oppose what 
he favored is a confession which one would 
not expect a man to make without some 
shamefacedness; of which this confessor, 
however, made no sign. 
But if in the industrial world, "contract" 
does not invariably appear to advantage in 
comparison with "status," still less in the 
domestic circle. More and more there, ac- 
cording to all observers, "contract" is pre- 
vailing over" status," and the only contract 
affected with a sentimental interest is coming 


to be that of matrimony itself, And what a 
pity it is. In great establishments, where 
the "staff" is managed by a housekeeper, 
the commercial or contractual view of do- 
mestic service is more tenable than in the 
great majority of households. In these lat- 
ter, with the necessary intimacy of all the 
inmates, the commercial view is not tenable. 
The sentimental view simply must be taken. 
You must either positively like or positively 
dislike your house mate. And the signs mul- 
tiply that active animosity is coming to be 
the rule. "Money cannot buy service in 
America," remarks Mr. Kipling. For that 
matter, it cannot buy it anywhere. There 
must be sympathy or there will be antipathy. 
The letters of Mrs. Thomas Carlyle perhaps 
furnish posterity with its most valuable docu- 
ment concerning domestic service in the Vic- 
torian period in England, that is, from the 
employer's point of view, The employee's, 
almost necessarily, lacks the sacred poet. 
Mrs. Carlyle's lord and master, who bewailed 
in public the decay of feudality in the out- 
door work of the..world, bewailed in private 
the passing of the feudal sentiment in its in- 
door work, and "had often sadly thought" 
how much better it would be if he had ser- 
vants who were bound to him, and to whom 
he was bound, whereas now even the system 
of apprenticeship in its old signification has 
been sacrificed to the triumph of "contract" 
over "status." It is true that the sage's 
domestics may very plausibly have retorted 
upon him his own observation upon Daniel 
\Vebster: "I guess I should not like to be 
your nigger." But there are few house- 
holders who are not prepared to agree that 
there is one department, and that which has 
as much to do with the livableness of life as 
any other, in which everything is not for the 
best in the best of all possible worlds. Are 
we drifting to a condition in which our do- 
mestic staffs are to be taken from the C nion, 
in which our kitchens are to be "womanned" 
without our having the royal privilege of re- 
jecting þersonæ non gratæ, and unwomanned 
at the behest of a walking delegate in pur- 
suance of a general strike? "Applied Chris- 
tianity" seems to be powerfully indicated. 
633 
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Housewives we all know who have tried it, 
with the result of at least having less than 
their neighbors of the universal trouble. 
But even this remedy requires for a fair tnal 
more time than the increasingly migratory 
habits of the catechumens are likely to allow. 


I T must be a quarter of a century or more 
since that delightful old lady, :\Irs. Gen- 
eral Gilflory-now vanished from the 
scene of life - used to apologize for her 
frequent dropping into French with the in- 
genuous plea, "I've lived so long abroad." 
Perhaps this excuse might rather be termed 
disingenuous since :\lrs. General Gilflory really 
preferred the flavor of the foreign tongue, 
Probably she would be grieved if she hàd 
survived to see that the :\Ietropolitan Opera 
Company, here in this cosmopolitan 
A l':ew French 
Invasion New York of ours, no longer an- 
nounces its réPcrtoire. It now con- 
tents itself with announcing its repertory. 
Probably it feels that since it presents its 
many operas, each in the language in which 
this music drama was originally written, it is 
logically bound to make its announcements 
in the language of the country where the 
operas are presented, Perhaps it might even 
go so far as to declare that this or that 
artist-not artiste-had studied in this or 
that conservatory of music-and not COllscr- 
vatoire. 
But we cannot doubt that :\Irs. General 
Gilflory would have been greatly gratified if 
she had li\"ed to see the vogue of the automo- 
bile and of the aeroplane. The automobile 
has a chassis; it is driven by a chauffeur, and 
it is housed in a garage, And the aeroplane 
has ailerons and is housed in a hangar. It is 
difticuIt to see why the automobile should 
not be content to shelter itself in a barn and 
why the aeroplane should not be satisfied to 
ha\"e its resting-place in a shed, But the 
English language has always been hospitable 
to aliens; and since the automobile industry 
and the new sport of flying have been cul- 
tivated most assiduously in France, it is per- 
haps only fair that the termino1.ngy of these 
two developments of human endeavor should 
testify to French initiative. The French have 
already supplied us with a large part of the 
vocabulary of war, of cooking, and of milli- 
nery-three other developments of human en- 
deavor in which they are (or were) pioneers 
or at least leaders. So the terminology of the 


ship reveals the interesting fact that our sea- 
faring race was originally a pupil of the 
Dutch. So the terminology of music is evi- 
dence of the former supremacy of the Italians; 
and the terminology of philosophers declares 
our abiding indebtedness to the Germans who 
first disco\Tered the useful distinction between 
the objective and the subjecti\"e, which Cole- 
ridge introduced into English. So the termi- 
nology of sport as it has acclimated itself in 
France discloses its English origin, the French 
now taking back in anglicized form not a few 
words which they had originally lent to the 
English. 
These invasions are peaceaUe and they 
arouse no patriotic outbursts of timorous 
wrath, They take place now when there is 
an entente cordia Ie between Great Britain and 
France, just as they took place half a century 
ago when the laureate was anonymously im- 
ploring his fellow-subjects to make ready to 
repel boarders. K 0 bard has risen to the de- 
fence of the invaded mother-tongue, with a 
linguistic "Form, Riflemen, Form!" And 
all unseen French is making its insidious ap- 
proach to our shores. Chassis and chauffeur 
and garage, aileron and hangar, these are but 
the scouts of a serried host of alien invaders. 
Is e1l1111i now good English? Can we say 
he "ennuied" me? Or must we continue 
to borrow ellnuyé? Is rôle so naturalized 
that we can drop its italics and its accent? 
And how about genre? The new co-opera- 
tive history of English literature which the 
Cniversity of Cambridge is now publishing 
prints "genre" without italics. And it even 
permits one contributor-and a contributor 
who is discussing Shakespeare!-to say trat 
something is delicately "nuanced." Is there 
now an English verb "to nuance"? It is 
terrible to think of the bad language the schol- 
ars of the venerable English university might 
have used if "nuanced" had been first dis- 
covered in the text of an American author. 
"Form, Riflemen, Form!" Of course, it 
makes an obvious difference whether it is 
John Bull who does the goring or only an 
unbranded mavr:rick of the \Vestern plains. 
But what shall be said to the Parisian shop- 
keeper who has lately been sending his cata- 
logues broadcast throughout the United States 
and who has chosen to describe one depart- 
ment of his establishment as that of "brush- 
ery"? Brosserie, i\lrs. General Gilflory would 
understand at once, of course, But "brush- 
ery" ? Oil prcnez-vous brushery? 
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W HEN I was about seventeen, urged 
by the bright binding and the name 
of the author, I decided to read 
lr. 
Howells's then current novel. \Vas he not a 
family connection of my own, and did I not 
know of his delightful comradery? At the 
second page, how eyer, I discovered his entire 
unfitness as a guide, however pre-eminent his 
qualities as a philosopher and friend. So sin- 
gularly ignorant was he of terms that he intro- 
duced his heroine as "a young girl of twenty"- 
a laughable error, since even I knew 
Across the Sill h ' 1 f ' 
of 
Iidd)e Age t at a young glr 's age was rom SIX 
to sixteen, after which young lady- 
hood began, to develop about twenty into mid- 
dle life; and soon thereafter, with the first 
whitening of hairs about the temples, one was 
undeniably old. Mr. Howells's novel thus pre- 
cipitated my first definite excursion in ageology. 
The second memorable experience came a 
decade later, I mentioned to a friend that I 
was that day twenty-seven, She was only two 
years my junior, but I recall every shade of ex- 
pression on her face as she realized my antiq- 
uity. Her look was so full of pity that it was 
tragic, and my usual risibility was subdued, 
like the dyer's hand, to what it worked in. 
This was fingering the reverse of the shield. 
After another decade a third person pre- 
sented the matter from an impersonal angle. 
A man, my contemporary, was to marry my 
friend some years younger. "A yourg girl of 
tv,;enty" learning the fact from my lips, ex- 
claimed incontinently: ":Marry! But Cousin 
Lucy they have one foot in the grave now!" 
!\Iy peal of laughter, in contrast with n
y 
tragic comedy of twenty-seven, was the best as- 
surance to myself that the gathering years 
bring sanity; that when we actresses on the 
stage of life grow too old to play Juliet our- 
selves we get immense satisfaction out of hav- 
ing learned just how the part ought to be 
played; and that though four is an angular and 
commonplace figure it wabbles less on its base 
than the more graceful three or e\"en two which 
marks the decades following our salad teens. 
!\Iiddle age is as roomy as an old shoe and 
extraordinarily elastic, I have known it to be- 
gin at twenty in mature, sedate girls, pressed by 
inheritance or circumstances into positions of 
responsibility-girls who grow steadily younger 
with the years; and I have known it to be a 
still continuing process after seventy, 
Iiddle 
life in this centurv is three times as long as it 
was in the eight
enth. The old moulds in 
which it was fashioned having all been broken, 
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we are no longer prisoners of the past. Some 
notable exceptions to the brevity of the hyphen 
existed, however, a century ago, :\Irs. lnch- 
bald wrote in her diary: "I dined, drank wine, 
and supped \vith :\Irs. \Yhitfield. At dark she 
and I and her son "'illiam walked out and 
rapped at the doors in 
 ew Street and ran 
away." The narrator of this fact was then 
middle aged and a very successful author, but 
she knew the trick of footing it gaily with Time 
himself, just as those of us addicted to the use 
of trains learn the knack of saving OUr eyes by 
overlooking the fast flying fences and telegraph 
poles near the track and watching the middle 
distance, which hour after hour keeps pace 
with us. 
I protest with Gibbon against the trite and 
lavish praise of the happiness of youth. When 
the conversation around me turns upon child- 
hood reminiscences, I like to ask who would 
care to go back and live it over. Here and 
there an occasional one cries yes! but the ma- 
jority are emphatic with their no! "I blush to 
think how green I was." ""'ith what com- 
placency did I deduce false conclusions from 
misunderstood facts." "As I get older the 
anxiety to prove myself right if I quarrel dies 
out." "Who cares if the other fellow gets. the 
credit so one's point is carried." "Poor igno- 
rant youth hankering for gear." "What, en- 
dure again all one's lessons, all one's sorrows, 
all one's laceration of the affections for the sake 
of a few larks and thrills? That would be in 
Kim's proverbial philosophy to lose Delhi for 
the sake of a fish." Such were the protests, 
which the gentle reader will amplify with 
variations to suit his own case. 


I BELIEYE that the practice of the suoli- 
mation of middle age is a scientific fact. 
The phrase is clumsy, but conveys a sug- 
gestion of result from eÀertion and experience. 
Young people cannot feel the full influence of 
constant, patient effort to wrest the good from 
the great middle section of our individual life. 
For twenty years, more or less, life 
surges, and beats, and hammers 
against us, and then the tough sheath 
sloughs off and in varying degree we are sensi- 
tive to outside humanity, feel a strange new 
sympathy for its smallest affairs, toleration of 
its errors; and we pass from the strange, the 
far, the mysterious, to the homely, the local 
and familiar. 
ow we catch glimpses of mid- 
dle age as an art to be studied, practised, pe!'- 
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fected. What Burke styled the "soft green of 
the soul" behrins to bourgeon, I do not say 
that flowers are better than leaves, but they are 
different, and the change is the manifestation of 
vitality. These changes are less apparent out- 
wardly than inwardly. The bee has to shape 
the comb before it can fill it with honey. Like 
the old royalists who spread the base lines of 
their mansions on the initial letter of the king's 
name, the H or the E, but followed their indi- 
vidual fancy upward, so circumstances of birth, 
and education, and environment have charted 
our youth, but in middle life we proceed to corre- 
late what we ha,.e got andwhatwe have learned, 
and rear the superstructure much as we will. 
\V e middle aged need the heretical lesson 
which Shorthouse pressed in his great novel: 
that the good of existence is not the good of 
one's neighbor, but one's own culture. Hum- 
boldt preached it strenuously, declaring that 
"nothing on earth is so important as the high- 
est power and most varied cultivation of the 
individual, and therefore the primary law is to 
educate yourself; and the second is to influence 
others by what you are." In terms of every- 
day, our business in middle life is self-culture 
and self-conduct: the betterm
nt of our man- 
ners, the culti,ation of the so-called minor 
virtues, the acquirement of new graces, and the 
pondering of mysteries which we can never 
hope to solve. Like the youthful Emerson we 
must not quench our flambeau in the dust of 
"Easy live and quiet die." I know two sisters 
who when their children were well grown used 
their new leisure to read aloud together. A 
colored picture in their book spurred one to say, 
"Let's paint." Gleefully they bought paints 
and brushes, and with no teaching whatever, 
"painted." Their attempts encouraged them 
to join a sketch class and later take up lessons 
at the art school. Last summer the elder of the 
two, a woman of past seventy, made nearly a 
hundred lovely water colors in Venice, some of 
which have been purchased by our best art 
galleries. 
It is disheartening how soon we forget what 
it took so long to learn. \:Vell for us that in 
earlier middle life there are generally children 
in the house to be corrected and reminded, and 
before whom we try to be on our good behavior. 
Spinsters, and bachelors, and childless couples 
suffer from this lack of pupilage in manners, 
and speech, and daily habitudes. From chil- 
dren too we learn to "borrow life and not grow 
old." It is a great mistake for adults to give 
up sports, and games, and the nimble wit which 


repartee engenders; to exact too much defer- 
ence; to indulge in "reminuisances"; to settle 
and stiffen, \Ye ought to get more new-fash- 
ioned as we get older. I always liked that tale 
of the half French lady who, when expostu- 
laterl with for marrying after she was sixty, 
replied: "Dans ces temps de chemin de fer, it 
fallt absol1l11lmt 1In mari." She had a reason 
for the grace that was within her! Even 
Irs. 
Malaprop may have had middle-age method in 
her madness, and looked back with a kind of 
impersonal amusement upon the impeccable 
perspicacity of her youthful diction which 
stirred no joyous laughter, no arch glances 
leading to flirtatious notes, no food for table 
talk for generations to come. 
An assertion of 
Ir. Howells is to the effect 
that in youth we believe, in age we trust. Some 
little prigs with whom I recently came in con- 
tact informed me as to the exact relativity of 
half a dozen sins, Being but a "substitute" I 
refrained from throwing sand in the wheels of 
their ethical education; but middle age has 
convinced me that to hurt feelings is often the 
worst kind of lying, that the" politics" of many 
a woman's club are theft and murder, and that 
our different temperaments make a literal fol- 
lowing of the golden rule stark selfishness in- 
stead of that beneficent healing which flows 
from doing unto others as they would like to 
have us do unto them. 
De Gourmont calls middle age the insidious 
hçur. It is that: for we are tempted to preach 
much and practise little, to use our accumu- 
lated years as an excuse to spare ourselves, to 
decline accomplishments which require hard 
work, And yet, to the honor of our common- 
place humanity, middle life is everywhere real- 
izing its possibilities, practising the sublimation 
of it, keeping it fluid, dealing with it scien- 
tifically, not asking more of it than it can give 
nor consuming what remains in vain regrets; 
perceiving that admiration, and place, and 
power are but spangled robes without warmth 
or quality of wear, and that new life may be 
wrested from engulfing change. 
\Ve chatter much of the naturalness of youth; 
but naturalness is not always attractive. It 
depends, as some one has said, on the nature. 
So canniness in middle life is not inevitable: it 
depends on the candidate. Happily for our 
encouragement we see all about us instances ot 
men and women who having mastered the prin- 
ciples of the insidious hour are applying them 
lavishly to the game of life, with a beautiful 
economy in adjusting means to the end sought. 
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l'EROXESES "MARS AXD rE.YUS" AT 
THE .1lETROPOLITAX MCSEU.U 
T HE acquisition by the ?\Ietropolitan 
:\luseum of a first- rate example of 
Paolo Cagliari, called Veronese, is an 
event of much greater significance than the 
mere addition of one more fine picture to the 
Museum's collections. For this picture of 
"Mars and Venus bound by Cupid" is not 
only the single authentic work by that master 
in any American public collection; it is, so 
far as I know, the only really representative 
work, in any of our public collections, by an 
important master of the high Renaissance in 
Italy. Our museums are pretty well filled 
with good modern works, and we have, for 
some time, had a fair opportunity to study 
in them the art of Holland and of Flanders. 
Within certain limits of size and subject, 
Hals and Rembrandt are well represented. 
The Metropolitan's Vermeer is a capital ex- 
ample, and its Van Dyck as fine as anything 
existing. Rubens is less well shown, but his 
great hunting piece is very characteristic. 
There are also, in the 
Ietropolitan and other 
collections, a good many interesting primi- 
tive and semi-primitive Italian works, some 
of them of great beauty and charm. But 
now, for the first time, a student of painting, 
unable to cross the ocean, may gather some 
idea of the power and splendor of the Renais- 
sance triumphant, 
It is perhaps fortunate that Yeronese 
should be the particular artist to give us 
our first introduction to the circlè of great 
Italians of the sixteenth century, for no other 
master forms so natural a transition from 
the Northern art we know. He was, in fact, 
the historical transition, being vastly admired 
by Rubens and his successors and vastly in- 
fluential upon them. Indeed, he has always 
been greatly more admired by the painters 
than by the critics, The critics have gen- 
erally placed him in the second rank of mas- 
ters-the painters ha\'e always placed him 
among the very first of the first rank. His 
peculiar glory is to have combined the monu- 
mental and decorative beauty and the sense 
of style which characterize Italian art with 
the sheer painter-like power of representa- 
\"OL. XLIX.-60 


tion and manipulation more common in the 
North, and to have done this in a degree 
unparalled by any other master. He is the 
"all around man," the one master who at- 
tains nearly, if not quite, to the highest pos- 
sible standard in every part of his many- 
sided art, 
No one else, then, can so surely lead our 
young artists to the consideration of the great 
Italian qualities of design and style, because 
they will not be put out, in the beginning, 
by the absence of those qualities of art which 
their training has better fitted them to under- 
stand. Neither Rubens nor Hals everþaillted 
better than Veronese, if they ever painted so 
well. Their ease is sometimes more obvious 
than his, because they make something of a 
point of displaying it. The execution of 
Veronese is so habitually easy that he does 
not think it worth while to call attention to 
it, And for sumptuousness and beauty of 
material scarce any painter has approached 
him. In these qualities he can compete with 
any Kortherner whatever, and there is no 
chance of his canvases being rendered dull 
by theirs, He can be enjoyed, merely for 
his painting, by those who would find the 
frescoes of Raphael and ?\Iichelangelo anti- 
quated and unpleasing, But he is also an 
Italian of the great time, a draughtsman, 
a designer, and a master of style. In his 
greatest works there is an Olympian majesty 
and dignity, and even in his slighter produc- 
tions there is a grasp of composition second 
.only, if second, to that of Raphael. His 
drawing of the figure is magnificent, grandly 
simplified rather than anatomically accented, 
more nearly Greek than Florentine, And 
always there is that large way of doing things, 
that indefinable air of race and breeding, that 
we call style. If he can lead our young ar- 
tists to feel these things, and no one else can 
do it so weU, the appearance of one of his 
pictures in our :\Iuseum may possibly mark 
an epoch in American painting, 
That the picture is authentic there can be 
very little doubt. An almost identical pict- 
ure was, until lately, in the Hermitage col- 
lection at St, Petersburg, but has been re- 
cently withdrawn from the Catalogue. An 
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examination of the available data leaves little 
room for hesitation in declaring the picture 
at the ::\Ietropolitan the original. \\'hat we 
know of the history of the work is, briefly, 
as follows: 
Yeronese painted a "::\Iars and Venus," 
which mayor may not be the present work, 
as one of three pictures commissioned by 
the Emperor Rudolph II. This was about 
1575. \Yhen Gustavus Adolphus sacked 
Prague, in 1631, he took a number of valu- 
able paintings as a part of his booty, and 
these he bequeathed to his daughter, Chris- 
tina of Sweden. From her the" Mars and 
Venus bound by Cupid" went to the Duke 
of Bracciano, a nephew of Pope Innocent XI, 
and from him it was purchased by the Regent 
of Orleans in 17'20. \Vhile in the Orleans 
collection the picture was engraved by Michel 
Aubert and by Jacques Couché, The Re- 
gent, who seems to have had a voluptuary's 
scent for indecency, is known to have cut 
the heads from two pictures by Corregio, It 
is suspected that he may have had some 
slight change made in this picture. If he 
did, one of the two versions now existing 
must be an eighteenth-century copy made 
after the change was effected, not an old 
replica or school piece. The only differences 
between the versions visible in such repro- 
ductions as I have seen are the presence in 
the Metropolitan Museum picture of the sig- 
nature, Paulus Veron ens is F., and the fact 
that the St. Petersburg picture is a little 
wider on the right and a good deal higher 
than the New York version. On the first 
point, the evidence of the engraving is 
nugatory. The engraving I saw is reversed, 
which would be a natural reason for omitting 
the signature. On the question of siLe, how- 
ever, this engraving is decisive. It not only 
shows the composition as it appears in the 
:i\Iuseum picture, but gives figures for height 
and breadth which, being translated into 
English measure, exactly answer to those 
of our version, while they differ materially 
from the figures given in the Hermitage 
Catalogue, If both pictures are old, the 
Orleans picture may have been cut down, 
cither bdore or during the Duke's owner- 
ship, to fit a particular place. I am inclined 
to think, however, that the Hermitage ver- 
sion, which cannot, in any case, be the Or- 
leans picture, was made larger for the same 
reason. The added space is not only use- 
less but harmful to the composition, crowding 


farther down and to the Idt, relatively to the 
whole space, the group of figures which is 
already almost too low and too far to the left 
in the Orleans version. 
The Orleans Collection was dispersed in 
1798-9, when the ":\Iars and Y enus " was 
bought by a :\Ir. H. Elwyn. \Ve therefore 
'know that the picture went to London, but 
from that time its history is uncertain. The 
present version, after being several times ex- 
hibited, was bought at Christie's, at the sale 
of Lord \\ïmborne, in 1903, by 1\Ir. Asher 
\Vertheimer, from whom it was purchased by 
the :i\luseum, All the known facts point to 
this as the original picture and to the St. 
Petersburg picture as a copy or replica. 
But the best proof of the authenticity of the 
work is the quality of the workmanship itself. 
The design is, of course, unquestionably 
Veronese's, but the execution seems to me 
no less his own. It has all the marks of his 
school and method, with a power and beauty 
not always present, to the same degree, in his 
larger works. In them he must have relied 
often on pupils and assistants, and the act- 
ual painting of details is seldom so perfect 
as in his smaller pictures. This is a picture 
of medium size-a light task for one accus- 
tomed to canvases thirty feet long-and it 
looks as if he had painted it almost through- 
out with his own hand. There is in the 
Museum a small picture attributed to Carlo 
Cagliari. \Vhether or not it is his, it is a 
work of the school of Veronese, and the dif- 
ference between the Veronesque manner as 
understood by a methodical pupil and the 
real thing as practised by the master himself 
is striking, 
Yeronese is so identified in our minds with 
Venice that we arc apt to forget that he was 
not a Venetian either by birth or training, 
He belonged to the old Veronese school, 
which had a longer history than that of 
Venice, and he was a mature and celebrat
d 
master before he ever saw the city of the 
lagoons. It would therefore 
eem probable- 
that his manner of painting was different 
from the Yenetian method, and I have never 
seen in his work anything to convince me 
that he cmployed the cold dead-coloring and 
subsequent glazing of the true \
 enetians. 
Boschini's description, received from the 
younger Cagliari, of his way of working 
points to an entirely different method, "He 
painted everything first in middle tint." says- 
Boschini, "and on this he touched both lights. 
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l\Iars and Venus by Paul Veronese. 
Property of the :\Ietropolitan 1\1 useulII of Art. 


and darks, leaving the middle tint visible 
everywhere between them, as it was first 
prepared," This is very near the modern 
direct handling, except that there is a much 
more systematic use of the half-tone, which 
is never covered over entirely. The Carlo 
Gagliari, already mentioned, show the proc- 
ess with absolute clearness in the way the 
high lights of the draperies are struck onto 


a previously painted local tone, Even in 
the painting of the flesh, I think, the opaque 
color is on the surface, not underneath as 
in true Venetian work. Veronese was above 
all a decorator, to whom it was necessary 
to cover great surfaces rapidly, and the 
true Venetian method was too slow for him, 
as it was for Rubens, who modified it eSSèn- 
tial1y. 
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\Yhate'"er the method employed, the ma- 
terial result in the" :\Iars and \-enus" is be- 
yond praise-every inch of the cam'as is de- 
licious in quality of color and in texture, and 
the whole is of a cool richness and glowing 
luminosity unsurpassable if not unequalled, 
One knows not whether to admire more the 
creamy firmness of the blond flesh of Venus, 
the ruddier carnations of Mars, the brown 
and gold of the armor, or the reddish violet 
mantle \,ith its ripple of golden high lights. 
The depth of light and shade attained with- 
out sacrifice of clarity or transparency is 
astonishing, and the airy grace of the foliage 
is worthy of a great landscape painter. But 
the sovereign ease of it all is perhaps its 
most remarkable quality, Nothing is la- 
bored, nothing is difficult. One feels that 
to paint well is as simple a matter as to eat 
bread. This quiet mastery, with no parade 
of virtuosity in the overcoming of difficulties, 
because difficulties do not exist, is one of the 
most exhilarating things I know of. It fills 
one with joy and with pride in our common 
humanity. 
As mere painting, one must go far to find 
anything comparable to this picture, but how 
much more than mere painting it is! The 
master was in sportive humor when he 
painted it, and it has none of the monu- 
mental design of his great decorations. At 
first sight its capricious irregularity of com- 
position even seems unbalanced and insuffi- 
ciently constructed. But, little by little, it 
dawns on one that there are ingenious bal- 
ances, extraordinary subtleties of design in 
it, Each accessory fits into its place; each 
line leads to or echoes another; the whole 
becomes a pattern, odd, indeed, but entirely 
complete and satisfying. It is the diversion 
of a great designer, none the less great 
because he is playing. And the style of the 
drawing is superb. Venus is of Cagliari's 
own favorite type, large: and whiter and 


blonder than the beauties of Titian, but her 
torso is tmly classic in its clean lines and 
broad, finn modelling. 1\ ot only no other 
Venetian, but no other painter has done 
anything that reminds one so much of the 
Yen us of l\Iilo; only it is the Venus trans- 
lated from marble into pulpy, living flesh; 
while the head, with its flaxen, pearl-wreathed 
hair, is simply adorable. The Mars is a 
favorite type of the painter's also, the black- 
bearded, crisp-curled type of his military 
saints, Unless the hypothetical alterer of 
the picture be responsible, there are negli- 
gences in this figure, but it would be difficult 
to better the muscular left arm. The Cupid 
is less deliberately stylistic than is common 
in Italian art, but is deliciously human and 
infantile, It is only in the drawing of the 
horse that one must admit a certain weak- 
ness, and I confess to liking even him. 
mown up, and a trifle absurd, as he is, I 
find an engaging candor in his expression 
that fits with the giant-like good humor and 
leonine playfulness of the whole. For there 
is always a certain childlikeness about Ver- 
onese that amounts almost to naiveté, He 
is so frankly confident that what amuses him 
will also amuse you. If a horse or a lion or 
a dragon is wanted he puts it in, as well as 
he can, without greatly worrying over the 
fact that he does not know very much about 
such beasts, which were not convenient for 
study in Venice. A dog or a cat or a monkey 
he could do better, because he saw them 
oftener. 
Such is the picture, genial in both the 
English and the Latin senses of the word, 
which has lately been added to the collection 
of the l\Ietropolitan l\Iuseum. It would be 
a great attraction in any gallery in the world; 
its acquisition is a long step toward making 
this collection of paintings the great gallery 
we all hope it may come to be, 
KENYON Cox, 
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D E
IPOR.-\RIL Y broken in 
health, I had returned to 
the Cnited States from Cuba 
early in 1898, and was at 
myoid home in Kansas, en- 
joying the companionship of 
family and friends, and doing my best to 
obliterate the memory of lean days in the 
"bush" by a generous patronage of every- 
thing in the nature of real food. The JI aine 
had already been blown up, and the coun- 
try was full of the rumblings of the ap- 
proaching war with Spain. To the last I 
doubted whether it would really come to a 
clash, having in mind several cases within 
my own recollection when we had appar- 
ently come to the verge of war, but in which 
the matters in dispute had been settled 
without recourse to arms. But the clamor 
of the yellow section of the press and the 
deliverances of politicians playing to the 
galleries so inflamed public sentiment that 
the hand of the administration was forced, 
and we were in for a sharp and short little 
war, with its sequel in the form of a more 
protracted and far bloodier struggle in the 
Philippine Islands. 
Although my health had been quite re- 
stored by the time of the outbreak of hos- 
tilities, I had but very little hope or expec- 
tation of participating in the coming war, 
as I was without friends or acquaintances 
among those high in official life in \\'ash- 
ington, and took it for granted that in fill- 
ing the quota of my own State the governor 
thereof would utilize as far as possible the 


existing organizations of the national guard, 
of which I was not a member. The gov- 
ernor of Kansas, John \\'. Leedy, was one 
of those who had come into power as the 
result of recent victories of the Populist 
party. He was a man of many admirable 
and sterling qualities, but immovably stub- 
born, once he had made up his mind on any 
proposition. He had two pet aversions, the 
regular army and the national guard, rather 
unfortunate prejudices for one upon whom 
was to be thrown the responsibility of or- 
ganizing several regiments for possible ac- 
tive service. On a visit to Topeka several 
weeks before the declaration of war, I 
had met Governor Leedy, and had had a 
very pleasant interview with him. He was 
much interested in my accounts of fighting 
between Spaniards and insurgents in Cuba 
and in descriptions of conditions on the 
war-wasted island. \Yhen the President 
issued to the governors of the various States 
his call for volunteers, Kansas was asked to 
furnish three regiments of infantry of about 
one thousand men each, l:"nder a subse- 
quent call there was organized a two-bat- 
talion colored regiment, and three hundred 
recruits were provided for each of the three 
existing regiments. Immediately upon the 
issue of the first call, Governor Leedy 
sent me a telegram requesting that I come 
to Topeka at once. Cpon reporting, I was 
informed that he had determined to ignore 
the national guard organization of the 
State, building three new regiments from 
the ground up, :\[embers of the national 
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guard could enter these organizations as in- 
dividuals, I was to be named as colonel of 
one of the three regiments. I protested 
against the expediency of a policy which I 
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As a most engaging grin overspread his features. whispered, 
,. Try the next sentry. He's easy. "-Page 644. 


thought might keep out of the service a 
number of officers and men who had had at 
least the rudiments of military training, and 
further stated that while I had seen much 
campaigning and no little fighting, my ser- 
,'ice had been in a force in which drill or 
other training was a practically unknown 
quantity. I felt that the instruction of a 
regiment made up largely of absolutely raw 
material should be under the direction of 
one who knew at least something of in- 
fantry drill. But the governor told me 
bluntly that he had not sent for me to hear 
my views, as he had some of his own. If I 
did not take the regiment he would give it 
to 
1r. So and So. I knew that I could not 


be a worse colonel than the man named 
and accepted. '\ïth all due respect to m
 
excellent friend, the former governor, I 
think he was taking some pretty big chances 
in his rather off-hand way of 
selecting officers. ::\1r. Edward 
C. Little, a well-known lawyer 
of the State, formerly rnited 
States consul-general to Egypt, 
and at the time private secretary 
to the governor, was chosen lieu- 
tenant-colonel. He had had no 
previous military experience. As 
the regiment, although one of 
three battalions, was to have but 
two majors, the lieutenant-colonel 
was to command a battalion, and, 
of course, the regiment, in case 
of the absence or disability of 
the colonel. The majors were 
Frank H. \Yhitman, a second 
lieutenant of the Second 'C'nited 
States Infantry, who had gradu- 
ated from the 1\1ilitary Academy 
two years previously, and \\ïlder 
S, 1\1etcalf, colonel of one of the 
now disbanded national guard 
regiments. John A. Rafter was 
surgeon. \vith the rank of ma- 
jor, while Henry D. Smith and 
Charles S. Huffman were assis- 
tant-surgeons with the rank of 
captain. John G. Schliemann 
was chaplain. All of the above- 
named served through the cam Ø 
paign in the Philippines with 
the regiment. \Villiam H. De 
Ford and L, C. Smith were ad- 
jutant and quartermaster, re- 
spectively, with the rank of first 
lieutenant. Both resigned before the reg- 
iment left for the Philippines. 
The field and staff officers included in 
the above were sent separately to twelve 
different towns to recruit the various com- 
panies. There was no dearth of appli- 
cants for enlistment, the recruiting officers 
being fairly overwhelmed with them. If a 
town had a national guard company its 
members had precedence in enlistment, so 
far .as they could meet the physical and 
other requirements, but had to come in as 
privates, regardless of whatever rank they 
may have held in their old companies. 
After them came applicants in general, and 
the companies were soon filled to the au- 
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thorized strength, The regiment as it ex- 
isted before the second call brought some 
three hundred recruits was about one thou- 
sand strong, and included in its roster aLout 
three hundred former national guardsmen 
and sixty former soldiers of the regular 
army, the balance Leing men without any 
military training whatever. Company offi- 
\cers were chosen Ly the indefensible system 
of having the men elect them. Howe\'er, 
the results on the whole were more satis- 
factory than would have been anticipated. 
In a town where a national guard company 
existed the officers thereof \\ ere usually 
chosen for the corresponding grades in the 
new company, with the result that the cap- 
tain in selecting non-commissioned officers 
largely chose those of his old organization, 
so far as these had enlisted. Three of the 
officers were veterans of the Civil '''ar, and 
two were former enlisted men of the regu- 
lar army, while a considerable number had 
seen service in the national guard. The re- 
mainder were without any previous mili- 
tary exerience, but some of them by virtue 
of hard work and natural aptitude became 
highly efficient. Taking the officers of the 
regiment through and through, some of 
them after a few months' service ,vere as 
capable in the performance of their duties 
as the average regular officer of correspond- 
ing grades, others were of rather mediocre 
quality, and a very few not worth the powder 
it would take to blow them up. Three of 
them were killed in action, and ten others 
wounded. I never knew of one of them. 
showing the slightest "yellow streak" un- 
der fire, though some of them brought oc- 
casional discredit on their uniform by per- 
sonal misconduct. In due time I found 
out that the best way of getting rid of an 
officer who was attempting to establish a 
reputation as the regimental "cut up" 
was to prepare a carefully written set of 
charges covering such of his antics as had 
come to light. and at the same time his 
resignation from the service, the latter 
lacking only his signature. .-\n invitation 
to call at my tent and read both papers 
usually resulted in making the latter doc- 
ument complete, and ready for transmis- 
sion to the \Var Department. It should 
not be inferred, however, that all resig- 
nations were forced, as several officers left 
the regiment in that manner with perfectly 
clear records. 


6-1:3 


The rank and file of the regiment con- 
sisted in the main of an especially fine 
body of young men. Naturally, there were 
among them "'orne with physical or moral 
defects, but a process of elimination by one 
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His blouse decorated by a bouquet that would 
not have shamed a débutante at her 
coming-out balI.-Page 650. 


method or another had rid us of the most 
of these Lefore we took our place on the 
fighting line, nine months later. 
\rhile the various companies were being 
raised, Governor Leedy had telegraphed 
an inquiry to the "'ar Department as to 
whether the Kansas regiments would be 
supplied with uniforms before leaving the 
State or after reaching the concentration 
camps. The reply was to the effect that 
as soon as organized they would be sent to 
Fort Leavenworth for immediate equip- 
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ment. 'V arm weather had already set in 
in Kansas, and winter clothing had been 
packed away in moth balls. It would have 
been most uncomfortable to wear it at that 
season, and it was not desired to have the 
men placed under the necessity of returning 
their civilian clothing to their homes by ex- 
press, So, instructions were issued for all 
of the men not provided with national 
guard uniforms to leave their homes with 
clothing that they would be willing to throw 
away in a couple of weeks. The result was 
that about seven hundred men of my regi- 
ment reached Topeka clad in a fearful and 
wonderful aggregation of seersucker coats, 
linen dusters, and "ice cream" trousers, 
and for weeks they shivered in these gar- 
ments on the fóg-drenched and wind-swept 
sand lots of San Francisco. It was a 
shocking and cruel blunder, costly in the 
the lives and health of not a few of them. 
And the fault did not lie with anyone in 
Kansas. It is not pleasant to write these 
things, but the Spanish \Var is now as much 
a part of history as is the Civil 'Yar and one 
is under no obligation to assist in covering 
up anything connected with it. The way 
the 'Yar Department had been conducted 
in recent years it would be impossible for 
such a thing to occur. 
The companies of the regiment to be were 
sent to Topeka as soon as recruited, and, in 
common with those destined to form the 
other two regiments, went into camp on the 
State Fair grounds, State tentage and other 
equipment being used. Kansas had had 
nineteen regiments in the Civil \Var, and in 
numbering those raised for the Spanish 
\Yar the same sequence was followed, my 
regiment becoming the Twentieth Kansas. 
The muster into the service of the United 
States, an impressive ceremony, took place 
on the thirteenth of 11:ay. The only offi- 
cers and men provided with uniforms being 
those who had come from the national 
guard, I was still in "cits," and conse- 
quently on the day of muster-in played a 
part in a rather ludicrous incident. I was 
staying at a Topeka hotel, and on going 
out to the camp to participate in the cere- 
mony, was halted at its boundary by a sen- 
try in the national guard uniform, who in- 
formed me that visitors were not allowed 
within the limits of the camp. I replied 
somewhat icily that I was the colonel of the 
regiment. The sentry was a very tall man, 


and altitude has never been one of my 
charms; so the man bent his head until his 
mouth was within a couple of inches of one 
of my ears, and, as a most engaging grin 
overspread his features, whispered, "Try 
the next sentry, lIe's easy." And he was 
so stubborn and immovable that the officer 
of the guard had to be called before I could 
join my command. The man's face, when 
he saw what a break he had made, was a 
study. The recollection of incidents of this 
kind is one of the many things that make 
life worth living. 
On a visit to Fort Leavenworth a short 
time before the declaration of war, I had 
met Colonel Hamilton S. Hawkins, Cnited 
States .-\rmy, who a short time later was to 
render such gallant and distinguished ser- 
vice as a brigade commander at the battle 
of Santiago, and had told him something 
about conditions as they had existed in 
Cuba a few months before. Colonel Haw- 
kins had written a letter to the "Tar De- 
partment suggesting that it would be worth 
while to send for me in order to obtain such 
information as I might be able to give rela- 
tive to the strength, etc., of the insurgents 
in that part of Cuba in which I had so re- 
cently served, and the distribution and ap- 
proximate strength of the Spanish garrisons 
in the same region, as well as other data 
that might prove useful for our army, about 
to campaign in a country of which we really 
knew but very little. The result was that a 
day or two after the muster-in of the Twen- 
tieth Kansas, I received a telegraphic order 
to proceed at once to Tampa, and report 
upon my arrival to the commanding officer 
of the troops being concentrated there. 
Arriving at my destination, I reported to 
General Shafter, and was turned over by 
him to Lieutenant-Colonel.\rthur L. \Vag- 
ner, intelligence officer attached to his 
head-quarters. This officer questioned me 
thoroughly on all points, and made copious 
notes, and after several days had succeeded 
in pumping me pretty dry. I doubt if any 
of the information obtained from me was 
ever of any value, except that as to general 
conditions, as I was not familiar with the 
country in the immediate vicinity of the 
city of Santiago, the scene of the only cam- 
paign. Had it been otherwise, I am of the 
opinion that the data as to roads, rivers, 
and the practicable crossing places thereof, 
as well as other information on local condi- 
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tions, which I had given in such detail, 
would not have been utilized. General 
Shafter seemed to regard me with suspi- 
cion, while Generall\Iiles, who had in the 
meantime arrived, was very courteous, but 
neither officer seemed to care to talk with 
me as to conditions on the island, and I 
had too much self-respect to give unasked- 
for information, This was the attitude of 
the higher officers generally, a number of 
whom I met, but it was different with those 
of lmyer rank, bright and capable men, 
enthusiastic over the fact that they were 
going to their first war. I could scarcely 
ansv\'"er their questions fast enough. Years 
afterward. when I was stationed in San 
Francisco, in command of the Department 
of California, and General Shafter, then on 
the retired list, was living in the city, I came 
to know him quite well, and we were good 
friends. But I never mustered up suffi- 
cient courage to ask why I had made such 
a poor impression on him at Tampa. He 
was a IJlunt man, and might have told me. 
In the meantime I had learned that my own 
regiment had been ordered to San Fran- 
cisco, and as it was not then known that 
land forces would be sent to the Philippine 
Islands, J supposed that to be its finbh, so 
far as any participation in the war was con- 
cerned. I, therefore, indulged myself in a 


hope that I might be sent to Cuba on de- 
tached service with the Fifth Army Corps, 
and be able to render some service on 
account of my knowledge of the country. 
But General l\Iiles, who was then com- 
mander-in-chief of the army, took a differ- 
ent view of it, and very properly stated that 
as a colonel, my place was with my regi- 
ment, and directed me to join. I am, of 
course, now heartily glad that he did so, 
For the reasons stated above, I could have 
been of little or no use in the Santiago 
campaign. 
Proceeding direct to San Francisco, I 
found my regiment in tents at Camp :Mer- 
ritt, in the western suburbs of the city. The 
department commander, General \Yesley 
:Uerritt, had his head-quarters in the city, 
while General Elwell S. Otis was in com- 
mand of what was known as the Indepen- 
dent Division of the Eighth Army Corps, 
the force of about ten thousand men, most- 
ly volunteers from the \\' estern States at 
Camp ::\[erritt, and lh'ed at the camp, The 
Twentieth Kansas had been assigned to the 
brigade commanded by General Charles 
King. the well-known soldier and writer, 
the other two regiments in the brigade be- 
ing the First Tennessee and the Fifty-first 
Iowa. The Independent Division at Camp 
:Uerritt was really a "feeder" to the troops 
645 
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now being sent to the Philippines to take 
part in the land campaign against 
Ianila, 
each regiment, as soon as its equipment and 
training made it serdceable, being sent out 
on one of the expeditions that from time to 
time left the port. 

Iy first duty after joining was to pay my 
respects to the brigade, division, and de- 
partment commanders in succession. As 
General :Merritt was soon to leave for 1Ia- 
nila, and as from the nature of things I was 
not brought in close contact with him, my 
acquaintanceship with that officer was lim- 
ited to one or two brief interviews. \\T e 
young officers, knowing of General 1Ier- 
ritt's achievements in the Civil \Yar, in 
which he had commanded a dh'ision before 
reaching the age of thirty, stood in consid- 
erable awe of him, though there was noth- 
ing in his manner to inspire fear, as he was 
very kindly and courteous to all of us who 
met him. General Otis was of a somewhat 
different type. \"hile always civil, he was 
a very reserved man, and an indefatigable 
worker, who took upon himself the decision 
of all sorts of minor matters, ordinarily left 
by a general officer to the members of his 
staff, One would about as soon think of 
cracking a joke in his presence as of trying 
to pull his beard. It should not be inferred 
that he was of the pompous type, for he was 
anything but that, being a most simple and 
unaffected man, though without the saving 
grace of humor. \Ye were most fortunate 
in our brigade commander, General King, 
who was, as he still is, a captain on the 
retired list of the regular army, having 
been compelled to leave active service 
some years before because of a very severe 
wound received in the Indian wars. He 
had returned to actÎ\Te service with the 
rank of brigadier-general of volunteers. 
Though his retirement dated back to 1879, 
he had kept closely in touch with military 
matters, and was thoroughly up-to-date. 
General King's temperament was pecul- 
iarly suited to his task of commanding a 
brigade of raw volunteer troops, and di- 
recting their training. His keen eye took 
in every defect and noted every improve- 
ment. In the former case the needed cor- 
rection or admonition was made in a way 
that left no sting, he never being either 
brutal or sarcastic. His readiness to en- 
courage or to praise stirred all to put forth 
their best efforts. 


The location of Camp 
Ierritt was in 
some respects most unfortunate, especially 
for those who, like so many members of the 
Twentieth Kansas, had not yet heen sup- 
plied with warm uniforms. Chilling fogs 

nd cold winds make San Francisco's sum- 
mer climate anything but comfortable ex- 
cept for those who have been properly pre- 
pared for it, and the camp was located at the 
extreme western limit of the city, within a 
mile or so of the beach, ,vhere the winds had 
full sweep. I have seen the fog so dense 
that one could with difficulty see from one 
flank to the other of a company in line. 
Everywhere was sand, sand, sand, deep and 
fine, blowing into tents, getting into the 
food, and making itself generally an unmiti- 
gated nuisance. Several car lines furnished 
easy access to the heart of the city, and the 
camp was naturally at all times overrun 
with swarms of visitors, not only from San 
Francisco, but from all over California, 
while vendors of fruit, candies, and pastries, 
who could not be kept off the public street
 
running through the camp, made officers 
responsible for the health of their men long 
for an open season as regards these particu- 
lar pests. San Francisco was then, as it is 
now, a gay and beautiful city, there being 
nothing just like it in the whole country, 
The people are proverbially hospitable, and 
laid themselves out in those days to give the 
soldiers in their midst a good time. The 
most of the men of the Twentieth Kansas 
were from the farm or from small towns, 
and the life and gayety of the city seemed 
quite to overwhelm them, so much so, in 
fact, that there was from the start too much 
of an idea that they were out on a mag- 
nificent lark, instead of for the serious pur- 
pose of training for war. It would have 
been vastly better from the stand-point of 
the health and general well-being of the 
men, as well as from that of their training, 
if the camp had been somewhere along the 
coast Jine of the Southern Pacific, any- 
where from ten to thirty miles south of San 
Francisco. There would have been found 
ideal conditions as to climate, while the ap- 
preciable distance from the attractions of a 
great city woulq have been especially desir- 
able, as well as relieved us somewhat from 
the crowds of sight-seers. In that region 
there would have been available for ex- 
tended order drills and field manæuvres, 
thousands of acres of diversified country, 
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instead of our being confined for such work 
to the limited area of the Presidio reserva- 
tion, a mile or two from the camp, where 
there was great difficulty in deploying and 
exercising in battle tactics a force larger 
than one regiment, and where we always 
had to work over practically the same 
ground, \\ïth all its disadvantages, one 
thing, however, could be said for Camp 

Ierritt, and that was that the water supply 
was ample and convenient, the mains of 
the city system running through the entire 
camp. 
The three hundred recruits raised for the 
regiment under the second call had arrived 
at about the same time I did, and brought 
its strength up to nearly 1,400 officers and 
men, a force equal to many of the brigades 
that fought in the Civil \far, 
I found on arrival that considerable prog- 
ress had been made in the elementary train- 
ing of the regiment, principally in guard 
duty, the manual of arms, and company 
drills in close order. _\ few battalion, but 
no regimental drills, had been attempted, 
In this preliminary training of the regiment 
the services of :Major 
Ietcalf were invalu- 
able; his energy, tact, and comprehensive 
knowledge of the drill regulations making 
him indispensable. For myself, the strug- 
gle was a hard one, as to me the drill regu- 
lations were Greek. From previous ex- 
perience in war I knew mighty well that I 
could march and fight a regiment if the 
opportunity arose, but realized that we 
could not hope to be given a chance for 
field service until we could go through the 
complicated movements of regimental drill 
in close order and take part in reviews and 
parades without tying ourselves into a hard 
knot. Parades and reviews are non-essen- 
tials in war, but are in a measure valuable 
in the preliminary training of troops, while 
some of the simpler movements of regi- 
mental close order drill are often quite 
necessary before actual deployment in ex- 
tended order for fighting. 
It was not long after my arrival that 
those of the men of the regiment who had 
not uniforms were able to discard the fear- 
ful and wonderful assortment of old summer 
clothing that they had brought from Kan- 
sas, and appear in something that was at 
least warmer. At the breaking out of the 
Spanish war there had been in the country 
but a small quantity of the blue cloth from 


which all military uniforms were then made, 
the demand for it under normal conditions 
being very limited, so that large quantities 
of cloth of proper weight and texture, but 
not of the desired color, were obtained and 
dyed, and then made into uniforms. The 
spectacle the troops made after the dye be- 
gan to fade, which it did in a few weeks, 
would have been laughable if it had not 
been so maddening to those most con- 
cemed, But the new clothing was \varm, 
and answered a good purpose until it could 
be replaced by better. 
In due time came the Fourth of July, and 
of course the whole Independent Division 
had to turn out for a parade through the 
streets. Owing to the prevailing uncer- 
tainty as to whether we were going to the 
Philippines or whether we were to remain 
for an indefinite time in San Francisco, 
none of the officers of the regiment re- 
quired to be mounted had purchased horses, 
but hired from livery stables those needed 
at drills. I had, after a few hair-raising 
experiences, got one brute so that he would 
not tum a somersault or execute a waltz 
every time a band struck up or a body of 
troops came to "order arms," and ex- 
pected to use him at this formation. But 
he had suddenly become lame, and the 
stable sent out to me on that never-to-be- 
forgotten moming a handsome black ani- 
mal with arched neck and ugly eye. The 
regiment had formed prepared to march in 
column through the streets the several miles 
to the foot of 
Iarket Street, where the pa- 
rade was to start. I mounted with some 
difficulty, and the band broke forth into a 
lively air as the regiment stepped out. 
That horse quivered in every limb for an 
instant, and then bolted. I might as well 
have tried to hold a cyclone, In front of 
the tent that was my home was a large fly, 
and under this the animal went, and I was 
ignominiously scraped off in the presence 
of some thirteen hundred grinning and de- 
lighted patriots. Right there I became an 
ardent admirer of the soft and bottomless 
sand that passed for ground at Camp :ßler- 
ritt, and considered myself lucky also that 
I had not been impaled on my sabre, In 
his struggles the horse tore down the tent fly 
and was with some difficulty got out from 
under it, All the way down to the starting- 
point of the parade he cavorted, danced. 
and threatened to bolt, but the real trouble 
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began after the parade had formed and the 
thousands of men, filling the wide street 
from curb to curb, and with the blare of 
many bands swept up _Market Street. The 
hoodlum men and big boys had unre- 
strained license. They were well supplied 
with fire-crackers, and the helpless officers 
on their horses were from their stand-point 
fair game. The police were useless, and 
might as well have been so many cigar- 
store Indians. The clubbing of these mis- 
creants would have been a positive pleas- 
ure to any right-minded man. The whole 
thing was a disgrace to the city, l\ly horse, 
probably the worst in the lot, became wild 
with terror after half a dozen "cannon" 
crackers had been exploded under him, and 
charged and reared from one side of the 
street to the other, often endangering the 
lives of people on the sidewalks. . One big 
ruffian, having made a bad thrÛ\v, lit an- 
other large cracker, and under the very 
nose of a policeman ran out into the street 
and tried to throw it under my horse. 
Right then and there murder came into my 
heart, and I made a hard and conscientious 
effort to kill him. Of course, I was carry- 
ing my sabre, and at the proper instant cut 
at him with all my strength. Only a quick 
jump backward saved him from death or a 
se'"ere injury, as the point of the blade 
passed within six inches of his throat. I 
deeply regretted my failure, and would have 
been willing to take my chances with any 
American jury as to the outcome, I have 
seen too many good men go down to death 
to have had any more compunctions about 
killing a hoodlum of that type than over 
dispatching a savage dog, Before the pa- 
rade had ended my left arm had become so 
exhausted from efforts to control the mad 
brute that I was riding that I was com- 
pelled to sheath my sabre in order to take 
the reins in my right hand. Finally the 
ordeal was over. I have been in but few 
battles in which I would not rather take my 
chances than to repeat the performance. 
Time passed pleasantly enough for the 
next few weeks. The days were well filled 
up with drills and other duties, but our 
evenings were free, and the theatres and 
restaurants of the city gave ample opportu- 
nity for relaxation; besides many of us had 
had opportunities of meeting socially very 
agreeable people. There are no other peo- 
ple in the country just like the San Fran- 
VOL. XLIX.-62 


ô4!1 


ciscans. They are in a class all by them- 
selves, and can certainly do more things to 
make pleasant the stay of the stranger 
within their gates than the people of any 
other American community. 
fanila had 
not yet fallen, and expedition after expedi- 
tion sailed from the port, taking the various 
regiments from Camp :l\Ierritt as their 
training and completeness of equipment 
justified. There was much chafing and 
disappointment in the Twentieth Kansas as 
the regiment was time and again left be- 
hind, but the large percentage of untrained 
men in it was a handicap not to be over- 
come in a few short weeks. General 
Ier- 
ritt sailed for the Philippines, shortly to be 
followed by General Otis, the former being 
succeeded as department commander by 
General H. C. 1\lerriam, while General 
_Marcus P. l\Iiller succeeded General Otis 
as commander of the Independent Divi- 
sion. I had been pretty much impressed 
by the somewhat austere demeanor of Gen- 
eral Otis, and when I went to pay my re- 
spects to his successor, approached his tent 
with some misgivings, supposing that all 
division commanders were necessarily alike. 
""hen I entered, saluted rather stiffly, and 
announced the object of my visit, General 
l\liller looked up, and, as a kindly smile 
overspread his features, said, """ell, well. 
So you are a colonel, are you? Sit right 
down on this box and tell me how anybody 
came to make a young chap like you a 
colonel?" He talked to me a long time in 
a fatherly sort of way, and told me to come 
and see him any time that I felt blue or dis- 
couraged. He was one of the kindest and 
most considerate of men, and a mighty 
good soldier, too. 
One thing about the chill summer cli- 
mate of San Francisco is that people soon 
become accustomed to it, and learn to en- 
joy it, and this with the fact that the regi- 
ment had been supplied with suitable cloth- 
ing made life in camp much more agreeable, 
rnder the watchful eye of General King 
the regiment made satisfactory progress in 
its training, and soon began to have regi- 
mental drills. 'fhen I gave a command I 
flattered myself that I had a voice that 
would reach from one end of the regiment 
to the other, but at first could not always 
tell whether the move had been properly 
executed or not. One day General King 
mentioned to me the fact that my regi- 
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ment did not seem to be as spry as some 
others in turning out the guard to do the 
required honors to officers entitled to them, 
and requested that I give the matter atten- 
tion. It should be eXplained for the benefit 
of readers not familiar with military mat- 
ters, that turning out the guard for an 
officer consists in the sentry at the guard- 
house, or structure which does duty as such, 
calling out as the officer approaches, "Turn 
out the guard, general officer," or whatever 
other officer it may be for, The members 
of the guard at the guard-house, which 
means all not at the time on sentry duty, 
fall into ranks under arms, ready to be in- 
spected, On returning to the regimental 
camp after this com-ersation with the bri- 
gade commander, it occurred to me to ascer- 
tain if the sentry then on duty at the guard 
tent, which was just inside the entrance to 
the camp, knew what to do and how to do it 
in that respect if the occasion should arise. 
In response to an inquiry as to what he 
would do if the brigade commander should 
approach his post, he said he would turn 
out the guard. This was quite satisfac- 
tory, but further questioning developed the 
fact that he was not sure whether he knew 
that officer by sight. I briefly described 
General King, and further said that he had 
two rows of gilt buttons on his blouse and 
always rode a big bald-faced sorrel, and 
then went into my tent, little dreaming of 
what was to follow. I had scarcely had 
time to remove my sabre when I heard the 
deep voice of this same sentry bawl out, 
"Turn out the guard, general officer." I 
stepped out of the tent to greet the new 
arrival and was inwardly congratulating 
myself on having primed this particular 

entry in time, when to my horror I saw 
Captain James G. Blaine, jr., the adjutant- 
general of the brigade, mounted on Gen- 
eral King's bald-faced sorrel. The guard 
was forming in commendahle haste, and 
Captain Blaine seemed so overcome by 
the unexpected honors thrust upon him 
that he forgot to call out, "
ever mind 
the guard," the only way to untangle the 
mess. After dismissing the guard, I strode 
over to the unfortunate sentry in right- 
eous wrath, and said, "\\'hat in thunder 
did you do that for?" The man replied 
in tones of sorrow, "\Yell, I knew that 
must be the horse, but I forgot to look for 
the buttons." 


The hospitable ladies of San Francisco 
were continually sending out to the vari- 
ous camps contributions of cakes, pies, and 
other articles of food not included in the 
ration. This was very commendable on 
their part, but I would have done almost 
anything to be able to put a stop to their 
benefactions without mortally offending 
them, as one of the essential things con- 
nected with the training of troops is to get 
them used to the army ration and have 
them satisfied with it. This ration is, and 
was then, ample and nutritious, but men 
were not going to eat it if all of their storage 
capacity was taken up with sponge cake. 
One officer tried to remedy the matter so far 
as his own company was concerned by him- 
self eating its quota, but gave up when there 

eemed no end to the supplies of this na- 
ture. Flowers were often sent to us, and 
these did no harm except on one occasion. 
I was going the rounds of the camp to see if 
the sentries were on the alert, when to my 
horror I espied one of them, Private John 

I. Steele, calmly walking his post with his 
blouse decorated by a bouquet that would 
not have shamed a débutante at her coming 
out ball. At the same time I saw General 
King coming from the opposite direction, 
and at such a distance that we would cer- 
tainly meet opposite the flower-decked sen- 
try. Regulating my voice so that the sen- 
try would hear me and the general would 
not, I called out frantically, "Steele, take 
that damned thing off. Take it off, I say," 
repeating this command with appropri- 
ate trimmings several times. The rattled 
Steele jumped about, apparently uncertain 
whether I wanted him to take off his blouse 
or his trousers, and finally wound up by 
coming to " present arms" to General 
King and myself alternately. The general 
passed on with a look more of sorrow than 
of anger, and in a few moments the floral 
decorations were scattered on the sidewalk. 
In time most of the regiments at Camp 

Ierritt had sailed for the Philippines, and 
our brigade was moved to a much more de- 
sirable camp site on the Presidio reserva- 
tion. On August 5 General .King him- 
self sailed for Honolulu, to proceed later to 
the Philippines, and I, ranking by a few 
days the commanders of the other two 
regiments, succeeded to the command of 
the brigade, but at the same time retain- 
ing command of my own regiment. At the 
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Presidio we had target practice and many 
battle exercises with blank ammunition, 
and the men began to get a mild foretaste 
of what a battle is like, as the ad\'ancing 
companies rushed forward, throwing them- 
selves prone at e\'ery halt, their front thick 
with smoke, while the roar of the old 
Springfields drowned all commands, and 
could scarcely be pierced by the shrill notes 
of the bugles, Finally came the news that 
the Spanish \Yar was oyer. It seemed that 
all our work had been for naught, and ex- 
cept that we entertained a vague hope that 
we might ha \'e a short tour of garrison duty 
in either Hawaii or the Philippines, it 
looked as if we might as well be mustered 
out. t- nder the circumstances it was no easy 
matter to keep up interest in the daily round 
of drills and instruction. But it was all to 
be for the best, for when the regiment 
finally saw service in a different war than 
the one for which it had been enrolled, the 
long, dreary months of training counted, 
and it knew its business, 
-\nother advan- 
tage deri\'ed from the long delay was that 
before sailing we had rid the regiment of a 
considerable number of men who were 
physically not up to the mark or who were 
in various ways unsuited to the service. 
The resignations of the regimental adju- 
tant and regimental quartermaster, both of 
whom felt compelled to leave the ser\"Ìce for 
personal reasons, left two important vacan- 
cies which were filled by the designation for 
those positions of Lieutenants Charles B. 
\Yalker and "-alter P. Hull, both of whom 
proved highly efficient. One captain was 
mustered out, and a second lieutenant re- 
signed. These vacancies, after the nece5- 
sary promotions had been made to fill them, 
resulted in the promotion from the ranks of 
four of the most capable non-commissioned 
officers, while the resignation of another 
second lieutenant just before sailing brought 
up another man from the ranks. One of 
the first sergeants promoted was Clad Ham- 
ilton, now a well-known lawyer of Topeka 
and member of the State senate. \Yithout 
previous military experience, he had en- 
listed as a private, made himself so profi- 
cient by study and hard work that in a few 
weeks he was first sergeant, and was finally 
mustered out of the regiment a captain. 
Edward J. Hardy, another of the first ser- 
geants promoted at this time, de\'eloped 
into a dare-de\'il sort of scout, and also 
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came home a captain. The promotion of 
the regimental sergeant-major, Frederick R, 
Dodge, made a vacancy in his position that 
was filled by the promotion to it of Corporal 
Cassius E. \Yarner, who was destined to be 
mustered out with the regiment a
 its ad- 
jutant. A man who can go out as a cor- 
poral and come home regimental adjutant 
can look back to his military career with no 
small satisfaction, During the fighting in 
the campaign up the railroad from 1Ianila 
I always kept \Yarner, who was still ser- 
geant-major, at my side, and used him as a 
highly intelligent orderly, one who could re- 
member a message given him and transmit 
it correctly. \Ye went through it all un- 
scathed until Santo Tomas, when we were 
hit within two seconds of each other, and in 
exactly the same place, It was a queer, 
almost uncanny, coincidence. 
October ca
e, and found us still at the 
Presidio going through the daily grind of 
drills. Hope of going to the Philippines or 
anywhere else had practically been aban- 
doned, and we were expecting the order to 
return to Kansas for muster out, when we 
were electrified by the order to sail for 
1Ianila on the tr
nsport Indiana on the 
2jth of the month. During our stay in 
San Francisco I had met :Miss Eda Blank- 
art of the near-by city of Oakland, and we 
were married on the 25th of the month. 
This was by all odds the smartest thing I 
ever did in my life. 
At last came the great day, and the 
Indiana, bearing the head-quarters and the 
second and third battalions of the Twen- 
tieth Kansas, and cheered by a great 
throng, pulled away from the wharf and 
started on the eight thousand miles jour- 
ney to :Manila. K obody supposed that we 
would e\'er see any fighting, as it was 
thought that our duties would consist in 
helping to sit on and hold down the" little 
brown brother" for a few months; so that 
the transport carried as passengers the 
whoes of :\Iajor \\"hitman, Captain Bu- 
chan, Chaplain Schliemann, and Lieuten- 
ant Haussermann. :\lrs. Funston was not 
ready to sail, and followed on the 1\- ewþorl, 
which left on Kovember 8th, carrying 
among other troops the first battalion of the 
regiment. The voyage of the Indiana was 
without inicident, but was broken by a 
pleasant stay of four days in Honolulu, 
Kansas has a law, enacted during the Civil 
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\Yar, to the effect that members of military 
organizations raised by the State may par- 
ticipate in State elections, even though they 
be at the time outside its boundaries. Bal- 
lots had been received before sailing, and 
election day finding us at Honolulu, the 
Hawaiians had their first object-lesson in 
civil government under the American flag, 
the voting booths being erected on the 
wharf alongside the transport. 
-\ rather 
amusing incident was the attempt of one 
captain to compel his whole company to 
vote the Populist ticket. 
As darkness was settling down on the 
night of 
ovember 30th we passed Cor- 
rÏgedor Island at the entrance to _Manila 
Bay, and at midnight the engines of the 
Indiana, that had never ceased their throb- 
bing since we had left Honolulu, three 
weeks before, were stiiI, and we were an- 
chored off the big city. Going ashore the 
next day, I paid my respects to General E. 
s. Otis, Commander of the Pacific Division 
and Eighth Army Corps, and was informed 
that my regiment would not disembark for 
some days, as there was doubt as to what 
command it would be assigned to. In 
about a week we were assigned to the First 
Brigade of the Second Division, and or- 
dered to disembark. The head-quarters of 
the regiment and the second battalion were 
quartered in a large building in the Bi- 
nondo district, and the other two battalions 
in other buildings in the Tondo district, the 
1Ìrst battalion having in the meantime ar- 
rived on the ..Ye'"æport. Our brigade com- 
mander was General Harrison Gray Otis, 
the well-known editor and owner of the 
Los Angeles Times. He was not a regular 
officer, having come in for the Spanish 
"-ar with volunteer rank. He had served 
through the Civil \Yar in the same regiment 
with President _McKinley, and had made an 
excellent record. He should not be con- 
fused with the corps commander, General 
E. S. Otis. I believe they were not related. 
Our division commander, Major-General 
Arthur 
lacArthur, had been in the regular 
army ever since the close of the Civil \Yar, 
in which as an officer, while but little more 
than a boy, he had especially distinguished 
himself. He had commanded a regiment 
in that war when he was twenty years of 
age, and had been awarded the l\ledal of 
Honor for gallantry at the storming of 
Iis- 
sionary Ridge. At this time he was a lieu- 


tenant-colonel in the regular army, his com- 
mission as a major-general being in the 
volunteer forces. 
Generall\lacArthur's division, consisting 
of the brigades of Hale and Otis, furnished 
the details for a strong line of outposts cov- 
ering the city on the north and north-east. 

\ll of the regiments of this division were 
quartered in the buildings of the city, with 
the exception of the First Nebraska, which 
was in camp at Santa :l\Iesa, on the extreme 
right of the division's line. The First Di- 
vision, Eighth Corps, 
Iajor-General T. 
I. 
_\nderson commanding, covered the south 
side of the city, its right resting on .:\[anila 
Bay and its left on the Pasig River, directly 
opposite the right of the Second Division, 
which swept in a curve to the west and 
north-west for about five miles, its left rest- 
ing on the marshes and sloughs that cut up 
the shore line immediately north of the 
city. The extreme left of this line was as- 
signed to the Twentieth Kansas, the line to 
be guarded by it extending from the salt 
marshes on the left to the line of the 
Ianila- 
Dagupan Railway on its right, where it con- 
nected with a battalion of the Third L nited 
States Artillery, eight hundred strong, serv- 
ing as infantry, under the command of 
:Major \Y. A. Kobbé. The regiment kept 
about seventy men on outpost duty day and 
night, these covering a front of about six 
hundred yards. Close in front of them 
were the sentries of the insurgent Filipinos, 
who faced the American line through its en- 
tire length. The Twentieth Kansas out- 
post line was intersected at right angles by a 
wagon road and the tramway connecting 
l\lanila with the suburb of Caloocan. The 
wagon road was lined on both sides with 
nipa houses, each surrounded by trees and 
garden, so that the view to the front was 
much obstructed. Appropriate orders had 
been issued to the effect that regimental 
commanders should at all times have their 
respective commands in readiness to move 
out at short notice in case of trouble to sup- 
port the outposts of their regiments, "-e 
had not been many days in l\Ianila when we 
realized that there was something a great 
deal more interesting than garrison duty 
ahead of us, it being the almost unanimous 
opinion of officers who had been 011 the 
ground for some time that unless we got 
out of the islands in a short time a clash 
with the numerous, truculent, and well- 
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armed forces of the so-called Filipino Re- 
public was ine,-itahle. The only question 
seemed to be as to when it would start and 
how. The most stringent orders had been 
i
sued to the 
-\merican troops to the effect 
that they should bear insults and threats in 
silence, and under no circumstances take 
things into their own hands. It was the 
e\"Ídent intention to lay the onus of starting 
the trouble on our opponents, a plan which 
worked out all right, as the Filipinos began 
soon to take our forebearance for fear, and 
brought on themselves a swift and terrible 
retribution. 
The various regimental commanders of 
the division were detailed in turn as division 
officer of the day, their duties being to in- 
spect carefully the entire line of outposts, 
and report any lack of watchfulness on their 
part. These rides, which came to every 
one of us in six days, were most interesting, 
and I always looked forward to them with 
the greatest anticipation, One could not 
help being impressed with the formidable 
lines of intrenchments that sheltered the 
Filipinos at nearly all points opposite our 
line. Incidents showing their aggressive 
spirit and desire to start trouble were not 
lacking. One morning while I was officer 
of the day a Filipino soldier strolled over to 
one of the sentries on the outpost of the 
First Dakota, and asked the man for a cig- 
arette. As the Filipino was unarmed, the 
American was somewhat off his guard, and, 
as he started to search his pockets for the 
desired smoke, was terribly cut across the 
face by a bolo ,vhich the ruffian suddenly 
drew from under his clothing. Though 
blinded by his own blood, the plucky sol- 
dier managed to settle the score then and 
there, fairly blowing the man's head off with 
a short-range shot with his big Springfield. 
I came along on my tour of inspection a 
short time later, and saw the man lying 
where he had fallen. He looked as if he 
had been struck by a shell. There was 
one thing to be said for those old Spring- 
fields that the volunteer troops were armed 
with, and that was that if a bullet from one 
of them hit a man he never mistook it for a 
mosquito bite. On one occasion a large 
force of Filipino soldiers engaged in drill 
advanced on the outpost of the First 1\lon- 
tana. The sentries of the latter fell back on 
their supports, and the trouble came within 
an ace of starting right there, instead of sev- 
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eral weeks later. These are but sample in- 
cidents. It was a condition that could not 
last long, (; narmed Filipino soldiers were 
allowed to come through our lines to visit 
the city, and occasionally Americans were 
allowed to go through their lines. It oc- 
curred to some of us that turn about was 
fair play, and as a number of the "enemy," 
as we already considered them, had passed 
through the outposts of the Twentieth Kan- 
sas, one day early in J aIIuary, Lieutenant- 
Colonel Little, Major 1\Ietcalf, Captains 
Bishop and Boltwood and myself mounted 
our Filipino ponies and set out up the road 
toward Caloocan. Riding through our own 
line, we presented ourselves to the Filipino 
post a hundred yards beyond and requested 
that we be taken before the officer of the 
day. This functionary was found about 
half a mile up the road, and in reaching 
him we passed over the ground that we 
were to charge over on that never-to-be-for- 
gotten 5th of February. \Ve gave our 
swords and revolvers into the keeping of 
the Filipino officer and proceeded on our 
way a short distance beyond the town of 
Caloocan, passing within a stone's throw of 
the church that we were to take by assault 
on February 10th. The knowledge of the 
ground that we were so soon to fight over, 
obtained on this trip, as well as information 
as to the location and strength of the insur- 
gent trenches, proved of no little value. 
1\Iajor and J\frs. \\Thitman, 1\fajor 
Iet- 
calf, and Mrs. Funston and myself had 
started up house-keeping in a very passable 
house in the Binondo district. Our order- 
lies slept in the same building, and the 
horses were in a stable in the court-yard, 
On the night of February 4th we had just 
retired, and I was not yet asleep when 
:l\Iajor ß,Ietcalf pounded vigorously on the 
door and called out, "Come out here, 
Colonel. The ball has begun." I scarcely 
realized at first what he meant, but hastily 
slipped on a few clothes and came out into 
the hallway. :Metcalf conducted me to a 
window, and asked, "Did you ever hear 
that racket before?" And sure enough, 
from a little north of east floating over the 
housetops of the great city, came the distant 
rattle of the 
fausers. There was no mi
- 
taking it, and we realized, that a war had 
begun, As the preliminary rattle swelled 
into a great roar, there were excited voices 
in the streets, rapid closing of doors and 
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windows, the sound of people running walk. 
-\.lready the spiteful bullets from 
through the streets, and then the city be- the enemy's ::\Iausers were enlivening the 
came almost as quiet as death, In the air Q\'erhead with their peculiar popping 
meantime our orderlies had been awakened noise, or striking the roofs or sides of the 
and were saddling our horses in frantic nipa shacks. The men of the regiment 
haste. \Ye dressed hastily, said hurried were strangely silent as they trudged alon a 
good-bys, and in a few moments were gal- listening to the sounds made by these mes
 
loping through the silent streets to the regi- sengers of death. It was a new world for aU 
mental head-quarters. The men of the but a few of them. _-\s we were coming up 
,'arious companies were already dressing in rear of our own outpost, of course no ad- 
and falling in. It was plain to be seen that vance guard was necessary, and a small 
their condition was one of suppressed ex- group of us officers were riding just a few 
citement. But as they heard the ominous yards ahead of the column. Just as we 
sound borne to their ears, I will warrant reached the tramway car barns there was a 
there was not one of them who grudged the tremendous boom half a mile or more to our 
dreary months of drill at San Francisco. It front, and a couple of seconds later some- 
all seemed well worth while then. Getting thing struck the ground a few rods ahead 
onto the roof of the building I could make of us, bounded into the air, passed over- 
out that the tighting was entirely along head with a loud "swish," traversed the 
what we knew as the "north line," that is, length of two companies, and then, with a 
the front of the Second Division. The sound like a young cyclone, demolished two 
First Didsion did not become involved or three nipa houses. It was a bit amusing 
until daybreak. \Ye were just ready to the way the front half of the regiment all 
march out when the telegraph instrument but prostrated itself as the big round shot 
in the building clicked out the order from passed overhead, though such action was 
the brigade commander to proceed at once the most natural thing in the world. Dur- 
,vith two battalions of the regiment to sup- ing the night and the next day this gun fired 
port our own outpost line, the other battal- thirty-eight shots at us, causing no casual- 
ion to be for the time being left in the city ties, though there were a number of nar- 
as reserve. So we swung down the Calle row escapes. It was captured a few days 
Lemeri, the second and third battalions, in later standing by the railroad round-house 
column of fours. _-\s we made our way to at Caloocan, and proved to be a bronze, 
the northward through the darkened streets muzzle-loading siege gun of the type of 
we could hear firing directly on our own sixty years ago. Its projectiles were spher- 
front, and knew that our own outpost must ical cast-iron shell, not loaded, so that in 
be contending against great odds. The effect they were solid shot. Only a bend in 
commander of the outpost, Captain Adna the street, which caused the shot to be a 
G. Clarke, now a captain in the regular few feet to one side of the column when it 
army, and the officer on duty with him, struck the second time, saved the regiment 
Lieutenant A. H. Krause, had tak
n prompt from a terrible disaster, as had it plowed its 
steps as soon as they had heard the firing way through the six rear companies of the 
break out on the front of the First 
ebraska, two battalions in column it could scarcely 
miles to their right, and were alert and ready ha"e killed or disabled fewer than a hun- 
for business ,vith the full strength of the dred men. By all the rules of the game, 
outpost, some seventy men, ,vhen the Fili- being now under artillery fire, we should 
pi no fire, gradually extending to the west- have formed line in order to minimize the 
ward, struck them. Sheltering their small effect of a projectile striking the regiment, 
detachment as well as the conditions would but the maze of fences and houses, not to 
permit, they replied with vigor, directing speak of a slough or estero a short distance 
their fire toward the flashes of the enemy's ahead, ,vhich would have to be crossed at 
rifles. Of course, this sort of fire fight in the bridge, made such action impossible. 
the darkness is not very productive of cas- There was nothing to do but to double 
ualties, and by the time the main portion of time and as quickly as possible get to the 
the regiment had arrived only one man had comparatively open country where we could 
heen hit. In the meantime the nearly a deploy. The command was given and for- 
thousand of us were coming along at a fast ward we went at a good, swinging trot, 
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Another boom, and a second big shot came 
tumbling and bounding along. but was a 
few feet to the right of the street, and so did 
not gi \'e us so close a call as the first one, 
By the time the third one came we had 
cleared the nipa houses and crossed the 
bridge, and were deploying in the fields on 
either side of the road. All of this time the 
rattle of rifle fire was not diminishing, and 
now the bullets from the 
Iauscrs were not 
only passing overhead, but striking all 
about. The detail on outpost, that had 
now been fighting for an hour or more, was 
relieved by several companies, while the 
others were sheltered as well as possible, 
and held in reserve for the time being. For 
an hour or so the companies that we had 
deployed on the firing line did some firing, 
mostly in the form of occasional volleys, 
but as there was not much but the noise 
on our front as a target, it seemed rather 
unprofitable business, and the men were 
ordered to lie down as closely as they could 
behind the rice dikes and take it easy, get- 
ting what sleep they could, Of course 
enough men were kept on lookout to give 
warning of any attempt to rush us. There 
was scarcely any diminution in the fire 
of the enemy, it being so incessant that the 
darkness on our front seemed to emit an 
almost continuous roar. But it was badly 
directed, as the Filipinos were evidently 
crouching down in their trenches and using 
their 'Iausers as rapidly as they could, but 
simply splattering the whole country with 
bullets, the great majority of them going far 
O\'er our heads. The big cannon, in an ex- 
cellent gun-pit a thousand yards up the 
road, let fly from time to time, and the shot, 
like overgrown croquet balls, would come 
tumbling and bounding along, smashing 
down the bamboos, and occasionally wreck- 
ing a house behind us. The men soon got 
over whate\'er uneasiness they may ha\'e felt 
regarding these projectiles, and began to call 
out derisively, "low ball" or "high ball." 
according to the merit of each shot. \fe 
had a few men wounded during the night. 
It will be wondered why our casualties were 
not quite severe under so hea\]' a fire, badly 
directed though it was, But a line of men 
lying close to the ground behind rice dikes 
gi\"es mighty little chance to bullets fired at 
random through the darkness half a mile 
away. The Filipinos would have done 
well to have saved the possibly a million 
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cartridges that they fired at the Second Di- 
vision on this night, for we were no more 
deeply into it than the other regiments 
along the front to our right. 
The longed-for daylight came at last; and 
with it some lessening in the fire of the 
enemy. Two field-pieces of the t-tah Ar- 
tillery Battalion had arrived during the 
night, hadng been dragged by hand, none 
of the batteries ha\"ing yet been supplied 
with horses, and as soon as they could do so 
to advantage, opened fire up the road, giv- 
ing their principal attention to the big gun, 
the approximate position of which could be 
made out from the smoke which a few sec- 
onds after each discharge could be seen 
drifting over the tops of the bamboos. The 
exact location of the gun could not be illade 
out. 
Iajor Richard H. Young, command- 
ing the rtah Artillery, and I were standing 
talking a few feet to the rear of the two guns 
while they were in action when we heard 
again the boom of the bronze siege gun, and 
an instant later we saw a dark object com- 
ing down the road, just a few feet above the 
ground. The shot cut off a banana stalk 
not more than four feet from the right wheel 
of one of the guns, struck the ground a few 
rods down the road behind us, tore up a lot 
of earth, and the last we saw of it was roll- 
ing and bounding along, looking like a small 
iron kettle that had suddenly come to life. 
It would have been interesting to see what 
that field-piece would ha\'e looked like after 
the thing was over if this shot had passed 
a few feet nearer the centre of the road. 
Company 
I of the" Twentieth Kansas, 
under the direction of its commander, Cap- 
tain \\ïlliam H. Bishop, was just to the 
right of the road, fairly well protected by a 
rather high dike, and was firing volleys 
slowly, when Private Charles Pratt, the first 
man of the regiment to die in action, sank 
down without a sound, shot through the 
brain. For some time his body lay there, a 
grewsome spectacle for those who had oc- 
casion to pass near the company and were 
not yet used to such sights. 
General Otis, our brigade commander, 
visited the regiment several times during 
the forenoon, but spent most of his time 
farther to the right, "'e were hoping for 
an order to advance and bring the thing to a 
close, so far as it concerned ourselves, but 
fearing to disarraÙge the plans of our higher 
commanders. I thought there was nothing 
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to do but Lide our time and make the best ing the yellow tops of the earthworks with 
of it. A short time after noon came the their fire, pressed forward. Company F, 
order to advance as far as the Lico road, Captain Charles 1. 
lartin, got the worst 
which ran parallel with our front, about six of it, and had six men hit. I particularly 
hundred yards in advance. In the mean- recollect a sergeant in L company, an old 
time the first battalion of the regiment regular, who was having the time of his 
had come out from the city, and two of its life, addressing imprecations impartially to 
companies were placed on the firing line, the enemy and the men of his section, and 
The battalion was under the command of at the same time plying his rifle with vigor. 
Captain Frederick E. Buchan, Lieutenant- ""hen we were within seventy yards, the 
Colonel Little having a couple of weeks "Charge" was blown, and the yelling and 
previously been so unfortunate as to be excited men dashed forward on the run, and 
severely wounded by the accidental dis- in a few seconds we were over the WOïks. 
charge of his own revolver. At the order The enemy did not wait for the bayonet, but 
the line rose to its feet and, without firing, broke and ran as we made the final dash, 
advanced rapidly, the movement not being many of them being shot down in their 
detected by the enemy, owing to the heavy flight before they could reach cover. \re 
growth of trees and bamboo between the found in the trench some thirty killed, while 
lines. But we had scarcely got into our others were scattered here and there as they 
new position within three or four hundred had been brought down in flight, There 
yards of the enemy's trenches, and begun to were also some badly wounded, but very 
construct hasty entrenchments, when a ter- few of those, as men fighting up to their 
rific fire was opened on us. The two Utah necks in trenches do not expose their legs 
guns were brought up and, without cover, and the lower parts of their bodies. One 
in the middle of the road, fired several of the imbecile and childish things that the 
shots. But such a fire was concentrated on insurgent leaders had done was to organize 
them at this short range that the men were in the mountains of northern Luzon several 
ordered to leave them for the time and take companies of Igorrote spearmen. These 
cover. The five companies that consti- poor, naked savages had been drilled in 
tuted our firing line were working their some sort of fashion, but were provided 
Springfields for all they were worth, and only with their spears and shields, and then, 
their front was blanketed with a pall of apparently under the impression that their 
white smoke that resembled a fierce prairie very appearance would frighten the Ameri- 
fire, for we had not yet received smokeless cans into retreat, had been distributed here 
powder for these weapons. It was an im- and there through the insurgent trenches. 
possible situation. The enemy in his ex- A few of them were in the works carried by 
cellent trenches was 'pouring into us a fire us, and three or four lay dead. One poor 
that we could not hope to overcome by fellow was on his back, his spear lying 
merely firing back at him. There was no across his legs and his shield over his breast. 
time to ask for instructions from the bri- A ragged hole showed where one of the 
gade commander. It was one of the times heavy bullets had gone through the shield 
when subordinates must take the bits in and then through his body. That spear is 
their teeth. I stepped over to Captain one of the few relics that I brought from the 
Bishop and, more to hear what he would war, and that did not go up in the San 
say than because I had any doubts on the Francisco fire. \rhile the men were cheer- 
subject, asked him if the men were equal to ing over their first victory, and, I regret 
it. He replied, "You bet they are!" J to say, getting the companies pretty well 
turned to Chief Trumpeter Barshfield, at tangled up, fire was opened on us from 
my side, and directed him to blow" Cease what was known as Blockhouse No. One, 
tìring." Then the order was passed down about two hundred yards to our right front. 
the line to fix bayonets, and the ominous This was a part of the old Spanish line of 
clatter could be heard along the whole front. defences against the insurgents. The men 
Then to our feet, and forward on a fast were so mixed up that it was hopeless to get 
walk, firing as we went. The advance was a.company or platoon intact, so I gathered 
much interfered with by fences, but the men, about a dozen of the officers and men near- 
now yelling like fiends and fairly smother- est me, and we carried it with a rush, killing 
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or capturing e,'ery man in it. ".-hsembly" the country close, opened fire. For awhile it 
was blown as soon as possible, and the com- looked bad for us, as one shell barely missed 
panies formed. \\'hile this was going on, cutting through a company in column. 
we witnessed to our right, about half a mile, \\'e had to run for it. and put the regiment 
an inspiring spectacle, the Third Artillery to double time. The men were cool, and 
storming the Chinese cemetery. The well- there was no tendency to break ranks. In 
trained regulars swept up the hill as if they my opinion the commander of the Concord 
were merely doing a "stunt" at manæuvres, was in no way to blame, as we were not 
but we could see that they were having a supposed to be so far in advance, and would 
fight of it. I had at once sent to the bri- not have been, except for the reasons 
gade commander a verbal message to the stated. 
effect that I had advanced beyond the Lico \Ye reached our position, Jormed line, 
road, and giving the reasons for doing so. and prepared to spend the night. Fire- 
Shortly after the regiment had assembled wood and water were abundant, and the 
orders were received to fall back to the road men were soon munching bacon and hard- 
and bivouac along it for the night in a line tack and drinking ,. soldier-coffee." They 
facing the enemy. As we were marching were a happy lot, having gone not ,vithout 
back we narrowly escaped a disaster. The credit through their first engagement, and 
cruiser Charleston, in the bay opposite our spent a good deal of the time; when they 
left, had thrown during the day a number should have been sleeping, in exchanging 
of shells at the enemy's works, and had now experiences. They seemed to worry them- 
been relieved by the Concord. This vessel, selves but little over the serious business 
not knowing that the enemy's works had ahead, and were inclined to let each day 
been carried, the distance being great and take care of itself. 
[The second of General Funston's Philippine papers, "Caloocan and its Trenches," will 
appear in the July Number.] 


IN SOLI'TUDE 


By Virna Sheard 


HE is not desolate whose ship is sailing 
O,-er the mystery of an unknown sea, 
For some great 100-e with faithfulness unfailing 
\\'ill light the stars to bear him company. 


Out in the silence of the mountain passes, 
The heart makes peace and liberty its o,,'n- 
The wind that bluws across the scented grasses. 
Bringing the balm of sleep-comes not alone. 


Beneath the ,'ast illimitable spaces 
\rhere God has set His je\\'els in array, 
A man may pitch his tent in desert places 
Yet know that hea,'en is not so far away. 


But in the city-in the lighted city 
'''here gilded spires point toward the sky, 
And fluttering rags and hunger ask for pity, 
Gray Luneliness in doth-of-gold, goes by. 
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THE SENSATIONS OF AN EXILE 


By Wil1ian1 Morton Fullerton 


O RE plightof an American who 
has been an exile for twenty 
years has its special compen- 
sations. These compensa- 
tions may be dearly bought; 
but in my own case, at all 
events, one of the most exceptional series 
of impressions that I have ever experienced, 
those which I have just gathered during two 
months spent in the V nited States, would 
have been impossible if my lot had not been 
cast for two decades, as a correspondent of 
the London Times, on the continent of 
Europe. 
An Englishman returning to London 
after so long a period, from a sojourn in 
J\lontreal, New York, or Seattle; a French- 
man coming back to Paris, after the same 
length of time passed in Canada or in the 
rnited States, would not have found the 
familiar aspects of his home essentially 
altered. There is still in London "the 
same old crush at the corner of Fenchurch 
Street" as when J\Iatthew Arnold wrote 
the preface to his "Essays in Criticism." 
And the boulevards are still the axis round 
whose polished surface spins the bright 
Parisian world. The Engli!Sh ancestral 
domains, and the French royal parks, are 
still, in spite of J\Ir. Lloyd George and of 
the French Radicals, inhabited and fre- 
quented by men and women who are 
thinking and feeling in the same British 
or Gallic fashion in which they felt and 
thought a quarter of a century ago, In 
the Cnited States, on the contrary, so 
numerous have been the changes within the 
period reaching from 1890 to 1910 that 
they have cumulatively resulted in differ- 
entiating the America of to-day from the 
America of the earlier date by a real and 
impressive alteration in quality and in 
kind. Not merely the surfaces of things 
have changed: the mental and the moral 
traits of the American people have seemed 
to alter. Let me hasten to add that this 
latter change appears to me to be an illu- 
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sion. The American of to-day, who was 
"in being" in the America of twenty years 
ago, is only developing, with astounding 
rapidity, and in an unexpected variety of 
ways, the traditional ,.\merican character- 
istics. But when the foreigner, fresh come 
to the New ".orld, or the exile who returns 
to it after a long lapse of time, is suddenly 
confronted with the bewildering bulk of 
these transformations, both superficial and 
moral, he is bound to contemplate the 
spectacle with wonder. 
I personally have just had the strange 
good fortune, since I had not myself beheld 
from day to day the transformations of New 
York, of coming to the great city as I might 
have visited for the first time Tokyo or 
Hanoi. That circuses were wont to pitch 
their tents in an unpaved open space 
known to-day as Herald Square is an his- 
torical fact which I learned with the same 
emotion as might be felt by an American 
who, on entering to-day the Quai d'Orsay 
station in Paris, should be told that only 
fifteen years ago that site was occupied 
by a blackened ruin enclosing within its 
charred walls a jungle of trees and plants, 
,vhich had sprung up within twenty years 
as a result of the savagery of the Commune. 
Sensations of this kind have their fresh- 
ness, and for the victim, at all events, their 
entertainment and instruction. 


I 


SEEN from the slippery ledges of the 
primeval rock at the northern end of Cen- 
tral Park, the Obelisk of Luxor behind the 
Metropolitan J\luseum dwindles to the 
dimensions of a mere line on an Egyptian 
sun-dial. The effect is of an amusing sym- 
bolism. The sister monolith, in the Place 
de la Concorde in Paris, looms in harmoni- 
ous proportion, midway down the vista 
extending from the Church of the J\lade- 
leine to the front of the Palais Bourbon, 
beyond which hangs the golden dome of 
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Napoleon's tomb; and even amid monu- 
ments like these it stands with undimin- 
ished value, affirming the grandeur of a 
vanished civilization, 
The fate of the Luxor obelisk in aNew 
York landscape is a significant fact of the 
new characteristic achievement of demi- 
urgic city-building on the American con- 
tinent. The obelisk is dwarfed out of 
recognition in the larger harmonies, the 
more grandiose perspectives, of New York 
architecture. But the interesting thing is 
this: the point to which it has sunk is its 
proper place. This is true whether it be 
viewed from the angle of the comparative 
social and economic complexities and 
promises of Egyptian and American civili- 
zation, or whether it be contemplated from 
the simpler point of view of the comparative 
æsthetic beauty of the monolith itself and 
of the gigantic monuments that figure in 
the N ew York sky-line, The existence of 
that sky-line has been denied, but it exists 
nevertheless, and if it be unrecognized, it is 
only because it is forever shifting, There 
are moments before sunrise and after sun- 
set when the New Yerk buildings, as one 
looks southward, or while one tells the city 
towers from the deck of a steamer sailing 
out of the Hudson into the East River, 
blend together in dun feudal, or Dan- 
tesquely violet, masses, until the shapes and 
lines take on the semblance of a vaster, un- 
dreamed-of Carcassonne, or of a Satanic 
conception hatched amid the fumes of 
opium in some hall of Eblis. At no time 
in the evolution of urban architecture have 
the monuments of a great city been sus- 
ceptible of assuming transformations of 
so wide a range, or of so subtly varied an 
æsthetic potentiality. Vianden and Bassae 
by moonlight or in a mist are only en- 
hanced Bassaes and Viandens still. The 
range of possible effects presented by the 
high machicolated surface of New York, 
according as it be observed under the thin 
hard atmosphere of the full American day- 
light, or when wrapped in the altering 
shades of evening, reaches from the limits 
of the colossal real, to those of the rarest 
dreams of fantasy. Long contact with the 
changing aspects of this sky-line grafts on 
the first sensation of awe a poetic mood 
of admiration. The spectator is prepared 
then to behold all these edifices, which, at 
certain moments and in certain lights, are 
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veritable cloud-capped towers and gorgeous 
palaces, dissolve as in a dream. And it is 
one of the regrets-and a part of the poig- 
nant melancholy-with which I have found 
myself gazing often southward, over the 
roofs of the town of but a generation ago, 
upon the New York of the twentieth cen- 
tury, that the impression of evanescence 
and of fantasy, which is so characteristic, 
corresponds to the absolute reality of the 
facts: N ew York is changing while you 
gaze, The steel frame is lifted almost with 
the speed with which a spider spins its 
web. The sky-line shifts, the vistas alter, 
or are blocked; and this or that group of 
buildings, to which the eye was wont to 
turn with the memory of rare sensations, is 
massed up in new agglomerations which 
produce no longer the old effect. 
A philosopher in æsthetics, a realist like 
Aristotle, for instance, accustomed-prag- 
mati cally-to draw general conclusions 
from carefully accumulated facts, and chary 
of forcing facts to conform to the fine-spun 
logic of a metaphysical reverie, might have 
foretold, when the Tower Building rose in 
1889 in lower Broadway-the first steel 
framework edifice in N ew York-that the 
monster was big with new forms of beauty. 
The "sky-scraper" is as natural and as in- 
evitable a product of the human effort to 
adapt itself to the provisional environment, 
it is as logical a consequence of the interplay 
of the social, geographic, and economic con- 
ditions of civilization on l\Ianhattan Island 
-and even now in other characteristic cen- 
tres of American life-as was its early model 
at Lyons, where the houses, constructed on 
a tongue of land hemmed in between the 
Saône and the Rhone, reach heights for the 
most part unknown in Paris; as was the 
Roman amphitheatre, rising from the broad 
expanse of flat meadow-lands, or the Greco- 
Roman theatre, imbedded in a side-hill, with 
the convex of its tiers of seats backed against 
the afternoon sun. No other form of archi- 
tectural expression was so beautifully suited 
at once to the topography of the spot and to 
the social purposes of the structure. And 
one of the happier consequences of the com- 
bination of the steel framework and of the 
elevator, is that N ew York to-day among 
the great cities is the only one where you 
can see th e stars. 
The insolence of its Shinar towers is a 
constant affront to the gods. But the ideal- 
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ism of American life-for idealism is, to 
my mind, the most characteristic note of 
the American character-is expressed in 
these structures as completely as is the 
practical energy of this people, whose pre- 
occupation with a certain class of fact, 
whose inevitahle interest in the tangible or 
\'Îsible thing. has so often led the foreigner 
to describe them as "material." It is a 
spectacle as disconcerting as it is exhilarat- 
ing to behold a ,,'hole nation rushing in 
where angels fear to tread. The ignoring 
of obstacles, the shattering of conventions, 
the faith in individual action, the callous 
neglect of all those inhibitions which arrest 
wild impulse, these are traits of character 
which no one but an Athenian of the fourth 
century, an Italian of the Renaissance-or 
a man of their temperament-would have 
understood. And I admit that this Ameri- 
can people, who tend to do e,'erything which 
it occurs to them to do, forget that not-do- 
ing is as much doing as doing. Refraining 
from doing, however, is, after all, as a prin- 
ciple of conduct, a risky rule, since the habit 
is thereby adopted, with a perilous ease, of 
doing less than one had really meant to do. 


II 


THE recent electoral period, which I ,vas 
able to witness at my ease from the first of 
October to the end of ;\m"ember, must have 
brought to the surface, even for a less de- 
tached observer than accidentallv I was 
free to be, cumulati,"e illustratiOl{, and in 
fact definiti,"e proof, of what I have just 
been sa}ing as to the disconcerting blend 
of idealism and of practical sense in the 
American people. 
I had been back to the L"nited States but 
three times in twenty years, and before 
lea,"ing in 1888 I had lived simply the ideal- 
istic life of religious and bookish New Eng- 
land, From a K ew England village I had 
passed to Andover Hill, and thence to the 
Han"ard of a quarter of a century ago. 
Before Andover I knew the prehistoric 
simple life of the Kew England village, 
with its town-meeting, its :l\Ioody and 
Sankey revivals, its spelling-bees, its sleigh- 
rides. I knew a certain swimming-pool in 
the Quaboag, and I had camped of a 
summer at Lake George; but I was more 
at home on the shores of the Lake of Gali- 
lee, and I could draw a better map of the 


Acropolis of Athens than of the shore-line 
from Chesapeake Bay to the mouth of the 
St. Lawrence. \\"ashington seemed as 
remote to me as Paris or London. Then 
came, for the boys of my generation who 
went to school and college, seven years 
of the sheerest idealistic instruction, every 
influence in which tended to uproot us, 
as young Americans
 from the society in 
which we were born. Rare were the special 
items, in the programme of our school and 
college work, which were adapted to pre- 
pare us for success in American life. Save 
for the periodic commotion caused by a 
presidential election, nothing happened du- 
ring my entire American existence, up to 
the moment of my accidental settlement in 
Europe, which could throw any light on the 
changes which were taking place in Ameri- 
can life. The generation of my elders had 
just terminated a four years' civil war, and 
they believed that they had settled for all 
time the destinies of the _\merican people. 
I grew up in the sublime faith that the 
United States had already proved its raison 
d'être, and that nothing eyer again could 
occur to arrest the triumphal advance of 
American democracy. Our superiority 
among the nations was so candidly and 
universally taken for granted, that we saw 
no danger lurking in the changes-the vast 
economic revolution-which were proceed- 
ing before our eyes, but which, indeed, we 
hardly noticed, so subtly did they begin, 
and so absorbed were we boys-else'iJ..'lzere- 
by our studies. 
I returned to the Gnited States in Oc- 
tober, 1910, and I found the changes that 
had occurred during my absence to be so 
prodigious in quantity, and so varied in 
kind, that I might have fancied myself 
to ha'"e been dropped from an aeroplane 
into a new world, if I had not instantly 
detected, amid the cacophonous unrest of 
American life, the surviving leaven of the 
old-time spirit, the one clear note which 
was familiar. The founders of American 
society were idealistic even unto mysticism, 
but they were practical and hard-headed 
even unto sharpness, "cuteness," and can- 
niness.' Dr. Henry van Dyke, in his ex- 
cellent lectures on" The Spirit of America," 
affirms what my most recent observation 
confirms, that the blended strains of blood 
which made the American people in the be- 
ginning "are still the dominant factors in 
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the American people of to-day." And the 
intellectual and spiritual heredity has been 
communicated to millions of immigrants 
from all parts of the world. Throughout 
the electoral period of October and No- 
vember, 1910, the spectacle was one which 
resembled nothing which has ever taken 
place elsewhere on so vast a scale. For an 
American who had lived for twenty years 
in foreign countries, it was rich in revela- 
tion as to the existence, after all, of a na- 
tional spirit, capable of ultimately com- 
pleting the work of unification, which even 
the Civil \Yar, supplemented by the vast 
material co-ordinating forces of our time- 
railways, electricity, the printing-press- 
have not yet sufficed to achieve. 
A genuine passion for reform; a desire- 
oh, sometimes a very exorbitant and fa- 
natical desire-to make social relations and 
civic ideals square with a crude notion of 
justice and fair play; a recognition of the 
fact that the old confidence in the inevitable 
success and the obvious superiority of the 
American democracy was stupid and child- 
ish, and must give way before a systematic 
endeavor to work out a social ideal on a 
rational basis; the rejection of the former 
insolent attitude of laisser-aller, of devil-we- 
care fatuousness, for the adoption of strenu- 
ous and methodical tactics aiming at the 
organization of a really democratic exist- 
ence, in which the useful impetus of char- 
acteristic American individualism, or the 
sacrosanct principle of state rights, would 
be curbed only in so far as individualism 
and state autonomy injured the interests 
of the vast community at large-all these 
signs of an a\vakened national spirit, these 
preoccupations of practical reform which 
had moralized politics, and \vhich were 
peculiar to no political party, but which 
were as much the key-note of the speeches 
of the Democratic candidate for governor 
of New Jersey as they were the \var-cry of 
the Nimrod of the Republican party, be- 
spoke a transformation in American con- 
ditions which, I repeat, would have made 
me feel that I was an exile in a foreign land, 
if I had not recognized in the ubiquity of 
this resolution to put the American house 
in order only a newer and more potent 
phase of the earlier high-minded sense of 
obligation to subordinate life to a moral 
ideal. The period of what the Canadians 
of the west call" making good," is ended, 
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and the 
-\merican population is now devel- 
oping a critical spirit as to the quality of 
the results of their civilization. It is taking 
to politics with a "strenuousness" that has 
an ethical fervor. The legitimacy or ille- 
gitimacy of the triumphs of a rampant in- 
dividualism-the literally imperial achieve- 
ments of the unmolested money-getters 
who have built the railways and founded 
the corporations of the Cnited States; the 
problems of national economic conserva- 
tion; the present position and the future of 
American women; the moral aspects of 
tariff bills or of banking legislation: such 
subjects as these are the recurrent themes 
in all of the great popular magazines and 
reviews which are read by hundreds of 
thousands of American citizens and gibber- 
ing candidates for American citizenship. 
This last fact is in itself extraordinarily 
impressive. 
I shall not soon forget a talk I had one 
afternoon with an editor of one of the most 
successful of the American reviews. \Ye 
had been lunching at one of the Fifth 
A venue hotels, and we came out late into 
Central Park, where we lingered until 
sunset discussing problems of American 
life. In the calm of that beautiful garden, 
surrounded by palaces, while the beacon- 
ligh ts of the grea t city leaped forth suc- 
cessively from its southern towers, this 
typical American editor spoke to me, in a 
spirit of what the world is now free to call 
Tolstoic idealism, of the high purpose that 
animated him and his fellows. He spoke 
of their sense of responsibility as the pur- 
yeyors of right ideas to the vast avid 
_-\merican democracy. He was filled with 
an exultant pride at the thought that he 
was helping to mould the American man 
and the .American woman, Then his voice 
fell, and he expressed to me his dismay. 
He was playing, blindly, he admitted, but, 
according to his lights, and up to the limit 
of its possibilities, a considerable rôle in 
the piece so superbly staged by the Zeit- 
Geist on American soil, a play of which no 
man knew the end, any more than the 
crowd of those who, in the streets of Rome, 
welcomed Cæsar back from the Cevennes, 
knew the end of the ci\'ilization of which 
they were the heirs, and in \vhose promise 
they believed, 
The sense of a moral purpose expressed 
in my companion's talk-although from 
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my European outlook I had looked upon 
him and his fellows mainly as American 
business-men, who were exploiting the 
public taste without other aim than money- 
getting-was a fact which classed itself 
immediately with the general impression 
left by the whole spectacle of American life. 
It was one with the cases of advertised 
philanthropy on the part of the plutocrats, 
one with the titles of the books published 
by the presidents of the colleges, one with 
the inspiration of the sermons in the 
churches, and one with the texture of the 
various planks in the political platforms. 
I gathered the impression that save for the 
cult of sport-and, after all, why had I to 
exclude this Hellenic passion from the 
category of moral impulses ?-no activity 
is any longer conceivable in America ex- 
cept in relation to the whole problem of the 
national interest and of national improve- 
ment. Heedless individualism inspired by 
the merely selfish instinct of getting rich, 
or of being a success without thought of 
one's neighbor, is no longer American, 
The theory of "equal rights" has been 
tried and has been found wanting. The 
tradition of that persistent Jeffersonian 
principle is being hopelessly demolished by 
the lessons which Americans of the last 
generation have drawn from their political 
and economic experience. Everything that 
I saw, everything that I read, everything 
that I learned in America led me to believe 
that American society is already becoming 
what Mr. Croly, in his remarkable book, 
"The Promise of American Life," declares 
that it must become, short of utter failure. 
It is becoming a democracy of selected in- 
dividuals, who are obliged constantly to 
justify their selection. It is no longer, as 
_Matthew Arnold called it, the home of das 
Gemeine. Its members are becoming united 
in a sense of joint responsibility for the 
success of their political and social ideal. 


III 


A BossuET, rhetorically falsifying history 
in conformity with an a priori principle of 
pre-established harmony, might be tempted 
grandiloquently to recall that the north and 
south axis of the planet is that of the three 
great commercial and ethnic highways of 
world-civilization: the Nile valley, the val- 
ley of the Rhone, and 1\fanhattan Island, 


and to find a "providential" fitness in the 
fact that a self-conscious people, with a 
common political and social ideal, should 
be developed round each of these highways. 
But he would roll out anathema at one of 
the most characteristic aspects of American 
life, the universal interest in sport, the 
passion for play, Autumn in America to- 
day is, indeed, a season in which men and 
women of all ages, and not merely the 
youth who are donning the toga virilis 
and their beautiful partners, fleet the time 
strenuously as in a golden world, I was 
one of the wonderful crowd who assembled, 
in four different amphitheatres, round the 
foot-ball field, from Andover Hill by way 
of New Haven and Cambridge to 'Yest 
Point, to witness our young barbarians all 
at play. It was an imperial spectacle, and 
I had the sensations of a patrician. In my 
time at Harvard the great American pub- 
lic recked little of the fate of a university 
team when pitted against its rival. In 
America to-day the entire community par- 
ticipates in the tense curiosity with which the 
college graduates hasten, with the American 
women, to the tournament fields to see the 
youth-who are more like gladiators than 
like knights - do battle; and the news- 
papers of the continent, in the small as 
in the great towns, devote as much space 
to the games as they do to home politics, 
and infinitely more, to our shame be it said, 
than they do to foreign affairs, On the 
night after the collision between Harvard 
and Yale at New Haven, whence I had 
returned to N ew York by one of the thirty- 
seven special trains which had splendidly 
covered the distance on regulation time-a 
fact, in itself, of characteristic significance 
for a man accustomed to the mismanage- 
ment of certain European railways by the 
state-I found a letter from a friend who, 
addressing me from a small N e\v England 
industrial centre, said: " You are at this 
very hour on the Field at New Haven 
watching the Foot-ball Game. I put it in 
capital letters for it seems to carry every- 
thing else before it. I went to the gas 
company's office to-day, and I found that 
all the clerks were sporting the colors of the 
two colleges, The crimson seemed to pre- 
dominate, but many were wearing the blue. 
The shops are flying their flags. An in- 
auguration of a president could not excite 
one-tenth of the enthusiasm." 



An1erica Revisited 


It is necessary to have been able to con- 
firm the truth of this statement with one's 
own eyes, not to suppose it to be cheap 
exaggeration. That thirty thousand or 
forty thousand people, among those who 
are doing all the serious things in the so- 
ciety of their time, should scramble for the 
privilege of watching a foot-ball game, that 
the fifty thousand others who are excluded 
from the privilege, more or less by chance, 
should envy them their good fortune, and 
that hundreds of thousands of others should 
be waiting at nightfall at the ends of the 
telegraph wires and in front of the bulletins 
posted up by the newspapers, to learn the 
result of a battle lasting ninety minutes, 
this is a fact which Europe could not under- 
stand. It is a fact of a Pindaric quality, 
and one which throws a beautiful light on 
the growth of the hero-cult in the -civiliza- 
tion of Greece. America has not yet a na- 
tional poet like Pindar, capable of cele- 
brating the glory of a Boston, or a Duluth, 
or aNew York, or a Richmond, or a 
Chicago boy in verses to the glory of these 
several cities, but it already has the pretext 
and the incentive for a Pindar; and when 
such a writer is born he will say in English, 
as his predecessor said in Greek, "Best of 
physicians for a man's accomplished toil 
is festive joy." 
At Lenox, where the rich families of 
ew 
York have created vast domains around 
their country houses, exactly as the rich 
Roman and Gallo-Roman colonists of the 
Burgundian highlands, by natural capillary 
advance up the Rhone valley, built in a 
wilderness villas crammed with the art 
treasures of Greece or of the home-country; 
on Long Island, on the Connecticut slopes, 
in the hinterland of the Boston suburbs, or 
at :Morristown, in New Jersey, where, in an 
atmosphere of admirable history, and in a 
region of beautiful hills and poetic waters, 
still other favorites of American fortune 
have organized a life warm with a rich com- 
fort which only England's aristocracy had 
anticipated, the impression left upon the 
visitor is of another kind. It is distinctly 
that which Signor Ferrero, the historian 
of Rome, has chronicled in his notes on 
American society, and which he was bound 
to chronicle. The immense extension of 
the class which possesses the money to buy 
leisure, and enough money to buy leisure to 
be wise-even if all of them be not yet wise 
enough to buy that kind of leisure-is a new 
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fact which illustrates once more how useful 
the economic key may be in order to pene- 
trate the problems set by history. .\nd 
these citizens who can now afford to play, 
are being imitated by the entire people, all 
of whom are" making money," or who are 
somehow enjoying the mysterious privilege 
of economic credi t. 
A quarter of a century ago most Ameri- 
cans doubted whether they had a right to 
play. None thought it "moral" to play 
long, This feeling was part and parcel 
of the emotion with which they clung to 
the validity of the then universally dis- 
seminated eleventh commandment: Thou 
shalt not like. Of that commandment not 
a shred remains. The Americans have is- 
sued forth from the dank Puritanism of 
their old-time places of worship and of 
study. They have come out into the open. 
They have striven to treat their moral 
rheumatism by a bath of sunlight. They 
are marching to the step of an imperial 
movement, and they are rapidly substitut- 
ing for the old precepts a moral philosophy 
as realistic, as "pragmatic," as that which 
was born in the Greek palæstra, and which 
a little effort of mysticism might easily en- 
hance-and no doubt will-with all the 
virtues of the famous kalokagatlz,os. At 
present America has only reached the stage 
of calisthenics. \\ïth their emancipation 
from the book the Americans are-alas- 
recklessly shattering the language, invent- 
ing new idioms, sharpening certain words 
or destroying others; but they are, mean- 
while, evolving in the open a physical type 
of man and woman which has already con- 
siderably altered the appearance of the 
race. The sons and daughters of my for- 
mer comrades at Andover and Harvard 
have an average height from two to three 
inches taller than that of their fathers and 
mothers, and the faces and stature of the 
young women, as I beheld them assembled 
in thousands at the games, are those of a 
new physiological type, for which eugenics 
may have much to do, but which, as l\fr. 
Gibson has so admirably seen, is being de- 
termined by moral rather than by physical 
causes. 
"I haven't really created a distinctive 
type," 1Ir, Gibson said recently; "the na- 
tion made the type. \\That Zangwill calls 
'The :\Ielting-Pot of Races' has resulted in 
a certain character; why should it not also 
ha ve turned out a certain type of face? If 
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I ha,-e done anything, it has been to put on 
paper some fair examples of that type with 
very great, with minute, care. I saw the 
girl of that type in the streets, at the theatres, 
I saw her in the churches, I saw her every- 
where and doing everything. I saw her 
idling on Fifth A venue, and at work behind 
the counters of the stores. From hundreds, 
thousands, tens of thousands, I formed my 
ideal. And there is really, I believe, a 
reason why the woman of America has 
reached a higher type of beauty, just as she 
has undoubtedly reached a higher mental 
plane, than any other woman in the world. 
In American pictures ,voman has been no- 
table because the artist has approached and 
treated her with an innate respect-with 
gallantry, if you care to use the term; but 
with no more than she deserves. American 
men pay homage to their women, actual 
homage. That is true and to their credit, 
but, sadly enough, makes them distinctive. 
The idea of the old-time European artist, 
and of many new-time artists on the other 
side, is that women can be just two things- 
mere toys or mere machines. The Eng- 
lishman and the American-more notably, 
of course, the American-see that they are 
the biggest and best part of life, and treat 
them },-ith regard and wonder. It is this 
appreciation that has helped our art more 
than any other one thing has. The men 
who harness women up with dogs will not 
advance much in their art; the men who 
place them ,,,,here they rightfully belong 
will really progress." 
Dr. van Dyke, in the book already cited, 
denies the truth of the contention that any 
general and fundamental change has taken 
place in the human type in America. But 
that very trait of Americans, the expres- 
sions of which he analyzes so suggesth-ely, 
their spirit of self-reliance-the character- 
istic which Professor J\Iünsterberg calls 
the" spirit of self-direction "-has, accord- 
ing to my own observation, given to the 
male and female American face a look 
which distinguishes it from the expression 
of the British, French, or German face, and 
which climatic or other external causes 
would not have sufficed to induce. The 
British, Dutch, or Irish animal, lW11W, trans- 
planted to America, might, perhaps, have 
become what <.!uatrefages declared he was 
becoming, a species of man resembling the 
Korth .--\merican Indian, if it had not been 
for the play of moral and economic factors 


which have saved him from that degen- 
eracy. A new male and female beauty is 
being developed in America, and as I gazed 
on the types of men and women whom I saw 
at the rniversity games, I was being pre- 
pared to agree with the artist whom I have 
quoted, 


IV 


IT is just because these handsomer and 
healthier .\mericans of the present gener- 
ation whom I saw at the games are the 
descendants of men and women who had 
a peculiar endowment of energy, and a 
special training that was productive of real 
will-power; it is, in a word, just because 
they have been able to preserve their 
"forms of thouglLt," that they have been 
able to expand with such abounding elas- 
ticity, and such a steady, and often insolent, 
optimism, within the vast limits of their 
continent, and that, furthermore, now that 
those limits have been reached, they have 
been able to develop the sanely sceptical 
attitude as regards the quality of their 
achievements, and the unflinching resolve 
to justify their belief in themselves, which 
are bound to strike any observer as char- 
acteristic of American society to-day. The 
horizon of a religious mind is not confined 
within the meridians traced on the sur- 
face of the earth. For many generations 
the Americans were profoundly religious, 
and their perspectives reached outward into 
spaces the reality of which was as character- 
istic as their remoteness. The Americans 
of to-day are less religious, notwithstand- 
ing the evidence afforded by the statistics 
of church-membership, But the habit that 
they have acquired of taking the idealis- 
tic, mystical, religious, far-view of human 
actions, their utter failure to comprehend 
the narrow terre-à-terre point of view, re- 
mains with them as a "form" of thought, 
which has been singularly and happily ad- 
justed to the purely geographical conditions 
of their national expansion. And that par- 
ticular "form" of thought is still the ample 
frame within which the American conscious- 
ness works and has its being. A n energy 
and a will to organize A merican society on 
a national basis is now being manifested in 
a sp-irit hostile to some of the most sacred 
political and social traditions of tlle people 
of the independent States. This is the im- 
pressive implication of the whole wondrous 
spectacle of modern America. 
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T HE gardens of Louis XlY, the Gallic 
Apollo, will always hold an imperish- 
able charm, a complexity of a}Jpeal, 
quite apart from the history that may there 
he studied with unusual facilities by the 
scholar, and the works of art that the true 
amateur must cherish. X ot that these are 
by any means small factors in the ,'ery qual- 
ity of which I speak, but they are only a 
part, some of the subtle essences that go to 
the making of the ultimate perfume which 
to-day, in the gardens of the Bourbons, 
ra YÎshes the soul. 
It is true, that many of the ancient glo- 
ries of the gardens are as dead as the glo- 
ries of Kineveh. X 0 longer does the grotto 
of Thetis exist, the grotto of a thousand 
echoes, where a multitude of mirrors re- 
VOL. XLIX.--6] 


peated in broken flashes the loveliness of 
women and falling waters, giving an effect 
of beauty powdered into diamond brilliants 
and held in the hand. The incomparable 
labyrinth of Le 
ôtre is destroyed, and 
much has fallen into a decay that is a re- 
proach to France. Perspectives have been 
lost by the improper planting of trees, and 
many a green grass caq }et is missing to gi \"e 
the required approach and prestige to a 
sculptured group, whose tine marble, bitten 
with the acids of the air, is left to crumlJle. 
rpon all that has gone one may dwell in 
contemplative regret and in anger at the 
hand of the iconoclast, yet to the 100'er of 
deeper values there remains all that the 
heart most desires; possihly the very rav- 
ages of time and the violence of men give 
665 
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an added precious touch treasured by the 
dreamer of dreams, even as one looks at an 
old and Im"ely face over which life's griefs 
and errors ha'"e passed, and tìnds its appeal 
deep and gripping to the heart. 
The story whose ending is so tragic- 
sweet begins as with a breath from the '"ery 
youth of the world, t1a,"ored with the tang 

f knightly journeyings and the sound of 
the huntsman's horn in the depths of the 
forest; all that colorful old-world life in a 
land full of sunshine and flowers is flung 
like some gorgeous decoration across the 
'"ears that hold the e,"olution of Yersailles. 
There we first see the beautiful boy ,vho is 
to become king of France riding through 
the valley of :\,pril blossoms with his hunts- 
men and his dogs, to spend the night of a 
long day's sport at his father's miniature 
château near \"ersailles. The lad's mas- 
ter imagination, stimulated by the day's 
beauty, conceived then and there the idea 
of a domain convertible at his will into 
a setting for every phase of senses and 
soul. 
Thirteen years later came Louise de la 
\- allière, in the zenith of her youth and love, 
to look upon this dream in which she was 
destined awhile to walk. The chÚteau ,,"as 
still that of Louis XIII, but the gardens 
were the world's new wonder, to be bap- 
tised with a shower of fêtes unparalleled, 
that young Louis might show honor to the 
adored one. It was the garden's true 
a potheosis, inspired by young ardor and 
young love, a glory of gods and ancient 
tales and the delicate ministrations of the 
tìne art
.. 
Then the palace of Alcina the Enchant- 
ress arose to the music of Lulli and \"anished 
in blazing whirlwinds, and the gods of 
(;reece and the heroes of Ariosto passed by 
in jewelled bands of light and color against 
the heavy velvet patterns of the verdure. 
Then :\Iolière first presented his immortal 
"Tartuffe," and beneath the druidical 
oaks, all dripping with mistletoe, mas- 
queraded as Pan, god of unheeded warn- 
ing. And through night airs heavy with 
mystery poured fIery multi-colored rains 
from earth to heaven, blossoming into 
fabulous flowers on the burnished waters of 
lagoons, while the hunting-horns evoked 
from secret allées, sweet with box and 
locust, fantastic !lying forms which resolved 
deliciously into a ballet. 


But one and all. gods and heroes, they 
sen"ed to proclaim the coming of a divinity; 
they were the heralds of Apollo reincar- 
nated, .-\pollo whose gigantic chariot moved 
through the midst of e'"ery fête, m"erwhelm- 
ing, blinding to the eyes, the very symbol 
and image of Louis, the 
un-King. Xever 
more was this symbol to lea'"e Versailles; 
in e'"ery part of palace and gardens, even to 
the blue and gold railing of the courtyard, 
\pollo and his emblems dominate, appear- 
ing in every form, casting a glory that shall 
li'"e fore'"er. 
The reincarnation of Louis the :\fagnifi- 
cent into the pagan didnity of the sun was 
to be more than the dream of a Xero or the 
delusion of a Caligula" For he truly gave 
to his people the glories of art and the 
splendors of the sun, he tìlled his realm 
with beautiful form and sound and color; 
the gods of the old world came to sen-e his 
pleasure, not only in living pageant through 
his gardens, but in fine sculptured forms, 
on the canvases of his painters and in de- 
sign and bas-relief upon the chiselled marble 
space of palace and terrace. 
The Greek spirit of the early Renaissance, 
transforming the Gothic art, had brought 
into it a coolness and lightness of spacing 
and balance, a joy unshaken hy laughter, 
and a sadness ne'"er distorted by tears. 
Here again came the resen"ed Hellenic in- 
fluence, but in a new, warm, and ornate 
expression, sifted through this Gallic tem- 
perament like light through rich stained- 
glass windows. 
The Italian gardens of Boboli, the \'illa 
Borghese, .\ldobrandini, and some of the 
gardens of France had created and de- 
veloped a taste for the special form of 
beauty exemplified in the genius of André 
Le Nôtre, that simple and gentle gardener 
who was Apollo's right hand; but at Yer- 
sailles he had to deal with a peculiarly 
architectural problem on a gigantic scale, 
the creating of a sort of transition, as it 
were, hetween the most artificial and formal 
palace in the world and the free rusticity of 
nature. \Yith marble and bronze, with ver- 
dure and sunlight and shadow, he demon- 
strated his sense of elegant amplitude and 
balanced detail; yet, ma
ter as he was of all 
these, water was the most strikingly plastic 
medium of his art. His treatment of it as a 
decorative device is faultless, amazing in 
its daring and invention. He converts wa- 
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ters, rising, faIling, and placid, into e'"ery 
architectural and pictorial form, taking into 
con
ideration every effect on the eye and on 
the imagination; surprising, enchanting, or 
lulling the mind into quiet ecsta
ies" 
.-\0 entirely false and incomplete idea of 
the French architecture of the eighteenth 
century will be had if the rôle played by 
water is forgotten, and surely its emotional 
effect upon the people must ha'"e been 
marked. Leaping waters seen afar through 
dark vistas, water rushing down flights of 
rose marhle steps or dripping O\"er rustic 
cascades, while Lulli's musicians played 
quadrilles and passe-pieds for the dance of 
the king and his court on the grassy Hoor 
of an open-air ball-room; waters forming 
swaying archways of crystal under which 
one might walk, or stretching in strips of 
molten gùlJ off into perspecti,"es that van- 
ished like whispers on the air, the perspec- 
tives that \ratteau so enchantingly opens 
to the eves of those who care for wha t he 
has to gh"e-how must all this have cast a 
spell O\Ter the souls of the men and women 
in the wizard's garden! To-day we feel it 
seize and grip the imagination when the 
fountains are set free, and in the sunlight, 
or moonlight, or the fireworks of a fête, the 
waters take a myriad shapes and meanings; 
or in quieter mood, in the silent darkness 
of some bosquet, beneath the statue of a 
smiling god, we sit and listen to the water 
dropping, dropping into a deep metal basin, 
reverberating, monotonous, like the heart 
of some bronze bell beating in a dream. 
These gardens of Apollo are quite in- 
separable from their p
ople; they left there 
in ways diverse and subtle the impress of 
their thoughts and actions during the whole 
pcriod that saw their apogee and their de- 
cline, thcir glamour and their errors. The 
peculiarity of thcir attitude never fails to 
fascinate and to appall because of a point 
of view quite fictitious in ,Talue, but which 
they came by apparently through the natu- 
ral introspection of culti,"ated minds, cou- 
pled with a lack of that kind of sincere 
activity which men deem serious and of 
consequence. The men and women of the 
fading aristocracy of France had come, 
through the many destructÏ\"e forces at 
vmrk upon them, to lose their sense of life's 
true hut arbitrary values, arbitrary and 
necessary e,Ten as the comTentions of an art. 
The unreality of their life stitled their pur- 


pose and undermined their earnestness; 
the act became as nothing "provided the 
gesture was beautiful"; Death stood over 
them day and night until they could face 
him with a bra '"ery seeming almost an 
indifference, and life became a dream- 
pageant passing by to a funeral march of 
court ouadrilles" 
\Ye 
ee it all in their faces, those lords 
and ladies who look at us from the can- 
vases of \Yatteau, La Tour, Yan Loo, 

Iignard, or Le Brun-all faultlessly at- 
tired, all delicately fatigued and eternally 
saddened. 
A sense of futility--of life's ephemeral 
quality--of the short ddY of pleasure and 
the heart's slow crepuscule, ga,'e them their 
smile so cynically sweet, so pathetically 
Im'ely, the smile of Pierrot beneath the 
stars, the Greek masks of comedy and 
tragedy blended in one, the weeping brow 
and the laughing lip, the heart that bled 
and the hand that shimmered white in 
ecstatic apostrophe to the moon. 
It is difficult to deal with them ethically, 
they seem to bear so slight a relation to the 
claims of the soul; they are to us as figures 
of some illusory pattern, quite abstract, 
like music heard far away in the night. 
Symons's ,Terse comes to one's memory: 


"For us the roses are scarce sweet 
And scarcely swift the flying feet 
"'here masque to masque the moments call: 
All has been ours that we desired, 
And now we are a little tired, 
Of the eternal carnival." 


Personal grief and political bitterness, 
the ine\"Ïtable anxieties of the heart in a 
society so complicated and so corrupt, and 
finally the terror that crept slowÌy in as 
each day one more desperate white face 
peered ominously through the gilded gates, 
all this suffering is memorable and is writ- 
ten in many a memoir, document, and letter. 
Yet to us who look back these shadows have, 
in a certain oblique \"Ïew of it all, the curi- 
ous effect of throwing into high relief the 
fantastic rituals of the worship of beauty in 
a new and capti,"ating form" 
So perfectly fitted were these palaces and 
gardens to the moods of men that to-day, 
by an inverse process, their various char- 
acteristics do actually evoke the ancient 
attitude, the far-off fa
cy. All those exter- 
nal influences that helped to mould and 
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fashion the eÀotic personages of Yersailles 
come again and again to impress us with 
peculiar definiteness. 
\\ïthout their frames and setting these 
remarkable men and women lose half their 
,-alue, and appear monstrous or frivolous 
to a degree that is in truth a real misunder- 
standing. 
Their great-little domain with its iso- 
lateò code of manners and morals, its cus- 
toms and traditions, must be Ih"ed in awhile 
until one is familiar with it, even as one 
studies some very remote habitation of 
men. And, if we do this we begin to un- 
derstand; we feel the sense of utter and 
crud ahsolutism that filled the minds of the 
prince
 in this apotheosis of magnificence, 
and the bitterness of such serpentine nat- 
ures as Thlaurepas, d' Argenson, or ilIau- 
peou, chafing in the midst of a galling per- 
fection where the vicious desires of their 
hearts might yet be fulfilled if the wisdom 
of the serpent did not fail them. 
Again, sweet and sure, in the garden of 
the Petit Trianon before the Temple of 
Lm'e, or in the dark bosquets sheltering 
some classic moon-white form, comes 110at- 
ing back to us the essence of such childlike 
exquisite nature as is typified by the Queen 
:\Iarie Antoinette, who, like so many others 
about her of similar sensitiveness, was a 
logical product of this milieu of beauty 
working upon the mind of the high-bred 
and delicately cultivated. She is one of 
those whom the great garden reincarnates 
as its own sweet child, and no appeal can 
be purer or more delicious. 4\nd one and 
all, these spirits, who are summoned so in- 
eYitably to repeople the garden that was 
and ever will be theirs, bring their own 
stories of eighteenth century romance and 
tragedy, set to the music of viols and hunt- 
ing-horns and the drip of water. }>itifully, 
like the shades appearing to Ulysses, they 
speak to us across the Revolution's river of 
blood. 
It was characteristic of the century that 
two women, the 
Iarquise de Pompadour 
and the Comtesse du Barry, should appear 
as the emissaries of destiny, sent to bring 
about the fall of the kings and the rise of 
the people, and that a king's garden should 
be their setting. 
It is summer time, and the day is a-glit- 
ter; the ivory palace lies like a delicate 
carven toy on a green jade table. The 


mirrors of the long lagoons are burnished 
and the tree-tops meet over the allées in 
points of pale green Harne. Beneath them, 
along the dark strips of veh-et verdure 
comes a woman who is the tinal seal to the 
beauty of the day and the garden, like the 
jewel on a Im"ely hand. the Hower on a per- 
fect breast. 
See the fine lines of that face whose mas- 
terfulness nature could not hide with a 
woman's delicate modelling; see how ut- 
terly her Howered gown and all her rare 
attire is a part of herself and her setting; 
here is the spirit in rlesh of all that artistic 
sense for detail in its relation to bold effects 
which France had felt and fostered through 
the ages. :\Iasterfulness and taste-there 
is the 1Iarquise de Pompadour. 
In these ancient ga-rdens we do not think 
of her as diplomat, student, and politician, 
nor do her shortcomings and errors offend. 
Her appeal is as the' supreme artist and 
patron of artists whose memory floods with 
light the Versailles of France's fascinating 
decadence, the woman who created Sèvres 
and Bellevue and the little blue and sih-er 
playhouse of Versailles, who fostered the 
talent of Boucher and cut it to the very 
measure of her tastes, so that from his 
brush came at her bidding a rosy world of 
mischievous nudities and riotous summer 
gardens, and all those light clouds and 
wreaths and ribbons that seemed unfurled 
and flung from the young hand of a Per- 
sephone. 
From \Yatteau to Boucher was a long 
step. The ideal of art was still factitious, 
deliciously artificial, fitted to the people, 
but its true royal es
ence was departing. 
\Yatteau's personality had been distinctly 
classical, essentially fitting him to be 
painter-decorator at the Court of the new 
Apollo; but now prettiness, coquetry, a 
light and alluring gallantry had crept in. 
L nder the trees in a land of far-off fan- 
tasy the lovely people of Boucher live in 
an eternal idleness; their passions are as 
decorative as they are fugitive, and the 
cadence of their attitudes makes a music 
heard, as it were, by the sense of sight. 
The seduction and fall of the kings of 
France was reflected in this decadence of 
ideal in art, and under the régime of Du 
Barry the end was rcached. 
\Vhen the princes heard in the distance 
the mutterings of an awakening people 
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they very characteristically gave a carnival 
that they might forget it, and made a pretty 
woman its queen. The pageants of carni- 
val never had a figure more fitted to em- 
body its merriment and justify its excesses. 
)Ime. du Barry breathes its very spirit, its 
coarseness, its multi-colored radiance, gay 
extravagances, and vulgar license. 
'''hat is this sparkling little cortege that 
leaves \' ersailles on a pale blue morning of 
early summer, with a stamping and neigh- 
ing of horses, a jingling of silver trappings, 
and powdered lackeys flashing past in rain- 
bow lhoeries? In a miniature six-horse 
phaeton upon whose gold panels are paint- 
ed all the devices of love and youth-roses 
and doves and pierced hearts and flam- 
ing torches-sits the very prettiest piece of 
flesh and blood that came out of .the eigh- 
teenth century. 
She looks more like a lovely child than a 
woman, with those curling locks so silkily 
fine and fair that they seem like a mist 
tipped with the light of some gentle dawn. 
.\nd beneath, a forehead, still touched with 
the transparency of delicate child flesh, 
made more dazzling by the sharp line of a 
dark eyebrow and the red of a laughing 
little mouth turned up at the corners. No 
paint, no powder, no elaborate or artificial 
coiffure was there here. She scorned it in 
her young perfection and her open disdain 
of the conventions of the day. 
This is the Comtesse du Barry on her 
way to Compiègne where the king holds 
high festival, and Paris looks on with a 
laugh, a shrug, a curse, and a ribald song 
or two. It was indeed carni\Tal time, a 
carnival of witty greed and pretty cruel- 
ties, magniticent lust, and a despair that 
laughed-and waited. The confetti were 
louis d'or. Later they turned to bullets 
and the Dionvsian festival ended like the 
classic slaughter in the Bacchanals of 
Euripides. 
The palace, the gardens, all the lovely 
creations of Louis XIV were to suffer in 
the general débacle until we manoel to- 
day that anything remains. The mutila- 
tions by Louis XV, whose sick soul was 
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eased only through change, the replacing 
of charming hosquets by fragments of Eng- 
lish gardens, the seizures of fine decorative 
sculptures hy the Re\Oolutionary Conven- 
tion, all this depredation left its scars on 
the fair face of the garden. The plough 
would ha\Te passed over it all had not the 
citizens of Versailles, adorers of the beauti- 
ful even in starvation's despair, softened 
for once the heart of the Convention. The 
spoliations unroll themselves in a pano- 
rama of violence and folly, a story of in- 
tense dramatic and political coloring, in 
which every statistic is filled with tumult. 
A new fall of man had come, and the 
garden belonged no more to those who had 
loved it; yet through banishment, carnage, 
and ultimate destruction- these people of 
the great garden came into their own, It 
was death, to be sure-but they made of it 
a new and delicate art, a lesson in gentle 
manners and in the finer sympathies. Their 
decorative century offered them a finale 
in such fiery antithesis, in so complete an 
apposition to all that went before, that 
they could not fail, even amidst the feroci- 
ties of annihilation, to perceive the pictorial 
balance of it all. In the few short days 
still left them they unmasked with an ex- 
quisite grace and lived passionately, liYed 
in most instances with a new nobility. 
Then slowly over their garden came the 
silence that we find to-day, and that ever 
will be there, though the drums of the Re- 
public go beating through the gateways 
at sundown, and strange voices speak in 
many tongues in the dim allées; for there 
are certain spots on earth that belong ex- 
clusively to the immortal dead, where no 
other voices but theirs can ever ring true 
or truly animate, and no new beings ever 
really people the solitudes. 
Into such places of remote feeling and 
storied past, of which Versailles seems the 
most definite example, we are permitted to 
withdraw awhile as into a certain twilight 
of beauty, from the unavoidable insistence 
of the commonplace. Active joyousness 
will not come to us there, but a more sub- 
dued thrill, an illumined sadness. 
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Dy Thcodosia Garrison 


::\IONSEIGXEl:R plays his new gavotte- 
\Yithin her gilded chair the Queen 
Listens, her rustling maids between; 
A very tulip-garden stirred 
To hear the fluting of a bird; 
Faint sunlight through the casement falls 
On cupids painted on the walls 
At play with doves. Precisely set 
Awaits the slender-legged spinet 
Expectant of its happy lot, 
The while the player stays to twist 
The cobweb ruffles from his wrist. 
A pause, and then-(ah, murmur not) 
Monseigneur plays his new gavotte. 


Monseigneur plays his new gavotte- 
Hark, 'tis the faintest dawn of Spring, 
So still the dew-drops' whispering 
Is loud among the violets; 
Here in this garden of Pierrette's 
\Yhere Pierrot waits, ah, hasten, Sweet, 
And hear; on dainty, tripping feet 
She comes-the little, glad coquette. 
"Ah, thou, Pierrot?" "Ah, thou, Pierrette?" 
A kiss, nay there a bird wakes, then 
A silence-and they kiss again, 
"Ah, Mesdames, have you quite forgot-" 
(So laughs his music)-" Love's first kiss? 
Let this note lead you, then, and this 
Back to that fragrant garden-spot. JJ 
Monseigneur plays his new gavotte. 


:\Ionseigneur plays his new gavotte- 
Ah, hear, in that last note they go, 
The little lovers laughing so; 
Kissing their finger-tips they dance 
From out this gilded room of France, 
Adieu! Monseigneur rises now 
Ready for compliment and bow, 
Playing about his mouth the while 
Its cynical, accustomed smile, 
Protests and, hand on heart, avers 
The patience of his listeners. 
"A masterpiece! Ah, surely not." 
A gray-eyed maid of honor slips 
A long-stemmed rose across her lips 
And drops it; does he guess her thought? 
Monseigneur plays his new gavotte. 
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SQUARE 

 


BY F. IIOPI(INSON Sl\IITH 


XXI 


11 , ITH the closing in of the au- 
tumn and the coming of the 
first winter cold, the deni- 
zens of Kennedy Square 
'. 
 gave themselves ov
r to the 
sea son's entertamment::;, 
1Irs. Cheston, as was her usual custom, is- 
sued invitations for a ball-this one in honor 
of the officers who had distinguished them- 
selves in the 
Iexican 'Var. J\1ajor Clay- 
ton, Bowdoin, the 
Iurdochs, Stirlings, and 
HO\,-ards-all persons of the highest qual- 
ity-inaugurated a series of chess tourna- 
ments, the several players and those who 
came to look on, to be thereafter comforted 
with such toothsome solids as wild turkey, 
terrapin, and olio, and such delectable liq- 
uids as were stored in the cellars of their 
hosts. Old Judge Pancoast, yielding to 
the general demand, gave an oyster roast- 
his enormous kitchen being the place of all 
others for such a function. On this occa- 
sion t\\'o long wooden tables were scoured 
to an unprecedented whiteness-the young 
girls in white aprons and the young men in 
white jackets serving as waiters-and laid 
with wooden plates, and two big wooden 
bowls-one for the hot, sizzling shells just 
off their bed of hickory coals banked on the 
kitchen hearth, and the other for the empty 
ones-the fun continuing until the wee 
small hours of the morning. 
The Honorable Prim and his charming 
daughter, not to be outdone by their neigh- 
bors, cleared the front drawing-room of its 
heavy furniture, covered every inch of the 
tufted carpet with linen crash, and with old 
black Jones as fiddler and 
I. Robinette- 
a French exile-as instructor in the cutting 
of pigeon wings and the proper turning out 
of ankles and toes, opened the first of a 
series of morning soirées for the young folk 
of the neighborhood, to which were invited 
not only their mothers but their black 
mammies, as well. 

Ir. and 
Irs. Richard Horn, not hav- 
ing any blithesome daughter, nor any full 


grown son-Oli\-er being but a child of six 
-and Richard and his charming wife hav- 
ing long since given up their dancing slip- 
pers-were good enough to announce-(and 
it was astonishing what an excitement it 
raised)-that "On the 
Ionday night follow- 
ing J\Ir. Horn would read aloud to such of 
his friends as would do him the honor of 
being present, the latest Christmas story by 
:Mr. Charles Dickens, entitled' The Cricket 
on the Hearth.'" For this occasion 1\1r. 
Kennedy had loaned him his 0\\"11 copy, 
one of the earliest bound volumes, bearing 
an inscription in the great master's own 
handwriting, in \vhich he thanked the dis- 
tinguished author of "Swallow Barn" for 
the many kindnesses he had shown him 
during his visit to America, and begged his 
indulgence for his third attempt to express 
between covers the sentiment and feeling 
of the Christmas season. 
Not that this was an unusual form of 
entertainment, nor one that excited spe- 
cial comment. _\lmost every neighborhood 
had its morning (and often its evening) 
"Readings," presided over by some one 
who read well and -without fatigue-some 
sweet old maid, perhaps, who knew how to 
grow old gracefully. At these times a table 
would be rolled into the library by the def- 
erential servant of the house, on which he 
would place the dear lady's spectacles and 
a book, its ivory marker showing ,where the 
last reading had ended-it might be Pn:s- 
cott's "Ferdinand and Isabella," or Ir- 
ving's" Granada," or Thackeray's "Vanity 
Fair," or perhaps, Dickens's "l\fartin 
Chuzzlewit." 
At eleven o'clock the girls would begin to 
arrive, each one bringing her needle-work 
of some kind-worsted, or embroidery, or 
knitting-something she could manage with 
out discomfort to herself or anybody about 
her, and when the last ones were in their 
seats the same noiseless darky would tip- 
toe in and take his place hehind the oJd 
maid's chair. Then he would slip a stool 
under her absurdly small slippers and tip- 
toe out again, shutting the door behind him 
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as quietly as if he found the dear lady asleep 
-and so the reading would oegin. 
A reading by Richard, however, was al- 
ways an event, and an invitation to be pres- 
ent was never declined whether received bv 
letter or by word of mouth. . 
St. George had been looking forward ea- 
gerly to the night, and when the shadows 
began to fall in his now almost bare bed- 
room, he sent for Todd to help him dress. 
"Have you got a shirt for me, Todd?" 
II Got seben of 'em. Dey wants a li'l 
trimmin' roun' de aidges, but I reckon we 
kin make 'em do-Aunt Jemima sont 'em 
home dis mawnin'. She's been a-workin' 
on 'em, she says. Looks io me like a goat 
had a moufful outer dis yere slee\"e but I 
das:,,;ent tell 'er so. Lot 0' dem butters 
wanderin' roun' dat .ì\Iarsh market lookin' 
for sumpin to eat; lemme gib dem boots 
anudder tech." 
Todd skipped downstairs with the boots 
and St. George continued dressing; select- 
ing his best and most becoming scarf; pin- 
ning down the lapels of his buff waistcoat; 
repairing for the time being (with the scis- 
sors-since Aunt Jemima would restarch 
it) the points of his high collar; the whole 
toilet complete, a little later, when with 
Todd's assistance, he worked his arms be- 
tween the slits in the silk lining of the sleeves 
of his blue cloth, brass-buttoned coat, and 
pulled it into place across his chest. 
And he was still a well-dressed man in 
spite of the frayed edge of his collar and 
shirt ruffles and the shiny spots in his trou- 
sers and coat where the nap was worn 
smooth. 

Ioreover, no man of his age wore his 
clothes so well, no matter what their condi- 
tion; nor did any other man of his acquaint- 
ance make so debonair an appearance. 
Pawson was of that opinion to-night 
when St. George his toilet complete, joined 
him at the bottom of the stairs. Indeed he 
thought he had never seen his client look 
better-a discovery which sent a spasm of 
satisfaction through his long body, for he 
had a piece of important news to tell him, 
and had been trying all day to make up his 
mind how best to break it. 
" You look younger, 
Ir. Temple," he be- 
gan-" and if you will allow me to say so, 
handsomer, every day. Your trip to the 
Eastern Shore last spring did you no end 
of good," and the young attorney crooked 
\TOL. XLIX.-6S 
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his long neck and elevated his eyebrows 
and the corners of his mouth in the effort 
to give to his sinuous body a semblance of 
mirth, 
"Thank you, Pawson," bowed St. 
George, graciously
1I You are really most 
kind, but that is because you are stone 
blind. 
ry shirt is full of holes and it is 
quite likely I f'.hall have to stand all the 
evening for fear of splitting the knees of 
my breeches. Come-out with it "-he 
laughed-" there is something you have to 
tell me, or you would not be waiting for me 
here at this hour in the cold hall." 
Paw
on smiled fainth", then his eyebrows 
lost their identih" in so
ewell-defin'ed wrin- 
kles in his forehead. 
"I have, sir-a most unpleasant thing to 
tell you-a very unpleasant thing. \Yhen 
I tried this morning for a few days grace on 
that last overdue payment, the agent in- 
formed me, to my great surprise, that :\Ir. 
John Gorsuch had bought the mortgage 
and would thereafter collect the interest in 
person. I am not sure, of course, but I am 
afraid Colonel Rutter is behind the pur- 
chase. If he is we must be prepared to 
face the worst should he still feel toward 
you as he did ,,,hen you and he "-and he 
jerked his thumb meaningly in the direction 
of the dining-room-" had it out-in there." 
St. George compressed his lips: " And 
so after all Rutter holds the big end of the 
whip, does he?" he exclaimed with some 
heat. "He will find the skin on my back 
not a ver\' valuable asset, but he is welcome 
to it. H
 has about everything else." 
"But I'd rather pay it omehow, if wc 
could," rejoined Pawson in a furtive way- 
as if he had something up his sleeve he dare 
not spring upon him. 
" Yes--{)f course yOU would-" retorted 
St. George, with a 
ynical laugh, slipping 
on his gloves. "Pay it ?-of course pay it. 
Pay everything and everybody! ""hat do 
you think I'd bring at auction? Pawson. 
I'm white, vou kno,,", and f'.O I can't be 
sold on the -block-but the doctors might 
offer you a trifle for cutting-up purposes. 
Bah! Hand me my cloak, Todd." 
A deprecatory smile flitted across the 
long, thin face of the attorney. He saw 
that St. George ,,-as in no mood for serious 
thing
, and yet something must be done; 
certaink before the arrival of Gorsuch him- 
self, wh
 was known to oe an exact man of 
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husine
s and who would have his rights no 
· matter who suffered. 
"I had a little plan, sir-but you might 
not fall in with it. It would, perha}Js, be 
only temporary, but it is all I can think of. 
I had an applicant this morning-in fact it 
came within an hour after I had heard the 
ne\vs. It seemed almost providential, sir." 
St. George was facing the door, ready to 
leave the house, his shoulders still bent for- 
ward so that Todd could adjust his heavy 
cloak the better, when for the first time the 
anxious tone in Pa,,'son's voice caught his 
attention. :\s the words fell from the at- 
torney's lips he straightened, and Todd 
stepped back, the garment still in his hands. 
" An applicant for what?" he inquired in 
a graver tone. He was not surprised- 
nothing surprised him in these days-he 
\vas onk curious. 
"For- the rooms you occupy. I can get 
enough for them, sir, not only to clear up 
the back interest, but to keep the mortgage 
alive and-" 
St. George's face paled as the full mean- 
ing of Pawson's proposal dawned in his 
mind. That was the last thing he had ex- 
pected. 
"Turn me into the street, eh?" There 
was a note of pained surprise in his voice. 
"I don't want you to }Jut it that way, 
ir." 
His heart reall\' bled for him-it was all he 
could do to co
trol himself. 
"How the devil else can I put it?" he 
echoed with some anger. 
"\Vell, I thought you might want to do a 
little shooting, sir." 
Shooting! \Vhat with? One of Gadg- 
em's guns? Hire it of him, eh, and steal 
the powder and shot," he cried savagely. 
" Yes-if you saw fit, sir. Gadgem I 
am sure would be most willing and you can 
always get plenty of ammunition. Any- 
way you might pass a few months with your 
kinsfolk on the Eastern Shore, whether you 
hunted or not; it did you so much good be- 
fore. The winter here is always wearing, 
sloppy, and wet. I've heard you say so re- 
peatedl y." He had not taken his eyes 
from his face; he knew this was St.George's 
final stage and he knew too that he would 
never again enter the home he loved; but 
this last he could not tell him outright. He 
would rather have cut his right hand off 
than tell him at all: Being even the hum- 
bl
st instiument in the exiling of a man 


like St. George \\ïlmot Temple was in it- 
s
lf a torture. 
"And when do you want me to quit?" 
he said calmly. "I suppose I can evacu- 
ate like an officer and a gentleman and 
carry my side-arms ,vith me "-here his 
smile broadened as the humor of the thing 
stole over him-" my father's cane, that I 
can neither sell nor pawn, and a case of 
razors which are past sharpening." 
"\Yell, sir, it ought to be done," contin- 
ued Pawson in his mo
t serious tone, ig- 
noring the sacrifice-(there was nothing 
funny in the situation to the attorney)- 
"well-I should say-right away. To- 
morrow, perhaps. This news of Gorsuch 
has come very sudden, you know. If I 
can show him that the new tenant has 
mm'ed in already he might wait until his 
first month's rent was paid. You see 
that-" 
"Oh, yes, Pawson, I see-see it all clear 
as day," interrupted St. George-"have 
been seeing it for some months past, al- 
though neither you nor Gadgem seem to 
have been aware of that fact." This came 
with so grave a tone that Pawson raised his 
eyes inquiringly. "And who is this man," 
Temple went on, "who wants to step into 
my shoes? They are half-soled, you can 
see," and he held up one boot. "Be sure 
you tell him; he might ,,,:ant to dance or 
hunt in them-and his toes would be out 
the first thing he knew." 
"He is :\Ir. Gorsuch's attorney, sir, a 
::\Ir. Fogbin," he ans\vered ignoring all ref- 
erence to the boots and still concerned over 
the gravity of the situation. "He did some 
work once for Colonel Rutter, and that's 
how Gorsuch got hold of him. That's why 
I suspect the colonel. This would make 
the interest sure, you see-rather asly game, 
is it not, sir?" 
St. George pondered for a moment, and 
his eye fell on his servant. 
" And what will I do with Todd?" 
The darky's eyes had been rolling round 
in his head as the talk continued, Paw- 
son, knowing how leaky he was, having told 
him nothing of the impending calamity for 
fear he would break it to his master in the 
wrong way. 
"I should say take him with you," came 
the positive answer. 
" You didn't think I ,vould be separated 
from him, did you?" cried St. George, in- 
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dignantly: the flrst note of anger he had 
vet shown. 
J "I didn't think anything about it, sir," 
and he looked at Todd apologetically. 
"""ell, after this please remember, 
Ir. 
Pawson, that where I go Todd goes," 

napped back St. George hi.;; eyes flashing. 
The darb' leaned forward as if to 
eize 
St. George's hand; his eyes filled, and his 
lips began to tremhle. He would rather 
have died than ha,-e left his master. 
St. George walked to the door, threw it 
open, and stood for an instant his eyes fixed 
on the bare trees in the park. Soon he 
turned and faced the two again: 
"Todd!" 
"Yes, 
Iarse George-" The ragged 
edges of hot tears were still on the darky's 
eyelids. 
" "To-day is 
Ionday, is it not ?---'-and to- 
morrow is boat da,-?" 
"Yes, 
Iarse G"eorge," came the tremb- 
ling answer. 
"All right, Pawson, I'll go. Let Talbot 
"Rutter have the rest-he's welcome to it. 
Now for my cloak, Todd-so-and my 
neck-kerchief and cane. Thank you very 
much, Pawson. You have been very kind 
about it all, and I know quite well \yhat it 
has cost you to tell me this. You can't 
help-neither can I-neither, for that mat- 
ter, can Gorsuch-nor is it his fault. It is 
Rutter's, and he will one day get his reckon- 
ing, Good-night-don't sit up too late. I 
am going to 
Ir. Horn's to spend the e'"en- 
ing. \'"alk along with me through the Park, 
Todd, so I can talk to you. And Todd-" 
he continued when they had entered the 
path and were bending their steps to the 
Horn house: "I want you to gather together 
to-morrow what are left of mv clothes and 
pack them in one of those hå'ir trunks up- 
stairs-and your own things in another. 
Never mind about waiting for the wash- 
I'm going down to Aunt Jemima's mpelf 
in the morning and will fix it so she can 
send the rest to me later on. I owe her a 
small balance and must see her once more 
before I leave. Now go home and get to 
bed-you have been losing too much sleep 
of late." 
Todd with a new set of springs under 
his heels turned back and St. George kept 
on his wa,- to hear Richard read. And vet 
he was not ca4 down. Long before the 
darky's obedient figure had disappeared 
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down the long path, his natural buoyancy 
had again asserted itself-or perhaps the 
philosophy which always sustains a true 
gentleman in his hour of need. He fully 
realized what this last cowardly blow 
meant: slowly, but surely, one after an- 
other, his several belongings had vanished; 
then his priceless family heirlooms; his 
dogs-and now the home of his ancestors. 
He was e'"en denied further shelter within 
its walls. But there were no regrets; his 
conscience still sustained him; he would 
live it all m"er again. In his effort to keep to 
his standards he had tried to stop a freshet 
with a shm"elful of clay; that was all. It 
was a foolhardy attempt, no doubt, but he 
would have been heartih- ashamed of him- 
self if he had not made it. J \Yesley, of course, 
was not a very exciting place in which to 
3pend the winter, but it was better than be- 
ing under obligations to Talbot Rutter; and 
then he could doubtless earn enough at the. 
law to pay his board-at least he would try, 
He had reached the end of the walk now 
and had already caught-as :Malachi swung 
back the front door-the glow of the over- 
head lantern in the hall of the Horn man- 
sion lighting up the varied costumes of the 
guests; the girls in their pink and white 
nubias, the gallants in long cloaks with 
scarlet linings, the older men in mufflers 
and the mothers and grandmothers in silk 
hoods :-there was no question of Richard's 
popularity. 
"Clar to goodness, J\Iarse George, you is 
a sight for sore eyes," cried J\Ialachi, un- 
hooking the clasp of the veh-et collar and 
helping him off with his cloak, " I ain't never 
seen ye looking spryer! Yes, sah-l\Iar
e 
Richard's inside and he'll be mighty glad 
ye come. Yes-jedge-jes's soon as 1- 
Dat's it, mistis-I'll take dat shawl- No, 
sah, 
larse Richard ain't begun yit. Dis 
way, ladies," and so it had gone on since 
the opening rat-a-tat-tat on the old brass 
knocker had announced the arrival of the 
first guest. 
!\' or was there any question that every- 
body who could by any possibility ha,-c 
a\'ailed themseh-es of Richard's invitation, 
had put in an appearance. 1\lost of the 
men from the club, known to these pages, 
were present, together with their wives and 
children-those who were old enough to 
sit up late; and Kathan Gill, \\ithout his 
flute this time, but with ears wide open-he 
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was beginning to get gray, was Xathan, al- 
though he wouldn't admit it; and 
Iiss 
\ïrginia Clendenning in high waist and vo- 
luminous skirts, fluffy side curls, and a new 
gold chain for her eye-glasses-gold too, of 
course-not to mention the 
Iurdochs, Stir- 
lings, Gatchells, Captain \Varfielrl and his 
daughter, Bowdoin, Purviance, They were 
all there; everybody, in fact, who could 
squeeze inside the drawing-room; while 
those who couldn't filled the hall and even 
the stairs-wherever Richard's voice could 
be heard. 
St. George edged into the room, swept 
his glance over the throng, and made his 
way through the laughing, swaying groups, 
greeting everyone right and left, old and 
young-a kiss here on the upturned cheek 
of some pretty girl whom he had carried in 
his arms when a baby; a caressing pat of 
approbation on some young gallant's shoul- 
der; a bend of the head in respectful hom- 
age to those he knew but slightly-the Bar- 
oness de Trobiand, 
lrs. Cheston's friend, 
being one of them; a hearty hand held out 
to the men who had been away for the sum- 
mer-interrupted now and then by some 
such sally from a young bride as "Oh, you 
mean '{;ncle George! 
o-I'm not going 
to love you any more! You promised you 
would come to my party and you didn't, 
and my cotillon was all spoiled! "-or a- 
"Why, Temple, you dear man!-I'm so 
glad to see you! Don't forget my dinner 
on Thursday. The Secretary is coming 
and I want you to sit between him and 
Lord Atherton," a sort of triumphal pro- 
cession, really-until he reached the end of 
the room and stood at Kate's side. 
"Well,. sweetheart!" he cried gayly, 
smoothing her soft hand as his fingers 
closed over it. "Ah, 
Ir. \\ïllits!" This 
came with some surprise-" so you too must 
come under the spell of 
Ir. Horn's voice," 
and he proceeded to look the young man over 
-especially the plum-colored coat which 
fitted his shoulders to perfection; his linen 
of the whitest and finest-each ruffle in 
flutes; the waistcoat embroidered in silk; 
the pumps of the proper shape and the 
stockings all that could be desired. Yes! 
a very well-dressed man, thought St. George, 
then he hesitated True!-the silk scarf was 
a shade out of key with the prevailing color 
of his make-up, particularly his hair-but 
then, that was to be expected of a man who 


had a slight flaw in-and with a satii;.fied 
smile banished the thought from his mind. 
Then he read Kate's face. X o! She 
had evidently nut noticed it. In fact there 
were very many things she was overlooking 
in t
ese last days of his wooing, he thought 
to hImself. 
" You should sit down somewhere, my 
child," he continued as if nothing had in- 
terrupted him-" get as near to Richard 
as you can so you can watch his face- 
that's the best part of it. And I should ad- 
vise you too, 
lr. \\ïllits, to miss none of 
his words--it will be something you will re- 
member all your life." 
Kate looked up in his face with a satisfied 
smile. She was more than glad that her 
Uncle George was so gracious to her escort, 
e
pecially to-night when he was to meet a 
good many people for the first time. 
"I'll take the stool, then, dear Uncle 
George," she answered with a merry laugh, 
"Go get it, please, 1\1r. \Yillits-the one 
under the sofa." Then with a toss of her 
head and a coquettish smile at St. George
 
"\Vhat a gadabout you are; do you know 
I\-e been three times to see you, and not a 
soul in your house and the front door wide 
open, and everything done up in curl-papers 
as if you ,vere going to move away for good 
and all and ne,-er coming back? And do you 
know that you haven't been near me once? 
\Vhat do you mean by breaking my heart 
that way? Thank you, 
1r. \Villits, put the 
stool right here, so I can look up into 
Ir. 
Horn's eyes as Uncle George wants me to. 
I've known the time"-and she arched her 
eyebrows at St. George, "when you would 
be delighted to have me look my prettiest 
at you, but now before I am half-way 
across the park you slip out of the base- 
ment door and- No !-no-no apologies 
-you are just tired of me, sir!" 
St. George laughed gayly in return, his 
palms flattened against each other and held 
out in supplication-but he made no de- 
fence. He was occupied with her beauty. 
He thought he had never seen her so be- 
witching or in such good spirits. From 
his six feet and an inch of vantage his eyes 
followed her sloping shoulders and tapering 
arms, and rested on her laughing, happy 
face-rose-colored in the soft light of the 
candles-a film of lace looped at her elbows, 
her wonderful hair caught in a coil at the 
back: not the prevailing fashion but one 
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most becoming to her. 'Yhat had not this 
admiÀture of Scotch and 'ïrginia blood- 
this intermingling of robust independence 
with the gentle, yielding feminine qualities 
of the Southern-born woman-done for 
this girl? 


Richard clapped his hands to attract at- 
tention, and advancing a step in front of 
the big easy chair which :l\Ialachi had just 
pulled out for him, raised his fingers to com- 
mand silence. 
All eyes were instantly turned his way, 
.\lert and magnetic, dignified and charm- 
ing, he stood in the full glow of the over- 
head chandelier, its light falling upon his 
snuff-brown coat with its brass buttons, 
pale yellow waistcoat, and the fluff of white 
silk about his throat-his grave, thoughtful 
face turned toward Kate as his - nearest 
guest, his glance sweeping the room as if to 
be sure that everybody was at ease; :l\Iala- 
chi immediately behind him awaiting his 
orders to further adjust the chair and read- 
ing lamp. 
In the interim of the hush Kate, at Rich- 
ard's feet, had settled herself on the low 
stool that 'Yillits had brought, the young 
man standing beside her, the two making a 
picture that attracted general attention. 
"I have a rare story," Richard began- 
"to read to you to-night, my good friends, 
one you will never forget; one, indeed, 
which I am sure the world at large will ne,"- 
er forget. I shall read it as best I can, beg- 
ging your indulgence especially in rendering 
the dialect parts, which, if badly done, 
often mar both the pathos and humor of 
the text." Here he settled himself in his 
chair and picked up the small volume, 
:I\lalachi, now that his service was over, tip- 
toeing out to his place in the hall so as to be 
ready for belated arrivals. 
The room grew silent. Even :\lrs. Ches- 
ton, who rarely ceased talking when she had 
anything to say-and she generally did 
have something to say-folded her hands in 
her lap and settled herself in her arm-chair, 
her whole attention fastened on the reader. 

t. George, who had been talking to her, 
mm"ed his chair so he could watch Kate's 
face as well. 
Again Richard raised his voice: 
"The time is of the present, and the 
scene is laid in one of those small towns 
outside London, I shall read the -whole 
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story, omitting no word of the text, for only 
then will you fully grasp the beauty of the 
author's stvle." 
He bega
 in low clear tones, reciting the 
contest between the hum of the kettle and 
the chirp of the cricket; the music of his 
voice lending added charm to the dual song. 
Then there followed in constantly increas- 
ing intensity, the happy home life of be- 
witching Dot Perrybingle-whom every- 
body now Im"es, and her matter-of-fact 
husband, John, the Carrier, with sleepy 
Tilly Slowboy and the Baby to fill out the 
picture; the gradual unfolding of the events 
that led up to the cruel marriage about 
to take place between old Tackleton the 
mean toy merchant, and sweet 
fay Field- 
ing, in love with the sailor boy, Edward, 
lost at sea; the finding of the mysterious 
deaf old man by John, the Carrier, and the 
bringing him home in his cart to Dot, who 
kept him all night because his friends had 
not called for him; the rapid growth of a 
love affair between Dot and this old man, 
who turned out to be a handsome young 
fellow; the heart-rending discovery by 
John through the spying of Tackleton, that 
Dot was untrue to him, she meeting the 
man clandestinely and adjusting the dis- 
guise for him, laughing all the while at the 
ruse she was helping him to play; the grief 
of John-(how our hearts have bled for him) 
when he realizes the truth, he sitting all 
night alone by the lìre trying to'make up his 
mind whether he would creep upstairs and 
murder the villain ,,'ho had stolen the heart 
of his little Dot, or forgi,"e her because he 
was so much older than she and it was, 
therefore, natural for her to love a younger 
man; and finally the expected wedding at 
the church, \"here Tackleton-(how we ha,-e 
all cursed him !)-hoped to meet the beau- 
tiful l\Iay Fielding, his bride, her mother 
forcing her into the marriage-and who, 
broken-hearted over the death of her sailor 
boy, had at last succumbed to the older 
woman's wishes, and consented to join him 
at the church. 
For an hour Richard's well modulat- 
ed, full-toned ,'oice rolled on, the circle 
dra wing closer and closer wi th their ears 
and hearts, as the characters, one after 
another, became real and alive under the 
reader's magical rendering. Dot Perry- 
bingle's cheery, laughing accents; Tackle- 
ton's sharp, rasping tones ; John, the Carri- 
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er's, simple, straightforward utterances and 
the soft, timid cadence, of old Caleb, the toy 
maker-(drowned Edward's father)-and 
his blind daugh ter Bertha, were recognized 
as soon as the reader voiced their speech. 
So clearly defined were the different char- 
acters, and so thrilling was the story of their 
several joys and sorrows, that Kate, uncon- 
scious of her surroundings, had slipped 
from her low stool, and with the weight of 
her body re:,ting on her knees, 
at search- 
ing Richard's face, the better to catch e\-en T 
word that fell from his lips, 0 
To heighten the effect of what was the 
most dramatic part of the story-the re- 
turn of the wedding party to the Carrier's 
house where Dot, Caleb, and his blind 
daughter awaited them-Richard paused 
for a moment as if to rest his voice-the 
room the while deathly still, the loosen- 
ing of a pent-up breath now and then "show- 
ing how tense was the emotion, Then he 
went on: 


"Are those wheels upon the road, Bertha?" 
cried Dot. " You've a quick car, Bertha- And 
now you hear them stopping at the garden gate! 
Anp now you hear a step outside the door-the 
same step, Bertha, is it not- And now-" 
Dot uttered a wild cry of uncontrollable de- 
light; and running up to éaleb put her hand upon 
his eyes, as a young man rushed into the room, 
and flinging away his hat into the air, came sweep- 
ing down upon them. 
., Is it over?" cried Dot. 
"Yes!" 
"Happily over?" 
" Yes! " 
"Do you recollect the voice. dear Caleb? Did 
YOU ever hear the like of it before?" cried Dot. 
o "If my boy Edward in the Golden South Am- 
ericas ""as alive"-cried Caleb, trembling. 
"He is alive!" shrieked Dot, removing her 
hands from his eyes, and clapping them in 
ecstasy; "look at him! See where he stands 
bcforé you, healthy and strong! Your own 
dear son! Your own dear, living, loving brother, 
Bertha! " 
All honor to the little creature for her trans- 
ports! All honor to her tears and laughter, when 
the three were locked in one another's arms! All 
honor to the heartiness with which she met the 
sUl;burnt, sailor-fellow, \\-ith his dark, streaming 
haIr, half-way, and never turned her rosy little 
mouth aside, but suffered him to kiss it freelv, and 
to press her to his bounding heart! . 
"Now tell him (John) all, Edward." sobbed 
Dot, "and don't spare me, for nothing shall make 
me spare myself in his eyes ever again." 
"I was the man," said Edward. 
" And you could steal disguised into the home of 
your old friend," rejoined the carrier . . . 
"But I had a passion for her." 
"You! " 


"I had," rejoined the other, "and she returned 
it- I heard twenty miles away that she was 
false to me- I had no mind to reproach her but 
to see for myself." 


Once more Richard's voice faltered and 
again it rang clear, this time in Dot's t
nes: 


"But when she knew that Edward was alive 
J olm, and had come back-and when she-that'
 
me, John-told him all-and how his sweetheart 
had believed him to be dead, and how she had 
b.een over-persuaded by her mother into a mar- 
nage-:-and ,,"hen she-that's me again, J ohn- 
!old hm1 they were not married, though close upon 

t-and when he \vent nearly mad for joy to hear 
It-then she-:-that's me again-said she would go 
and sound .hIs sweetheart-and she did-and they 
were marned an hour ago!- John, an hour ago! 
And here's the bride! And Gruff and Tackleton 
may die a bachelor! And I'm a happy little 
woman, :\Iay, God bless you!" 
. Little woman, how she sobbed! John Perry- 
bmgle would have caught her in his arms, But 
no; she wouldn't let him. 
"Don't love me yet, please John! Not for a 
long time yet! No-keep there, please John! 
\Vhen I laugh at you, as I sometimes do, John, 
and call you clumsy, and a dear old goose, and 
names of that sort, it's because I love you, John, so 
well. And when I speak of people being middle- 
aged, and steady, John, and pretend that we are a 
humdrum couple, going on in a jog-trot sort of 
way, it's only because I'm such a silly little thing, 
J 
hn, that I like, sometimes, to act a kind of play 
WIth Baby, and all that, and make believe." 
She saw that he was coming; and stopped him 
again. But she was very nearly too late, 
"
o, don't love me for another minute or two 
if you please, John! When I first came hom
 
here I \
'as half afraid I mightn't learn to love you 
every bIt as well as I hoped and prayed I might- 
being so very young, John. But, dear John, 
every day and hour I love you more and more, 
And if I could have loved you better than I do, 
the noble words I heard you say this morning 
would have made me. But I can't. All the af- 
fection that I had (it was a great deal, John) I 
ga ve you, as you well deserve, long, long ago, and 
I have no more left to give. Now, my dear hus- 
band, take me to your heart again! That's my 
home, John; and never, never think of sending 
me to any other." 


Richard stopped, and picking up a glass 
from the table moistened his lips, The si- 
lence continued, DO\yn more than one face 
the tears were trickling. Kate had crept 
imperceptibly nearer until her hands could 
ha\"e touched Richard's knees. '''hen \\ïl- 
lits bent O\"er her with a whispered com- 
ment she neither answered nor turned her 
head. It was only when Richard's voice 
finally ceased with the loud chirp of the 
cricket at the close of the beloyed story, and 
St. George had helped her to her feet, that 
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he seemed to a""ake to a sense of where 
she wa:,. Even then she looked about her 
in a dazed way, as if she feared some one 
had been reading her heart-hanging back 
till the others had showered their congratu- 
lations on the reader. Then leaning for- 
ward, her hand
 in Richard's to steady 
herself, she kissed him softly on the cheek. 
"-hen the eggnog was being served and 
the room had broken up into knots and 
groups, all discussing the heauty of the 
reading, she suddenly left \\ïllits, who had 
followed her e'"ery move as if he had a prior 
right to her person, and going up to St. 
George led him to one of the sofas in Rich- 
ard's stud,.. 
He sa,,: that for some reason she was 
greatly agitated, for her lips were quivering 
and undried tears ,vere still trembling on 
her eyelids, and he wondered at this new 
mood, so different from the one with which 
she had greeted him. She did not release 
his hand as they took their seats. Her 
fingers closed only the tighter, as if she 
feared he would slip from her grasp. 
"It was all so beautiful and so terrible, 
e ncle George," she moaned-" and all so 
true-we make such awful mistakes, and 
then it is too late. And nobod,' under- 
stands-nobodv-nobodv!" For" a mo- 
ment she pau
ed, and" in a constrained 
voice, as if the mere utterance pained her, 
asked abruptly-" Is there nothing yet 
from Harry?" 
St. George looked at her in astonishment, 
wondering whether he had caught the 
words aright. It had been months since 
Harry's name had crossed her lips. 
"No, nothing," he answered simply, try- 
ing to read her mind-"not for some 
months, Not since he left the ship." 
" And do you think he is in any danger ?" 
She had dropped his hand, and with her 
fingers resting on the sleeve of his coat sat 
looking into his eyes as if to read their mean- 
ing. 
"I don't know," he replied in a non-com- 
mittal tone. "He meant then to go to the 
mountains, so he wrote his mother. This 
may account for our not hearing, \\'hy 
do ,'ou ask ?-ha '"e vou had an v news of 
hin1' yourself?" he added studyiri'g her face 
for some solution of her strange attitude. 
She sank back on the cushion" a pained 
expression crossing her face. "
o, he never 
writes to me." Then, as if some new train 
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of thought had forced ib way into her mind 
she exclaimed suddenh-: "\\lmt moun- 
tains ? " . 
"Some range back of Rio, if I remember 
rightly. He said he-" 
"Rio! But there is yellow fever at 
Rio!" she cried, sitting erect in her seat. 
"Father lost half of one of his crews at Rio. 
He heard so to-da\". It would be dreadful 
for-for-his mother-if anything should 
happen to him." 
Again St. George scrutinized her face, 
trying to read deep down in her heart. Had 
she, after all, some lm"e left for this boy 
Im'er-and her future husband within hear- 
ing distance! No! This was not his Kate. 
It was the spell of the story that still held 
her. Richard's voice had upset her, as it 
had done half the room, 
"Yes, it is dreadful for everybody-" 
he added. And then, in a perfunctory 
manner, as being perhaps the best way to 
avoid something he felt would dishonor 
her even to formulate in her mind: "And 
the suspense will be worse now-for me at 
any rate, for I too am going away where 
letters reach me but seldom." 
Her hand closed convulsively over his: 
"You going away! Y 011 /....:..-" she cried 
in a half frightened tone. "Oh, plea
c 
don't, Cncle George! Oh!-I don't want 
you away from me! "-hy must you go? 
Oh, no! Not now-not now!" 
Her distress was so marked and her voice 
so pleading that he was about to tell her 
the whole story, even to that of the shifts 
he had been put to to get food for himself 
and Todd-when he caught sight of \\ïl- 
lits making his way through the throng to 
where they sat. His lips closed tight. This 
man would alwa,'s be a barrier between 
him and the girl h
 had lü\'ed ever since her 
babyhood. 
""-ell, my dear Kate," he answered 
calmly, his eyes still on \\ïllits who had 
been detained by some guest-" you see I 
must go. 
Ir. Pawson wants me out bf the 
way while he fixes up some of my accounts, 
and so he suggested that I go back to \res- 
ley for a few months, And now one thing 
more, my dear Kate, before nIr. \\ïllits 
claims ,-ou"- here IJis voice sank to a 
whisper=---" promise me that if Harry writes 
to you you will send him a kind, friendly 
letter in return. It can do '"OU no harm 
now, nor would Harry misuri'derstand it- 
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your wedding is :-;0 near. _ \ letter would 
greatly cheer him in his loneline
:,." 
,. But he won't write 
" :-:.he e:\.claimed 
with some bitterness-:-:.he had not yet no- 
ticed 'Yillits's approach-" he'll neY
r write 
or speak to me again." 
"But you will if he does?" pleaded 
t. 
George. 
"But he won't I tell you-ne,-er-ncvcr I" 
"But if he should, my child?" 
He raised his head. \\ïllits sh)od gazing 
down at them, searching her O\\-n and St. 
George's eyes, as if to read the meaning of 
the conference: he knew that 
Ir. Temple 
did not favor.his suit. 
Kate looked up and her face t1ushed. 
" Yes-in one minute, 
lr. \\ïllits-" and 
without another word to St. George she rose 
from her seat and with her arm in \\ïllits's 
left the room. . 
XXII 


O
E winter evening, some ,,-eeks after 
St. George's departure, Pawson sat before 
a 
mouldering fire in Temple's front room, 
reading by the light of a low lamp. He had 
rearranged the furniture-what was left of 
it-both in this and the adjoining room, in 
the expectation that Foghin (Gorsuch's at- 
torney) would mO\"e in, but so far he had 
not appeared, nor had he recei,.ed any 
word from either Gor
uch or Colonel Rut- 
ter; nor had anyone either written or called 
upon him in regard to the overdue payment 
-neither had any legal papers been 
en.ed, 
This prolonged and ominous silence dis- 
turbed him; so much so that he had made 
it a point to be as much in his office as pos- 
sible should his enemy spring any unex- 
pected trap. 
It was, therefore, with some misgivings 
that he answered a quick, impatient rap un 
his front door at the unusual hour of ten 
o'clock, If it were Foghin he had e'"ery- 
thing ready for his comfort; if it were any 
one else he would meet him as best hc 
could-no legal papers at any rate could he 
served at that hour. 
He- swung back the door and a full- 
bearded, tightly-knit, well-built man in 
rough clothes steppcd in. In the dim light 
of the overhead lamp he caught the t1ash of 
a pair of determined eyes set in a strong, 
forceful face. 
"I want 
Ir. Temple," said the man, 
who had now removed his cåp and stood 


looking about him, as if making an invcn- 
tory of the scanty furniture. 
,. He is not here," replied })awson, search- 
ing the intruder's face for some clue to his 
identity and purpose in calling at so late an 
hour. 
"Are you sure?" There was doubt as 
well as marked surprise in the man's tone. 
He evidently did not believe a word of the 
statement. 
,. Very sure," rejoincd the attorney in a 
more positive tone, his eyes still on the 
stranger. " He left town some weeks ago." 
The intruder turned sharply, and with 
a brisk inquisiti,-e movement strode past 
him and pushed open the dining-room 
door, There he stood for a moment, his 
eyes roaming over the meagre appoint- 
ments of the interior-the sideboard, bare 
of everything but a pitchcr and some tum- 
blers-the old mahogany table littered with 
law books and papers-the mantel, stripped 
of its clock and candelabra. Then he 
stepped inside, and without explanation of 
any kind, crossed the room, opened the 
door of St. George's bed-room, and swept 
a comprehensive glance around the de- 
spoiled int.erior. Once he stopped and 
}Jeered into the gloom as if expecting to 
find the object of his search concealed in 
its shadows. 
"'Yhat has happened here?" he a::-ked 
in a ,.oice which plainly showed his disap- 
pointment. 
"Do you mean what has become of the 
rest of the furniture?" asked the attorney 
in reply, gaining time to decide upon his 
course. 
" Yes, who is responsible for this busi- 
ness?" he demanded angrily, "Has it 
been done during his absence?" 
Pawson hesitated. That the intruder 
was one of Gorsuch's men, and that he had 
been sent in advance on an errand of in- 
vestigation, was no longer to be doubted. 
He, however, did not want to add any fuel 
to his increasing heat, so he answered sim- 
ply: 
"
lr. Temple got caught in the Patap- 
sco failure and it went pretty hard with him 
and so what he didn't actually need he 
sold." 
The man gave a start, his features hard- 
ening-hut whether of surprise or dissatis- 
faction I)awson could not tell. 
"And when it was all gonc he ,vent away 
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-i:; that what you mean?" he asked in a 
softened tone. 
"Yes-that seems to be the size of it. I 
suppose you come about-some-" _-\gain 
he hesitated, not knowing exactly where 
the man stood-" about some money due 
you-am I right?" 
.. Ko, I came to see 
Ir. Temple, and I 
must see him, and at once. How long will 
he be gone?" 
"_-\11 winter-perhaps longer." The at- 
torney had begun to breathe again. The 
situation might not be as serious as he had 
supposed. If he wanted to see ::\lr. Tem- 
ple himself and no one else would do there 
was still chance of delay in the wiping out 
of the property. 
Again the man's eyes roamed over the 
room, the bareness of which seemed still 
to impress him. Then he asked-simply- 
.. \Yhere will a letter reach him?" 
.. I can't say exactly. I thought he had 
gone to Virginia-but he doesn't answer 
any of my communications." 
.-\ look of suspicion crept into the in- 
truder's eyes. 
"Y ou're not trying to deceive me, are 
you? It is very important that I should 
see ::\1r. Temple and at once." Then his 
manner altered. ., You've forgotten me, 
::\1r. Pawson, but I have not forgotten you 
-my name is Rutter. I lived here with 
::\lr. Temple before I ,vent to sea three years 
ago. I am just home-I left the ship an 
hour ago. I'll sit down if you don't mind 
-I've still got my sea-legs on and am a 
little wobbly." 
Pawson twisted his thin body and bent 
his neck, studying closer the speaker's face. 
There was not a trace of young Harry's in 
the features. 
"\VeIl, you don't look like him," he re- 
plied incredulously-" he was slender-not 
half your size, and-" 
"Yes-I don't blame you. I am a good 
deal heavier; maybe a beard makes some 
change in a man's face too-but you don't 
really doubt me, do you? Have you for- 
gotten the bills that man Gadgem brought 
in ?-the five hundred dollars due Slater, 
and the horse Hampson sold me-the one I 
shot?" and one of his old musical laughs 
rose to his lips. 
Pawson sprang forward and seized the 
intruder's hand. He would recognize that 
laugh among a thousand: 
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.. Yes-l know you now! It's all come 
back to me," he cried joyously. "But you 
gave me a terrible start, ::\1r. Rutter. I 
thought you had come to dear up what was 
left. Oh !-but I am glad you are back. 
Your uncle-you always called him so I . 
remember-your uncle has had an awful 
hard time of it-had to sell most of his 
things-terrible-terrible! And then too, 
he has grie\"ed so over you-asking me 
sometimes, two or three times a day for let- 
ters from yoù-asking me questions and 
worrying over your not coming and not an- 
swering. Oh-this is fine. Xow maybe 
we can sa,-e the situation. You don't mind 
my shaking your hand again, do you? It's 
so good to know there is somebody who can 
help. I ha,'e been all alone so far except 
Gadgem-who has heen a treasure. You 
remember him. \Vhy didn't you let ::\lr. 
Temple know you were coming?" 
., I couldn't. I have heen up in the 
mountains of Brazil, and coming home 
went ashore-got wrecked, These clothes 
I bought from a sailor;' and he opened his 
rough jacket the wider. 
" Yes-that's exactly what I heard him 
say-that's what he thought-that is, that 
you were where you couldn't write-al- 
though I never heard him say anything 
about shipwreck. I heard him tell .:\1r. 
"Oillits and 
liss Seymour that same thing 
the morning he left-that you couldn't 
write. They came to see him off," 
Harry slid his chair nearer the fireplace 
and propped one foot on the fender as if to 
dry it, although the night was fair. The 
mention of Kate's and her suitor's names 
had sent the blood to his head and he was 
using the subterfuge in the effort to regain 
control of himself before Pawson should 
read all his secrets. 
Shifting his body again he rested his head 
on his hand, the light of the lamp bringing 
into clearer relief his fresh, healthy skin, 
finely modelled nose, and wide brow; the 
brown hair, although clipped close to his 
head, still holding its glossy sheen. For 
some seconds he did not speak: the low 
song of the tire seemed to absorb him. 
Xow and then Pawson, who was watch- 
ing him intently, heard him strangle a re- 
bellious sigh, as if some old memory were 
troubling him. Then he dropped his hand 
and with a quick mO\'ement faced his com- 
panion: 
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"I hm'e been a way a long time, 
Ir. 
Pawson," he said in a thoughtful tone. 
,. For three months- four now- I have 
had no letters from anybody. It was my 
fault partly, but let that go. I want you 
to answer some questions, and I want you 
to tell me the truth - all the truth. I 
ha,'en't any use for any other kind of 
man-do you understand? Is my mother 
alive? " 
'. Yes." 
" 
-\nd Alec?" 
Pa wson nodded. 
,. Is my uncle ruined ?-so badly ruined 
that he is suffering? Tell me." There 
was a peculiar pathos in his tone-so much 
so that Pawson, who had been standing, 
dragged up a chair beside him that his 
answers might, if possible, be the more 
intimate and sympathetic. 
" I'm afraid he is, The only hope is the 
postponement in some way of the foreclos- 
ure of the mortgage on this house until 
times get better. It ,,-ouldn't bring its face 
'Tal ue to-day." 
Harry caught his breath: "l\Iy God! 
-you don't tell me so! Poor C ncle George 
-so fine and splendid-so good to every- 
body, and he has come to this! And about 
this mortgage-who owns it?" 
"
Ir. Gorsuch, I understand, owns it 
now; he bought it of the Tyson estate." 
"y ou mean John Gorsuch-my father's 
man of business?" 
" Yes." 
" And was there nothing left ?-no money 
coming in from anywhere?" 
Pawson shook his head: """e collected 
all that some time ago-it came from some 
old ground rents." 
"
-\nd how has he lived since?" He 
wanted to hear it all; he could help better 
if he knew how far clown the ladder to be- 


gill. 
"From hand to mouth, really-" and 
then there followed his own and Gadgem's 
efforts to keep the wolf from the door; the 
sale of the guns, saddles, and furniture; the 
wrench m.er the Castullux cup and what a 
godsend it was that Kirk got such a good 
price for it-down to the parting with the 
last article that either or both of them could 
sell or pawn, including his four splendid 
setters. 
As the sad story fell from the attorney's 
sympathetic lips Harry would now and then 


cm-er his face with his hands in the effort 
to hide his tears. He knew that the ruin 
was now complete, He knew too that he 
had been the cause of it. Then his thoughts 
re,'erted to the old régime and its comforts: 
those which his uncle had shared with him 
so generously. 
" And what has become of m,- uncle's ser- 
,-ants?" he asked, " his cook, A
nt Jemima, 
and his body-sen-ant, Todd?" 
.. I don't know what has become of the 
cook-but he took Todd with him." 
Harry hea,'ed a sigh of relief. If Todd 
was with him life would still be made bear- 
able for his uncle. Perhaps. after all. a win- 
ter with Tom Coston was the ,,-isest thing 
he could have done, 
One other question now trembled on his 
lips. It "vas one he felt he had no right to 
ask-not of Pawson-but it was his only 
opportunity and he must know the truth if 
he was to carry out some other plans he had 
in ,.iew when he dropped e,-erything and 
came home without warning. 
\t last he 
asked casuall\": 
"Do you know whether my father re- 
turned to r nde George the money he paid 
out for me? " Not that it was important- 
more as if he wanted to be posted on cur- 
rent e,-ents. 
,. He tried, but ?\Ir. Temple wouldn't 
take it. I had the matter in hand, and 
know. This was some three years ago- 
he has ne,'er offered it since-not to my 
knowledge. " 
Harry's face lightened. Some trace of 
honor was left in the Rutter blood: This 
was still an asset for his uncle if he and his 
father should ever become reconciled! 
" And can you tell me how they all are- 
out at 
Ioorlands ?-ha,-e you seen my fa- 
ther lateh-?" 
"Not )'our father, but I met your old 
servant Alec, a few days ago; the same old 
darky who used to come to see you." 
" Alec !-dear old Alec! Tell me about 
him. And my mother-was she all right? 
\rhat did Alec say, and how did the old 
man look?" 
"He said they were all well, except Colo- 
nel Rutter-whose eyes troubled him. He 
didn't mention your mother, but Alec 
seemed pretty much the same-maybe a lit- 
tle older." 
Harry's mind began to wander. He was 
again at :\Ioorlands, the old negro follow- 
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ing him about, his dear mother sitting by 
his hed or kissing him good-night. 
.. You don't know what he was doing 
in town, do you?-'Vas my mother with 
him? " 
,. 
 0, he was alone. He had brought 
some things in for 
Ir. Seymour-some 
game, or something, if I remember right. 
There's to be a wedding there soon, so I 
hear. Yes-now I think of it-it was 
game-some partridges, perhaps, your fa- 
ther had sent in. The old man asked about 
you-he ahvays does. And now 
lr. Rut- 
ter, tell me about yourself-have you done 
well?" He didn't think he had, judging 
from his general appearance, but he wanted 
to be sure in case St. George asked him. 
Harry settled in his chair his broad 
shoulders filling the back and answered 
slowly: "Yes, and no. I have - made a 
little money-not much-but some-not 
enough to pay rncle George everything I 
owe him-not yet; another time I shall do 
better. I was down with fe,-er for a while 
and that cost me a good deal of what I had 
saved. But I had to come back-I met a 
man who told me C ncle George was ruined; 
that he had left this house and that some- 
body had put a sign on it. I thought at 
first that this must refer to you and your old 
arrangement in the basement, until I ques- 
tioned him closer. I knew how careless he 
had always been about his money trans- 
actions, and was afraid some one had taken 
ad,-antage of him. That's why I was so up- 
set when I came in a while ago: I thought 
they had stolen his furniture as well. The 
ship Jlolzican-one of the old Barkeley 
line, was sailing the day I reached the coast 
and I got aboard and worked my passage 
home-I learned to do that on my way out 
- I learned to wear a beard too-not very 
becoming is it ?-but shaving is not easy 
aboard ship or in the mines," and another 
low laugh escaped his lips. 
Pa wson made no reply. He had been 
studying his guest the closer while he was 
talking, his mind more on the man than on 
what he was saying. The old Harry, which 
the dim light of the hall and room had hid- 
den, was slowly coming back to him-the 
quick turn of the head; the way his lips 
qUÏ\-ered when he laughed; the exquisitely 
modelled nose and brow, and the way the 
hair grew on the temples. The tones of 
his voice too, had the old musical ring. 
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It was the same madcap, daredevil boy 
mellowed and strengthened by contact with 
the outside world. He studied his hands, 
their backs bronzed and roughened by con- 
tact with the weather, and waited eagerly 
until some gesture opened the delicately 
turned fingers exposing the white palms, 
and felt relieved and glad when he saw that 
they showed no rough usage. Then his 
eyes roamed over his body, the well-turned 
thighs, slender waist, and broad strong 
shoulders and arms-and then his eyes- 
so clear and his skin so smooth and fresh 
-a clean soul in a clean body! \\'hat a joy 
would be Temple's when he got his arms 
around this young fellow once more! 
The wanderer reached for his cap and 
rose from his chair. For an instant he 
stood gazing into the smouldering coals as 
if he hated to leave their warmth. Then 
his face clouded and his shoulders went 
back with a sudden brace. He had all the 
information he wanted-all he had come in 
search of, although it was not exactly what 
he wished or what he had expected-his 
uncle ruined and an exile-his father half 
blind, and Kate's wedding expected any 
week. That was enough at least for one 
day. 
He stepped forward and grasped Paw- 
son's hand: his strong alert body in con- 
trast to the thin long legged young 
t- 
torney: 
"I must thank you, 
Ir. Pawson, for 
your frankness, and I must also apologize 
for my apparent rudeness when I first en- 
tered your door; but, as I told you, I was so 
astounded and angry a what I saw that I 
hardly knew what I was doing-and now 
one thing more before I take my leave: If 

Ir. Temple does not want his present re- 
treat known-and I gather from the mys- 
terious way in which you have spoken that 
he does not-let me tell you that I do not 
want mine known either. Please do not 
say to anyone that you have seen me, or 
answer any questions-not for a time, at 
least. Good-night!" 


\\ïth the closing of the front door behind 
him the alert quick moving young fellow 
came to a stand
till on the top step and 
looked across the park. Beyond the trees 
lay Kate; all the weary miles out and 
back had this picture been fixed in his 
mind. It was no,:, past eleven o'clock and 
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she doubtless was asleep; he ,,-ould know 
by the lights. But eyen the sight of the 
roof that sheltered her ,yould, in itself, be 
a comfort. It had been many long years 
since he had breathed the same air with 
her; slept under the same stars; walked 
where hcr feet had trodden, For some 
seconds he stood undecided. Should he rc- 
turn to the Sailors' House where he had left 
his few belongings and banish all thoughts 
of her from his mind now that his worst 
fears had becn confirmed ?--or should he 
yield to the strain on his heart-strings? If 
she were asleep the whole house would be 
dark; if she were at some neighbor's and 

Iammy Henny was sitting up for her, the 
windows in the bed-room would be dark 
and the hall lamp still burning-he had 
watched it so often before, and knew the 
signs. 
Drawing the collar of his rough pea- 
jacket close about his throat and crowding 
his cap to his ears, he descended the steps 
and with one of his quick decided mm-e- 
ments plunged into the park, now silent 
and deserted. 
As he neared the Seymour house he be- 
came conscious, from the glow of lights 
gleaming between the leafless branches of 
the trees, that something out of the com- 
mon was going on inside. The house was 
a blaze from the basement to the roof, with 
e,:ery window-shade illumined, Outside 
the steps, and as far out as the curb, lounged 
groups of attendants, while in the side 
street, sheltered by the ghostly trees, there 
could be made out the wheels and hoods of 
carryalls, and the glint of harness. 1\ ow 
and then the door would open and a beyy 
of muffied figures-the men in cloaks, the 
girls in nubias wound about their heads 
and shoulders-would pass out :-the Sey- 
mours were evidently gidng a ball, or was 
it-and the blood left his face-and lit- 
tle chills ran loose through his hair-was 
it Kate's wedding night? Pa".son had 
said that a marriage would soon take place, 
and in the immediate future, It was eithcr 
this, or an important function of some kind, 
and on a much more la,-ish scale than 
had been old Prim's custom in the days 
when he knew him. Then the contell'ts 
of Alec's basket rose in his mind, That 
was why his father had sent the pheas- 
ants! Perhaps Loth he and his mother were 
inside! 


Sick at heart he turned on his hcel, and 
with quickened pace retraced his steps, He 
would not be a spy, and he could not be an 
em-esdropper. _-\s the thought forced itself 
on his mind, the fear that he might meet 
some one whom he would know, or who 
would know him, m-crtook him. So great 
was his anxiety that it was only when he had 
left the park far behind him on his wa,- 
back to the 
ailors' House, that he regained 
his composure. Hc was prepared to face 
the truth, and all of it-whate,-er it held in 
store for him; but he must first confront his 
father and learn just how he stood with 
him; then he would see his mother and 
Alec, and then he would find St. George: 
Kate must come last, 
The news that his father had offered to 
pay his debts-although he did not intend 
that that should relie,-e him in any way of 
his own responsibility-kindled fresh hopes 
in his heart and buoyed him up. Now that 
his father had tried repeatedly to repair the 
wrong he had done both himself and his 
uncle it might only be necessary for him 
to throw himself on his knees before him 
and be taken back into his heart and arms. 
To see him then was his first duty and this 
he would begin to carry out in the morning. 
As to his meeting with his mother and Alec, 
should he fail with his father, that must .. 
be undertaken with more care. He would 
not place himself in the posi tion of sneaking 
home and using the joy his return would 
bring them as a means to soften his father's 
heart. Yes! He would find his father first, 
and his mother and _-\lec next. If his father 
recei,'ed him the others would follow. If 
he was repulsed, then he must seek out 
some other way. 
N ext he must go to St. George, He kncw 
exactly where his uncle was, although he 
had not said so tü Pawson, He was not at 
Coston's nor anywhere in the dcinity of 
'fesley, but at Craddock on the Bay-a 
small country house some miles distant 
where he and his dogs had often spent days 
and weeks during the ducking season, St. 
George had settled down there to rest and 
get away from his troubles; that was why 
he had not answered Pawson's letters. 
Striding along with his quick, springing 
step, he swung through the deserted and 
unguarded Thlarsh i\Iarket. picked his way 
between the piles of produce and market 
carts, and plunging down a narrow street 
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leading to the wharf, halted before a door 
ewer which swung a lantern burning a green 
light. Here he entered, 
. \lthough it was now near midnigh t, 
there were still eight or ten seafaring men 
in the room-several of them memhers of 
his own crew aboard the 1lolzican, Two 
were playing checkers, the others crowded 
about a square table where a game of cards 
was in progress; wa\'y lines of tobacco 
smoke floated beneath the dingy ceiling; at 
one end was a small bar where a man 
in a woollen shirt was filling some short, 
thick tumblers from an earthen jug. It 
was the ordinary sailors' retreat where the 
men put up befdre, between, and after their 
\"oyages. 
One of them at the card table looked up 
from his game as Harry entered, and called 
out: 
., 
Ian been lookin' for you-comin' 
back, he says. 
Iy trick! Hearts, wasn't 
it?" (this to his companions). 
"Do I know him?" asked Harry with a 
slight start, pausing on his way to his bed- 
room upstairs, where he had left his bag of 
clothes two hours before. Could he have 
been recognized and shadowed? 
"
o-don't think so: he's a street vend- 
or-got some China silks to sell-carried 
his pack on his back and looks as if he'd 
took up a extry 'ole in his belt. Hungry, I 
wouldn't wonder. "Tanted to h'ist 'em 
fur a glass 0' grog an' a night's lodgin,' 
but Cap wouldn't let him-said you'd be 
back and might help him. 'Vasn't that it, 
Cap? "-this to the landlord, who nodded 
in reply. 
"How could I help him?" said Harry, 
selecting a tallow dip from a row on a shelf, 
but in a tone that implied his own doubt in 
the query, as well as his relief, now that the 
man was really a stranger. 
., 'VeIl, this is your port, so I 'ear; some 
0' them high flyers up 'round the park might 
lend a hand, maybe, if you'd tip 'em a 
wink, or some 0' their women folks might 
take a shine to 'em." 
.. Looked hungry, did you say?" Harry 
asked, lighting the dip at an oil lamp that 
swung near the bar. 
.. Yes-holler's a drum-see straight 
through him; tired too-beat out. You'd 
think so if you see him. 
Iy play-Clubs." 
Harry turned to the landlord: "If this 
man comes in again give him food and 
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lodging"-and he handed him a bank bill. 
.. If he is here in the morning let me see 
him. I'm going to bed now. Good-night, 
men! " 


XXIII 


SHOULD I lapse into the easy flowing 
style of the chroniclers of the period of 
which I write-(andhow often hasthescribe 
wished he could I)-this chapter would open 
with the announcement that on this par- 
ticularly bleak, wintry afternoon a gentle- 
man in the equestrian costume of the day, 
and mounted upon a well-groomed, high- 
spirited white horse, might have been seen 
galloping rapidly up a country lane leading 
to an old-fashioned manor house whose- 
etc., etc. 
Such, however, would not cover the 
facts-not all of them. '''hi Ie the after- 
noon was certainly wintry, being Feb- 
ruary, it could not be considered as par- 
ticularly bleak; and while the rider was 
unquestionably a gentleman, he was by no 
manner of means attired in velveteen coat 
and russet leather boots with silver spurs, 
his saddle-bags strapped on behind-but 
in a rough and badly worn sailor's suit- 
cap, jacket, and coarse shoes; his free hand 
gra
ping a bundle carried loose on his 
pommel. 
The earlier style and treatment would, 
of course, with some little cutting and pa
t- 
ing, do for such unimportant local color as 
country lanes and manor houses, but it 
wuuld go all to pieces when he reached the 
horse. Xot by any stretch of the imagina- 
tion of the immortal :\Ir. G. P. R. James, 
or any of his 
chool, could this animal be 
pictured as either white or high-spirited. 
He might, it is true, ha\"e been born white 
and would in all probability have stayed 
white, but for the many omissions and com- 
missions of his earlier li,'ery stable training 
-traces of which could still be found in 
his scraped sides and gna\\'ed mane and 
tail; he might abo have had in his earlier 
days a certain commendable spirit had not 
the ups and downs of road life-and they 
were pretty steep outside Kennedy Square 
-taken it out of him. 
It is only when we come to the combi- 
nation of horse and rider that we can with 
any safety lapse into the flow of the old 
chroniclers, That the particular steed of 
which I write had been ridden hard, was 
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evident from the streaks of sweat that pat- 
terned his flanks and shoulders. That the 
man astride of his back kne"o the limit of 
his capacity and endurance as few men 
had known it before, was as evident to the 
animal itself as it was to every pa
ser-hy 
,,-ho met the two on the road. 'Yhatever 
Harry had forgotten in his many experi- 
ences since he last threw his leg over 
Spitfire-horsemanship was not one of 
them. He still rode like a Cherokee and 
still sat his mount like a prince. He had 
had an anxious and busy morning. "ïth 
the first streak of dawn he had written a 
long letter to his rncle George, in which he 
told him of his arrival; of his heart-felt 
sorrow at what Pawson had imparted and 
of his leaving immediately, first for ',"esler 
and then Craddock, as soon as he found 
out how the land lay at 
Ioorlands: this 
epistle he was careful to enclose in another 
em'elope which he directed to Justice Cos- 
ton, with instructions to forward it with 
"the least possible delay" to 
Ir. Temple, 
who was doubtless at Craddock, "and who 
was imperatively needed at home in con- 
nection with some matters which required 
his immediate personal attention "-and 
which enclosure, it is just as well to state, 
was placed by the Honorable justice him- 
self inside the mantel clock that being the 
safest place for such missives until the right 
owner should appear. 
This duly mailed, he had returned to the 
Sailors' House; knocked at the door of the 
upstairs room in which, through his gen- 
erosity, the street vendor lay sleeping, and 
after waking him up and becoming assured 
that the man was in real di
trðs, had 
bought at twice their value, the China silks 
which had caused the disheartened pedler 
so man r weary hours of tramping. These 
without more ado he tucked under his arm 
and carried away. For, according to a 
plan he had thought out before he fell asleep 
the night before, the silks were the very 
things to help him solve one of his greatest 
difficulties. He would try, as the sailor- 
pedler had done, to sell them in the neigh- 
borhood of 
Ioorlands-( a common prac- 
tice in those days)-and in this way might 
gather up the information of which he was 
in search. Pa,yson had not known him- 
perhaps the others would not: he might 
e,-en offer the silks to his father without be- 
ing detected. 


"ïth this plan clearly defined in his mind, 
he had walked into a livery stable near the 
market, but a short distan
e from his lodg- 
ings, and after looking the stock over had 
picked out this unprepossessing beast a
 
best able to take him to l\Ioorlands and 
back between sunrise and dark. 
As he rode on, leaving the scattered build- 
ings of the town far behind, mounting the 
hills and then striking the turnpike-cyery 
rod of ,,-hich he could have found in the 
dark-his thoughts skimmed like swallows 
each mile åver which he pa:,sed. Here was 
where he had stopped with hate when her 
stirrup broke; near the branches of that 
oak, close to the ditch marking the triangle 
of cro:,s-roads, he had saved his own and 
Spitfire's neck by a clear jump that had 
been the talk of the neighborhood for days. 
On the crest of this hill-the one he ,;'a:, 
then ascending-his father always tightened 
up the brakes on his four-in-hand, and on 
the slope beyond invariably braced himself 
in his seat, swung his ,,-hip, and the flat- 
tened team swept like a whirlwind lea,-ing 
a cloud of dust in its wake that blurred the 
road for minutes thereafter. 
,rhen noon came he dismounted at a 
farmer's house beside the road-he would 
not trus
 the public hou
e
-fed and wa- 
tered his horse, rubbed him down himself, 
and after an hour or more of rest pushed 
on toward the fork in the road to 
Ioor- 
lands. Beyond this was a cross path that 
led to the out-barns and farm stables-a 
path bordered by thick bushes and which 
skirted a fence in the rear of the manor 
house itself. Here he intended to tie his 
hor
e and there he would mount him again 
should his mission fail. 
The dull winter sk\- had alread,' heralded 
the du
k-it was ne"ar four o'cl
ck in the 
afternoon-when he passed some hay-ricks 
,,-here a group of negroes were at work. 
One or two raised their heads and then, as 
if reassured, resumed their tasks. This en- 
couraged him to push on the nearer-he 
had evidenth- been mistaken for one of the 
many trade
people seeking his father's oyer- 
seer, either to sell tools or buy produce. 
Tying the horse close to the fence-so 
close that it could not be seen from the 
house-he threw the bundle of silks oyer 
his shoulder and struck out for the small 
office in the rear. Here the businðs of the 
estate was transacted, and here was almost 
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alway:; to be found either the oyer:--eer or 
one óf his a
si:-,tants-both of them white. 
The
e men were often changed, and his 
chance, therefore, of meeting a stranger was 
all the more likelv. 
As he approached the low sill of the door 
which was level with the ground, and which 
now stood wide open, he caught the glow 
of a fire and could make out the figure of a 
man :-,eated at the desk bending oyer a ma
s 
of papers. At the sound of his footsteps 
the man pushed back a green shade which 
had protected his eyes from the glare of the 
lamp, and peered out at him. 
It was his father! 
The discoyery was so unexpected and had 
come with such suddenness-it was rarely 
in the old days that the colonel was to be 
found here in- the afternoon, he was either 
riding or receiying visitors-that Harry's 
first thought 'Ya
 to shrink back out of sight, 
or, if discm-ered, to make some excuse for 
his intrusion and retire. Then his mind 
changed and he stepped boldly in. This 
was what he had come for and this was 
what he would face. 
"I haye some China silks to sell," he 
said in his natural tone of voice, turning 
his head so that while his goods were in 
sight his face ,ymIld be in shadow. 
"Silks! I don't want an\' silks! '''ho al- 
lowed you to pa
s in here? "' Alec!" Here he 
rose from his chair and moved to the door. 
" Alec! '''here the devil is Alec! He's al- 
ways where I don't want him!" 
"I saw no one to ask
 
ir," Harry re- 
plied mechanically. His father's appear- 
ance had sent a chill through him; he 
would hardly haye known him had he met 
him on the street. 
ot onlv did he look 
ten years older, but the inju
y to his sight 
caused him to glance sideways at anyone 
he addressed, completely destroying the old 
fearless look in his e'"es. 
" You neyer waited to ask ! You walk 
into my prÍ\'ate office unannounced and "- 
here he turned the lamp to see the better- 
"you're a sailor, aren't you!" he added 
fiercely-a closer view of the intruder only' 
heightening his wrath. 
"Yes, sir-I'm a sailor," replied Har- 
ry simply, still searching his father's feat- 
ures, his voice dying out in his throat as he 
summed up the changes that the years had 
wrought in the colonel's once hand:,ome, 
determined face :-thinner, more shrunken, 


finl 


his mu:-:.tache and the short templc-whbkers 
almost white. 
For an instant his father crumpled a wi
p 
of paper he was holding between his fingers 
and thumb; then he demanded sharply, 
but with a tone of curiosity-as if willing the 
intruder should tarn' a moment while he 
gathered the inform
tion: 
"How long have you been a sailor?" 
"I am just in from my last yoyage." 
He still kept in the shadow although he 
saw his father had so far failed to recognize 
him. The silks had been laid on a chair 
beside him. 
"That's not what I asked you. How 
long have you been a sailor?;' He was 
scanning his face now as best he could, 
shifting the green shade that he might see 
the better. 
"I went to sea three years ago." 
"Three years, eh? '''here did you go?" 
The tone of curiosih" had increased. Per- 
haps the next que:'ti
n would lead up to 
some basis on which he could either de- 
clare him
elf or lay the foundation of a 
declaration to be made the next day-after 
he had seen his mother and Alec. 
"To South America. Para was my first 
port," he ans,yered simply, wondering ,yhy 
he ,,"anted to know. 
" That's not far from Rio?" He was 
looking sideways at him but there was no 
wayering in his gaze. 
" X 0, not far-Rio was our next stop- 
ping place-,,-e had a hard voyage and put 
in to-" 
" Do you know a young man by the name 
of Rutter-slim man with dark hair and 
eyes?" interrupted his father in an angry 
tone. 
Harry started forward, his heart in his 
mouth, his hands upraised, his fingers 
opening. I t was all he could do to res- 
train himself. "Don't you know me, fa- 
ther?" was trembling on his lips. Then 
something in the tone of the colonel's voice 
choked his utterance. Sot now, he thought, 
mastering his emotion-a moment more 
and I will tell him. 
"I ha,'e heard of him, sir," he answered 
when he found his voice, straining his ears 
to catch the next word. 
"Heard of him, have you? So has 
everybody else-a worthless scoundrel who 
broke his mother's heart; a man who dis- 
graced his family-a gentleman turned brig- 
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and-a renegade who has gone back on 
his blood! Tcll him so if vou see him! 
Tcll him I said so; I'm hi
 father, and 
know! No-I don't want your silks-don't 
want anything that has to do with sailor 
men. I am busy-please go away. Don't 
stop to bundle thcm up-do that outside," 
and he turned his back and readjusted the 
shadc m-er his eves. 
Harry's heart- sank, and a cold faintness 
stole through his frame. He was not angry 
nor indignant. He was completely stunned. 
\\ïthout a word in reply he gathered up 
the silks from the chair, tucked them un- 
der his arm, and replacing his cap stepped 
outside into the fast approaching twilight. 
\Yhatever the morrow might bring forth, 
nothing more could be done to-day. To 
ha\'e thrown himself at his father's feet 
\\"ould only ha\"e resulted in his heing drivcn 
from the grounds by the m'erseer, with 
the sen'ants looking on-a humiliation he 
could not stand. 
As he stood rolling the fabrics into a 
smaller compass, a gray-haired negro, in 
the livery of a house sen'ant, passed hur- 
riedly and entered the door of the office. 
Instantly his father's voice rang out: 
"\Yhere the de\"il ha\'e you been, Alec? 
How many times must I tell you to look 
after me oftener. Don't vou know I'm half 
blind and- K 0-1 do
't want am" more 
wood-I want these tramps kept 
ff my 
grounds. Send 
Ir. Grant to me at once, 
and don't you lose sight of that man until 
you have seen him to the main road, He 
says he is a sailor-and I\'e had enough of 
sailors, and so has e\-erybody else about 
here. " 
The negro hawed and back cd out of the 
room, Ko answer of any kind was best 
when the colonel was in one of his "tan- 
trums. " 
"I reckon I hab to ask yc, sah, to quit de 
place-de colonel don't 'low nohody to- " 
he said politely. 
Harry turned his face aside and started 
for the fence. His first thought was to 
drop his bundle and throw his arms around 
Alec's neck; then he realized that this 
would be worse than his declaring himself 
to his father-he could then be accused of 
attempting deception by the trick of a dis- 
guise. So he hurried on to where his horse 
was ticd-his back to Alec, the bundle 
shifted to his left shoulder that he might 


hide his face the better until he was out of 
sight of the office-the old man stumbling 
on, calling after him: 
"X 0, dat ain't de \vay. Ycr gotter go 
down de main road; here, man-don't I 
tell yer dat ain't de way." 
Harry had now gained thc fence and had 
already begun to looscn the reins when 

-\lec, out of breath and highly indignant, 
m"er the refusal to carry out his warning, 
reached his side. 
"You better come right back f'om whar 
ye started," the old negro puffed; "ye can't 
go dat way or dey'll set de dogs on ye." 
Here his eves rested on the reins and 
forelock. "-""hat! you got a horse an' 
you-'" 
Harry turncd and laid his hand on the 
old sen"ant's shoulder. He could hardly 
control his \"oice: 
"Don't you know me, Alec? I'm Har- 
rv
 " 
"' The old man bent down, pcered into 
Harry's eyes, and with a quick lunge for- 
ward grabbed him by hath shoulders. 
"You my 
Iarse Harry!-you!" His 
brcath was gone now, his whole body in a 
tremble, his eyes bulging from his head. 
"Yes, _\lec, Harry! It's only the beard. 
Look at me! I didn't want my father to 
see us-that's why I kept on," 
The old sen"ant threw up his hands and 
caught his young master round the neck. 
For some seconds he could not speak. 
"And de colonel druv ye out!" he 
gasped. "Oh, my Gawd! my Gawd! 
And ye ain't daid, and ye come back home 
ag'in." He was sobbing now, his head on 
Harry's shoulder, Harry's arms about him 
-patting his bent back-it had been many 
months since he had had his hands on anv- 
thing he lm"ed. "B ut yer gotter go back
 
he ain't 'sponsihle dese days. He didn't 
know ye! Come 'long, 
Iarse Harry, come 
back wid 01' _-\lee; please come, 
Iarse 
Harry. Oh, Gawd! ye gotter come!" 
"Ko, I'll go home to-night-another day 
1'11-" 
. " Ye ain't got no home but dis, I tcll ye! 
Go tell him who ye is-lemme run tell him. 
I won't be a minute. Oh! :l\Iarse Harry, 
I can't let ye go! I hcen dat mizzable wid- 
out yeT I ain't neber got over lm"in' ye!" 
Here a \"oice from near the office broke 
out. In the dusk the two could just make 
out the form of the colonel, who was e\"i- 
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dently calling to some of his people. He 
was bareheaded and without his shade. 
"I've sent Alec to see him safe off the 
grounds. Y au go yourself, :Mr. Grant, and 
follow him into the highroad; remember 
that after this I hold you responsible for 
these prowlers," 
The two had paused while the colonel 
was speaking, Harry gathering the reins in 
his hand readv to vault into the saddle, and 
.\lec holding 
n to his coat slee\"es hoping 
still to detain him. 
., I ha\"en't a minute more-quick, Alec, 
tell me how my mother is?" 
., She's middlin' po'ly, same's ever; got 
great rings under her eyes and her heart's 
dat heaby makes a body cry ter look at 'er. 
But she ain't sick, jes' griebin' herse'f to 
death. .-\in't yer gwine ter stop and see 
'er? 
laybe I kin git ye in de back way." 
" Not now-not here-bring her to r ncle 
George's house to-morrow about noon, and 
I will be there. Tell her how I look, but 
don't tell her what my father has done. 
.-\nd now tell me about 
1iss Kate-how 
long since you saw her? Is she married?" 
Again the colonel's voice was heard; this 
time much nearer-within hailing distance. 
He and the overseer were evidently ap- 
proaching the fence-some of the negroes 
had doubtless apprised them of the course 
of Harry's exit. 
Alec turned quickly to face his master, 
and Harry, realizing that his last moment 
had come, swung himself into the saddle. 
If _ \lec made any reply to his question it 
was lost in the clatter of hoofs as both horse 
and rider swept down the by-path. In 
another moment he had gained the main 
road, the rider never breaking rein until 
he had reached the farm-house where he 
had fed and watered his horse some hours 
before. 


Thirty-odd miles out and back was not a 
long ride for a horse in those days O\'er a 
good turnpike with plenty of time for rest- 
ing, when most of the travelling was done 
in this way, but it was enough for this par- 
ticular beast. His moods directed his gait. 
Once in a while Harry gave him his head, 
the reins lying loose, the horse picking his 
way in a walk. '''hen he thought of the 
bitterness of his father's words and how 
undesenTed they were, and how the house 
of cards his hopes had built had come tum- 
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bling down about his ears at the first point 
of contact, he would dig his heels into the 
horse's flanks and send him at full gallop 
through the night along the pale ribbon 
of a road barely discernible in the ghostly 
dark. \Yhen .\lec's sobs again smote his 
ear, or the white face of his mother con- 
fronted him, the animal would gradually 
slacken his pace and drop into a walk. 
Dominated by these emotions certain fixeù 
resolutions took possession of him, He 
would see his mother now, no matter at 
what cost-even if he defied his father-and 
then he would find his uncle. \Yhether he 
would board the next vessel leaving port 
and return to his work in the mountains, 
or whether he would bring his uncle back 
from Craddock and the two, with his own 
vigorous youth and new experience of the 
world, fight it out together as they had once 
done before, depended on what St. George 
advised. Now that Kate's marriage was 
practically decided upon, one sorrow-and 
his greatest-was settled forever. The 
others that were in store for him, whatever 
they might be, he would meet as they came, 
\\ïth his mind still intent on these plans 
he rode at last into the open door of the 
small courtyard of the livery stable, and 
drew rein under a swinging lantern. It 
was past ten at night, and the place was de- 
serted, except by a young negro who ad- 
vanced to take his horse. Tossing the 
bridle aside he slipped to the ground. 
"He's wet," Harry said, "but 
le's all 
right. Let him cool off gradually, and 
don't give him any water until he gets dry. 
I'll come in to-morrow and pay your people 
what I owe them." 
The negro curry-combed his fingers down 
the horse's flanks as if to assure himself of 
his condition, and in the movement brought 
his face under the glare of the O\'erhead 
light. 
Harry grabbed him by the shoulder and 
swung him round. 
"Todd-you rascal! what are you doing 
here? \Vhy are you not down on the East- 
ern Shore?" His astonishment was so in- 
tense that for an instant he could not realize 
he had the right man, 
The negro drew back. He was no run- 
away slave, and he didn't intend to be taken 
for one-certainly not by a man as rough 
and suspicious looking as the one before 
him. 
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"How you know my name, man?" He You come 'long wid me-t'ain't far; des 
was nen"ous and scared half out of his wits. around de corner. I'll show ye sompin' 
)Iore than one negro had been shanghaied make ye creep all over. And it ain't gettin' 
in that way and smuggled off to sea. no better-gettin' wuss. Dis way, .ì\Iarse 
"Know you! I'd know you among a thou- Harry-you been 'cross de big water, ain't 
sand. Have you, too, deserted your mas- ye? Dat's what I heared. Aunt Jemima 
ter?" He still held him firmly bv the col- been mighty good, but we can't go on dis 
lar of his coat, his voice rising "in intensity. way much longer." 
"\\"hy have you left him? Answer me." Still talking, forging ahead in the dark- 
For an instant the negro hesitated, ness through the narrow street choked with 
leaned forward, and then with a burst of joy horseless drays, Todd swung into a dingy 
cried out: yard, mounted a flight of rickety wooden 
"You ain't!- Fa' Gawd it is! Dat steps, and halted at an unpainted door. 
beard on ye, )Iarse Harry, done fool me- Turning the knob softly he beckoned silent- 
but you is him fa' shoo Gor-a-mighty! ly to Harry, and the two stepped into a 
ain't I glad ye ain't daid. :Marse George small room lighted by a low lamp placed 
sayan 'y yisterday dat ye was either daid or on the hearth, its rays falling on a cot bed, 
sick dat ye didn't write and-" and a few chairs. Beside a cheap pine 
"Said yesterday! '''hy, is he at home?" table sat. \unt Jemima, rocking noiselessly. 
" Home / Lemme throw a blanket over The old woman raised hcr hand in warn- 
dis hoss and tie him tell we come back. Oh, ing, and put her fingers to hcr lips. 
we had a heap 0' mis'ry since ye went away On the bed, with the cO\Terlet drawn 
-a heap 0' trouble. Nothin' but trouble! dose under his chin, lay his Cnde George! 
(To be continued.) 
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TH'CXDER of riotous hoofs O\"er the quaking sad; 
Clash of reeking squadrons, steel-capped, iron-shod; 
The \Yhite :\Iaid, and the white horse, and the flapping banner of God, 


Black hearts riding for money; red hearts riding for famc; 
The 1Iaid who rides for France and thc king who rides for shamc; 
Gentlemen, fools and a saint riding in Christ's high name. 


Dust to dust it is written! 'Vind-scattered are lance and bow! 
Dust, the Cross of St. George; dust, the banncr of snow ! 
The bones of the king are crumbled and rotted the shafts of the foe. 


Forgotten, the young knights' valor; forgottcn the captains' skill: 
Forgotten, the fear and the hate and the mailed hands raised to kill: 
Forgotten the shields that clashed and the arrows that cried so shrill. 


Like a story from some old book, that battle of long ago, , . 
Shadows, the poor French king and the might of his English foe; 
Sl1adows, the charging nobles and the archers kneeling a-row; 
But, aflame in my heart and my eyes, the )Iaid with the banner of Snow! 



.. Just a minute Auntie! I must finish this nute to dad .. 


HER II 0 S PIT A B L E II E ..\ R T 


By Julia Ross Lvw 


ILLUSTRATIüXS BY FREDERIC DüRR STEELE 


(I -\LLIE was even longer than 
usual in putting on her 
wraps. 

 "The cab is waiting," I 
urged, as she still lingered 
at her desk. 
"Just a minute, auntie! I must finish 
this note to dad." 
"To your father! Isn't he going to the 
dinner? " 
" Yes-but this is to greet him when he 
gets back to his hotel. He is so lonely. 
How I wish that I could have all my family 
within kissing distance! There's a note 
for you, too, dearest and Lest," 
I knew this without her telling me, I 
had not been Sallie's auntie all her liÍe 


without coming within the radius of her 
loving ministration. 
"And now-dear!" 
" Just a minute more, auntie, I have to 
write some little notes to Phil. I am going 
to pin them all over his dinner-coat. Think 
of his coming into the dark flat and finding 
me gone! He will feel forlorn enough. 
And there are a great many things to tell 
him. " 
"Such as-" 
Sallie looked up with a mischievous 
smile. 
"0, that he is the dearest man in the 
world-and that I lo,.e him more than ever 
-and that e,'erything is laid out for him to 
wear-and not to forget his muffler-and 
695 
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Her IIospitable Heart 


.. Dear \unt \ïrginia, is yuur cold better?" 


that there is a cup of broth in the ice-box 
for him-and to he slIre to take it: for you 
know, auntie, Phil can't get to .-\unt Vir- 
ginia's before dinner is half O\"er." 
" .-\nd we shall get no dinner at all unless 
we hurn'," 
Sallie 
and I were on our way to a family 
dinner at sister \ïrginia Lee's, but in spite 
of my remonstrances anù our mad haste at 
the last, we reached the old house facing 
Gramercy Park barely in time to sa\"e our- 
sel\"es from disgrace. 
The family were awaiting us in the large 
middle-\ïctorian drawing-room. 
Perr\' announced uur arri\"al in his usual 
nonch
lant fashion. 
"Here they are, .-\unt \ïrginia. I told 
you not to worry. Hello, Aunt Cornelia! 
Hello, Sallie! '''here's Phil?" 

Iy brothers-in-law, General Dorrance 
and Howard Lee, rose frum their chairs at 
once to receive us. 'Perry remained lolling 
on a sofa, just looking up from his maga- 
zine to give us a friendly nod. 
"Phil has to be late," said Sallie, em- 
bracing her aunt. "But we are not to wait 


for him. He told me to say that he would 
be in time fur the turkey. Dear .\unt 
\ïrginia, is your culd bett
r?" 
"
Iy belief in a culd has quite disap- 
peared under the ministrations of dear 
Irs. 
Stubbs," sistcr \ïrginia responded with 
dignity, at the same time gÍ\'ing a violent 
sneeze. 
E\"en Sallie smiled. 
"Is 
Irs. Stubbs the fat old frump, who 
used to be a magnetic healer?" asked the 
irreverent rerry. 
,. 
Irs. Stubbs has a highly spiritual 
nature," responded his aunt indignantly, 
"a really beautiful soul. Her burden of 
llesh is merely a temporary handicap. It 
ill becomes you, Perry Dorrance-you, 
who are putting on flesh at a really alarm- 
ing rate-to make a jest of a woman like 

Irs, Calista Stubbs." 
Sallie threw herself into the breach, 
"How sweet of you, C nde Howard, to 
send me those chocolates! It was a 
stormy day-and I had one of De
Iorgan's 
hooks-vou know the\' last forever-and I 
read and ate and had the lo'veliest time. 0, 
daddie, dear-" 
And Sallie threw both arms around her 
father, a gray-haired soldierly-looking man, 
who gave his daughter a cool cheek, upon 
which she imprinted a number uf ardent 
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Perry remained lulling on a sofa. 



Her llospitable 1 !eart 


kisses. " You certainly are the dearest 
dacldie-and the handsomest! I thought 
of you and thought of you all through that 
long storm. You were so good to tele- 
phone to me twice a day!" 
The general coughed in a deprecatory 
wav. 
Perry's wife left the piano, where she was 
playing snatches from ., :Madame Butter- 
fly," and the two girls fell into each other's 
arms. " 0, X erissa, how lovely you look!" 
said Sallie, standing a little way off in or- 
der to see her sister-in-law better. ,. You 
are a picture in that gown. How is little 
Jean? " 
" Jean is in fine condition, you base Ii ttle 
flatterer, and sent all kinds of sweet mes- 
sages to dear 
\unt Sallie," 
.. There was ne\"er a child to compare 
with Jean," said Sallie with co_nviction. 
"Don't you agree with me, daddie?" 
The general bowed gra\"ely. 
"For heaven's sake, Aunt Cornelia," 
cried Perry from his sofa, "won't you and 
Sallie give uncle and dad a chance to sit 
down? They'll stand as long as you do, 
if it takes all night. Sister-let me assure 
you that we are all enjoying the hest of 
health and are as beautiful as ever. Thank 
goodness! Dinner at last! It is at least 
fifty-nine seconds late, Aunt Virginia, 
Please never let it happen again." 
"'hereupon we all went to the dining- 
room higgledy-piggledy as was our cheer- 
ful custom. 
It was one of the frequent family dinners 
that sister \ïrginia Im'ed to give. Around 
her hospitable board '\ve all met and dis- 
agreed without restraint. If there were six 
different ways of looking at a question, you 
could count on our taking those six different 
points of view. But however we might dis- 
agree among ourselves we stood 
houlder to 
shoulder in all emergencies, and "all for 
each and each for all" might well have been 
engraved upon our coat-of-arms. 
"Did you remember to come in a cab, 
daddie?" said Sallie after we were seated. 
\I You know you promised me to be espe- 
cially careful in such weather. It is dread- 
fully slippery. Aunt Cornelia bought an 
evening paper and there was a whole col- 
umn in it about people who had fallen 
down and broken their legs or something," 
"That sounds like Aunt Cornelia's fa- 
vorite .11 eteor," said Perry. 


()f)7 


"I don't know why you call it 1nine, or 
my fa'vorìte," I replied hotly. 
"Because you read it," persisted })erry. 
"
o one else in the family does. If you 


"0, daddie, dear! you certainly are the dearest 
daddie, .. 


want the news why not give the preference 
to a paper in which fact predominates over 
fiction? " 
"If it lieth in you, Perry, please be fair," 
I retorted. " You know verY well how 
much TIle JIeleor did to reduc
 the price of 
gas. " 
"That would seem a good thing to do," 
said \ïrginia, reflectively. "I got enough 
rebate on myoid gas bills to buy a nice 
little toque at .-\ntoinette's. 
\nd you say 
that we owe all that to The ..lIeteor, Cor- 
nelia? I shall always look at those red 
head-lines with quite a changed feeling 
from now on," she added piously. 
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Kerissa was playing snatches from 
.. )Iadame Butterfly." - Page 697. 


"\\"hy don't you call at the office and 
show them your bonnet, \ïrginia?" said 
her husband. 
.-\s \ïrginia ignored him in true wifely 
fashion, the family proceeded to make a 
united onslaught upon 
X eri ssa, who had re- 
cently joined a class in 
occult philosophy. 
"How is your S\-en- 
gali, Kerissa?" asked 
her uncle dryly, as he 
looked in vain for a mis- 
sing fish-fork. 
"0, I know you 
ha'\"en't any sympathy 
with it," said K erissa, 
flushing. "But if you 
knew the perfectly won- 
derful th ings he does 
you would change your 
mind." 
"Tell us some of 
them," said her uncle 
cheerfully, the fork hav- 
ing been supplied. 
Perry laughed. "It is 
an occupation for the idle 
rich," he said. "I hate to 
have my wife interested 
in such a fool thing, but 
what can you do? All 
her friends are in it." 
":\Irs. Beekman has materialized the love- 
liest rug," said Kerissa, enthusiastically. 
" :Materialized a rug! " said Virginia. 
"And how pray is that done?" 
"0, you go into a room all by yourself 
and simply concentrate on a rug. You 
think of nothing else-just its size, and its 
shape and its color-and the first thing you 
know you get one just like it." 
"How?" said the general. 
"0, I don't know," said Xerissa. "It 
just comes. You can get anything by 
concentration." 
"Can't you materialize $100,000 for 
me?" I asked. 
"\"hy, of course, auntie. But you must 
concentrate too. You must think of piles 
of money-enough to make up the amount 
you want-and do it day after day. It will 
come, if you have patience." 
\"irginia had a rapt expression. "
Iate- 
rialized a rug!" she repeated. "I should 
like to meet your 
1r. S\"engali, Nerissa." 


"His name isn't Svengali," said Nerissa 
shortlv. 
"\\:ell, whatever his name is, I should 
like to meet him. I wonder if he would 
care to attend one of our club teas. He 
might explain his meth- 
od to our ladies, 1\1rs. 
Stubbs would be able to 
ask him most intelligent 
questions." 
A storm of protests 
arose. Virginia tried to 
hold her own amidst 
the excited voices and 
emerged from the fray 
\yi th drooping feathers 
and weakened lung 
capacity, but with un- 
abated spirit. 
During the discussion, 
Sallie's eyes wandered 
from one to the other of 
the combatants wi th a 
distressed expression, 
and when we had quieted 
sufficiently to permit her 
being heard, she said: 
"You know it sounds 
dreadfully as if you were 
all quarrelling. I know 
you call it arguing, but 
how is the butler to dis- 
tinguish? " 
\f e all laughed. "Sallie," said her U nde 
Howard, "we are ha\"ing the time of our 
lives. But if it troubles you, we will talk 
about something else." 
\\Te were accustomed to Sallie's "butting 
in," as Perry called it, and her efforts were 
always for peace. 
She in the meantime had grown quieter 
and quieter, and by and by, under cover of 
the general's and Howard's united and ex- 
cited onslaught upon Perry for advocating 
more rigid protection, she whispered to me, 
""'here do you suppose Phil is?" 
"ßI Y dear, it isn't turkey-time yet, but if 
you are worried, why don't you telephone?" 
So Sallie disappeared, apparently with- 
out attracting attention, The fish course 
came and was removed, but Sallie did not 
return. So when the turkey really arrived, 
I followed her. 
She was leaning against the wall near the 
telephone, all the color gone from her lips 
and cheeks, and with little drops of cold 
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perspiration standing on her forehead and 
around her mouth. 
"Auntie," she whispered, as I took her 
chilly little hand, "I'm sure that something 
has happened to Phil. He left the office 
at four and was going directly home to 
dress. He should have been here long 
ago. I have telephoned 
lr. Bliss and 
1\1r. Grant and 
Ir. \\ adhams, and none of 
them know anything except that he left at 
four o'clock. Then I rang up the Essex, 
and the hall-boy said that Phil had not 
been home, and had not telephoned. \Yhat 
shall I do?" 
_-\t this juncture Perry came out to see 
what was the matter. 
"X ow, Sallie," he commanded, "for 
once don't act like a goose. Think how 
many times you have had us all dead and 
buried, and how we all turned up finally 
as right as trivets. Dad!" he called to his 
father. "Here is Sallie worrying herself 
sick hecause Phil has not come. Tell her 
what you think of her." 
So the general appeared, and soon all the 
fa.mily was grouped around the telephone 
talking and remonstrating. 


mm 


,. 
Iy dear," said the general, "if we had 
the faintest idea that anything had hap- 
pened to Phil, wouldn't we all be worrying? 
It is a miserable night, and no doubt the 
cars are delayed. If he doesn't come 
"ithin a reaso
able time, Perry and I will 
go and hunt him up." 
"Perhaps he has fallen and broken his 
leg," faltered Sallie. 
"That comes from letting Sallie see your 
old paper, auntie," said Perry savagely. 
"I hope this will teach you to let it alone. 
Little sister, Phil is quite big enough to take 
care of himself." 
"I should think so," chimed in X erissa. 
"Centre-rush of his college foot-ball team!" 
"I suppose a large man might be 
dr07.L'lled, or murdered, or taken ill," said 
Sallie faintly. "I think bra,-e men are 
always in the most danger. Phil stops at 
nothing. He runs the most dreadful risks." 
"Kot since he married," said Pei"ry 
grimly, 
"If anything had happened, we should 
have heard of it long ago," I ventured. 
" You know that list of addresses you make 
us all carry around." 
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"I had one of De:\lorgan's books-and I read and ate and had the lo
'eliest time. "-Pa;;e 696. 



"Did you remember to cume In a cab, daddie?" said Sallie after we were seated.-Page 697- 


"And a yery good thing," said the gen- 
eral. 
"The turkey and yegetables are getting 
cold," wailed Virginia. 
Again and again in the course of her 
short life, Sallie, in her anxious imaginings, 
had gazed at death in hot pursuit of those, 
around whom her affections had wrapped 
so closely, that separation coulrl not he 
effected except at the expense of deep, 
bleeding, incurable wounds. Again and 
again she had suffered everything but real- 
ization. I think that when the worst really 
comes, she can experience no greater pain 
than she has already felt through her fore- 
bodings. 
A great, unaffected, and unconcealed ap- 
prehension has an uncanny influence upon 
the most sanguine minds. Sallie's alarm 
communicated itself to us in spite of our- 
selves. Perhaps this time her anxiety 
might prove well-founded. \Ye looked at 
each other and realized what is meant by 
the contagion of fear. \\ïth secret appre- 
hension we tried to laugh away Sallie's 
fears, and to strengthen our own weakening 
confidence. But-little by little our yoices 
bccame less assured and our smiles less 
spontaneous. 
7 00 


Just when nerve tension had reached the 
breaking-point, the bell rang, and we all 
rushed to the door. There stood Philip 
\\ïlcox in his usual radiant health and 
much amazed at his somewhat hvsterical 
reception. It only took him a m
ment to 
grasp the situation, and he went at once to 
Sallie. 
"Have you been worrying, dear? It's 
too bad. I telephoned the hall-boy that I 
had to go uptown on business, and couldn't 
get home to change into eyening clothes, 
.And so he forgot all about it-the young 
rascal! I'll give him a good calling-down 
to-morrow. " 
"0, nobody was worried except Sallie," 
said Perry lightly. ".--\nd as you know to 
your sorrow, she is a chronic borrower of 
trouhle." 
"'VeIl, I hope I hayen't missed the 
turkey," said Phil. "I am as hungry as 
if I had been digging in the road. Come 
on, every one!--Aunt Virginia, forgive me 
and acccpt my arm. '''hy, Sallie, darling 
-what's the mattcr?" 
Sallie had fainted. 
\\'hen the blonde young giant carried her 
to the carriage a few moments later, I 
looked into his face and knew that Sallie 
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Dorrance had made no mistake when she 
entrusted her tender, loving heart to his 
keeping. 
"Sallie would drive me to drink," said 
Perry in his positive way, when we had re- 
as
embled in the dining-room. "If Phil 
weren't the most patient man in the world 
he wouldn't stand for it." 
"You knmv perfectly well, Perry," I said 
reprovingly, "that Phil and Sallie are ado, 
mirably matched temperamentally. They 
are very, very happy." 
"I don't know how happy Phil is about 
October first," laughed Nerissa. "Sallie 
won't let him wear low shoes after that date." 
"Now there is where I blame Sallie," 
complained Aunt \ïrginia, "She fusses 
so unnecessarily about Phil. Last week 
I sent for her to spend a day with me-I 
was in a frightfully low ;;tate of nen'es and 
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needed cheering-and she wouldn't come, 
because Phil had a sore throat, and she 
must stay at home and nurse that great, 
big, healthy fellow." 
The general sighed sympathetically. "I 
have to ring her up every morning," he said, 
"and tell her just how I am, and she has 
made me promise to wear ruhbers and to 
carry an umbrella, and to take a cab when 
it is slippery. I must say that I sympathize 
with Perry," 
"Richard," I broke in, "I don't think it 
will injure you to indulge Sallie's little 
fancies. Think what she has been to you 
ever since she was a tiny child-to us all, 
in fact. She has always worshipped you, 
Perry, and helped to bring you up, al- 
though you are five years her senior. As 
for vou, Richard, has she ever resented 
you; high-handed methods?" 


She was leaning against the wall near the telephone.-Page 698. 
VOL. XLIX.-67 
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"I think, Cornelia," said the general, 
coloring, "that you are becoming unpleas- 
antly personal-but if you mean that Sallie 
is meek, I must beg leaye to differ with you." 


There stood Philip Wilcox in his usual radiant 
health.-Page 700. 


"If she has ever turned upon her tor- 
mentors, I for one am glad of it." 
"Now confess, Aunt Cornelia," laughed 
Nerissa. "You dearly love a fight, and I 
suspect that you are trying to get up one 
now, N ow Sallie hates quarrelling. It 
terrifies her, She takes all our differences 
seriously. I can see her anxious face when 
Perry gets off some of his jokes, or when 
you hit too hard with your little hammer. 
Did you ever see anything like the reams of 
paper that she fills, in her attem}Jts to ex- 
plain away our possible misunderstandings? 
-things to which none of us would ever 
have given a second thought?" 
" Yes, it is true," I replied. "Her loye 
for us all knows no hounds. As for you 
and me, Richard-you, with your auto- 
cratic ways-and me with my dreadful 
frankness and independence-why, if it 
hadn't been for Sallie, we couldn't have 
stayed an hour under the same roof without 


quarrelling, Could I count the letters that 
she has written to me after one of our fam- 
ily reunions, explaining how your attitude 
toward me was one of concealed admira- 
tion-you simply lacked the ability to ex- 
press yourself-doubtless you have re- 
ceived similar letters from her on my 
accoun t." 
The general's eyes twinkled reminis- 
cently. 
" You seem to think that no one loves 
Sallie except you, auntie," said Perry, 
impatiently. 
"I think nothing of the kind, but I un- 
derstand her better than the rest of you do. 
lt is because I am so unlike her." 
"In spite of our hurting and teasing her, 
how she admires us all!" said Perry, more 
thoughtfully. "HO\v handsome-brilliant 
-perfect we all are in her eyes. Didn't 
you ever get a love-letter from her telling 
you what a great person you are?" 
A general laugh relieved the tension. 
"\Vhen the baby comes," said \ïrginia, 
"I imagine we shall all find ourselves out in 
the cold." 
"Do not fancy it for one minute," I re- 
plied. "Sallie's heart is elastic, and there 
will be room in it for us alL" 
"Yes," said Perry, "it will be something 
else for her to worry over. \"hat an awful 
life their family doctor will lead! Nights, 
days, and Sundays will be spent prescrib- 
ing for that infant." 
I arose from my chair and laid down my 
napkin. "I think that it would be well 
for us to go to our separate homes before 
we come to blows. Good-night, Sister 
Virginia. The dinner was very good, only 
the soup was too heavy, Richard, as it is 
raining, I should like to take you to your 
hotel in my cab, You should guard 
against dampness. It would be dreadful 
at your age if you should get rheumatism 
fixed upon you." 
An ironical laugh went up from the as- 
sembled family. 
"\Vell, auntie, if Sallie has tact she 
surely does not inherit it from you," was 
Perry's parting shot, as he closed the cab 
door. The general did not accompany me. 
He is absurdly sensitive about his age. 


About three months later the early dawn 
of a stormy 1\larch day saw the "family" 
gathered together under very different con- 



Her IIospitable I Icart 


ditions. AU night long we had been waiting 
in the little hospital parlor for the hourly 
buUetins from the room where Sallie was 
gazing down into the valley of the shadow 
of death, and every hour the news became 
distinctly more unfavorable. 
In saying the" family," I mean all but 
Yirginia, whose health and horses alike for- 
bade her facing the inclement weather, and 
the weather was bad enough. The wind 
came in gusts and blew the rain in sheets 
against the window. The sky was one un- 
broken mass of gray. 
\Ye were a haggard-looking lot, when the 
first glimmer of daylight showed us each 
other's faces. \Ye had taken turns in lying 
down on the hard little sofa, but I think no 
one had slept. 
\Vhat a long, long night! \Ye spoke very 
little. There was a clock on the mantel- 
piece that struck" cathedral chimes" every 
quarter of an hour. It was the most mourn- 
ful sound I ever heard. Even nO\v the 
sound of those" chimes" brings back to me 
the pain of the terrible and interminable 
hours when we were waiting for those mes- 
sages that meant so much. How I hated 
that parlor! Its ugliness-its shabbiness 
-its discomfort! 
"The bed-rooms are pleasant, if the par- 
lor isn't," I remarked. Noone seemed to 
pay any attention. Phil turned off the elec- 
tric light and left the room. I could hear 
him pacing up and down the haU. 
The general stood at the window gaz- 
ing with unseeing eyes upon the tempest 
without, 
Nerissa sat in one of the hideous arm- 
chairs, aU the color gone from her lovely 
face and with deep violet circles under 
her eyes. She looked exhausted and from 
time to time wiped away her tears with 
the crumpled baU of a handkerchief that 
was quite wet through. I always loved 
Nerissa. 
Perry sat near her, still holding the even- 
ing paper and still gazing steadily at the first 
page. He must have known it by heart. It 
had been his companion all night. 
As for me-well, no matter about me. 
Suddenly we heard an exclamation from 
the general. "Sister Virginia Lee-and 
Howard! In this storm! At this hour! 
An(l their own horses!" 
I shuddered at the thought of those pam- 
pered pets out in the rain. 
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"Phil is helping her out-and he has 
no hat and no umbrella!" continued the 
general. 
Perry dropped his paper with an excla- 
mation restrained by the thought of the 
sick-room upstairs. The same thought 
passed through all our minds. If Sallie 
were gone, there would be no one to worry 
about Phil. He could wear rubbers or not 
-and low shoes all winter if he chose. 
Howard came in first, shook hands with 
me and then went into an obscure corner 
and began to memorize a hospital report. 
I must give Virginia credit for forgetting 
herself for once in her life. She said not 
one word about the risk that she had run in 
venturing out in such dreadful weather, but 
kissed us each solemnly-not omitting the 
general, who bore the infliction heroically. 
"Phil says there is little hope, Cornelia," 
she whispered to me in a voice so unlike her 
own that I scanned her face narrowly and 
saw there traces of such real and unaffected 
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anguish that since then my attitude toward 
Virginia has been less critical and more 
tender. 
"For my part," I said as emphatically as 
I could in an undertone, "I don't care a 
picayune what the doctor says. Sallie is 
going to get well. ',"hy shouldn't she? 
Isn't the whole world peopled in this way? 
Doctors always talk discouragingly in a 
difficult case. It protects them if the worst 
happens, and they get lots of credit if the 
patient recovers." 
"Death generally takes the best and 
fairest," sniffled Virginia. 
Kow I hate sniffling and Ihateplatitudes, 
but when I saw how miserable Yirginia 
looked, I arose and ordered a fire made in 
the grate. It seemed to make every one 
feel more hopeful when they savvY the cheer- 
ful blaze, and some of the gloom disap- 
peared as the glow and warmth increased. 
Phil had returned to the hall and re- 
sumed his monotonous walk. 
The general placed a chair for Virginia 
in front of the fire. "I wish some one 
would speak," she said as she seated her- 
self. 
There was no response. 
The nurse appeared as she did every 
hour and motioned to Perry. He was only 
gone a moment. "She reports that there 
is no change," he said hoar::-.ely. Poor 
fellow! I looked at his eyes. They were 
brimming wi th tears. His eyes are like 
Sallie's, only not so soft. 
The horrible" cathedral chimes" struck 
nine. 0, those agonizing hours! I stopped 
and considered. Suppose the doctor were 
right! Suppose Sallie left us! '\'hat would 
my own life be worth without her! Life 
without Sallie! It was inconceivable. 
It was Nerissa who spoke next. "'Vhen 
I married Perry," she said in a choked 
voice, "and came here-a stranger-lonely 
-not knowing-You were all good to me 
-but Sallie said-" K erissa stopped to 
control herself. "Sallie said, with her dear 
arms around me-' X erissa, I love you. 
You are my sister-my real sister.' And 
it has always been so. And when little 
Jean was born, Sallie stood by me through 
all my anxiety and worry and fears, and her 
love put strength into me. 
\nd now I can 
do nothing for hcr-nothing-nothing!" 
"Has Dr. Brown called in advice?" 
asked Virginia) tremulously. 


I nodded. "Dr. Sloan and Dr. Carlyle 
have been with him since midnight." 
Perry gave a strange, dry sob. If ever 
controlled agony was depicted on a human 
face, I saw it at that moment on his. 
Phil's haggard face looked in at the door. 
I went to him. "Help me to bear it-like 
a man," he whispered hoarsely. I put my 
hand in his and together we paced up and 
down-up and down, 
The cathedral chimes went on striking 
the inexorable hours, and each stroke beat 
upon our wretched hearts. Outside the 
storm was unabated. The streets were 
almost empty. 

 \ footstep on the stairs! 
This time it was the doctor, not the trim, 
white-gowned nurse. How changed he 
was! I never before saw him with a de- 
tail of his toilet neglected. Now he stood 
facing us-no collar-unshaven-pallid. 
\\"hat had he to say? 
'Ve stood before him-a ghastly group- 
agonized expectation on every face. 
Twice he essayed to speak, twice his 
voice failed him. Then-" 
rrs. \Vilcox is 
reviving," he said. "It is a little girL" 
I felt Phil's hand relax from its fierce 
grip. "Quick!" I cried, and Perry and the 
doctor placed him on the sofa. 
"He has eaten nothing for almost twenty- 
four hours," said the general. 
I take back all that I have said against 
doctors. Dr. Brmvn was again full of pro- 
fessional activity, with his own weariness 
forgotten. "Pulse almost im percepti ble," 
he said, and gave a hypodermic of strychnia 
to strengthen the flagging heart. After a 
few moments a maid entered with hot coffee 
and toast, Phil sat up, and the doctor joined 
us at our quiet meal. \Ve all revived, and 
then the doctor returned to his vigil. 
But he left behind him a changed family. 
"This rain is much needed upcountry," 
said the general. "The brooks were quite 
low when I came down from New Hamp- 
shire day before yesterday. 
"It is a shame the way we arc allowed to 
waste our forest," he continued, with his 
back to the fire. "The President should 
give the matter his personal attention. It 
is such conåitions that have converted me 
to a belief in centralization." 
Usually this statement would have raised 
a storm of protests. To-day we listened 
meekly. 
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The cathedral chimes sounded again, but 
this time it was like a call to prayer, 
The general bowed his head, "Let us 
thank God for His mercy," he said broken- 
ly, and from all our hearts went up a silent 
thanksgiving, none the less fervent because 
silent. 
Again the unemotional nurse. "Dr, 
Brown says that 
lrs. '\ïIcox may see her 
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husband for a moment, and you may all go 
up to Room 4S and look at the baby. And 
1\lrs. 'Vilcox wishes me to remindl\lr. Perry 
Dorrance not to forget his cough medicine." 
There was a sound of mingled sobs and 
laughter. General Dorrance turned tow- 
ard us, his face trembling with emotion, 
"Sallie is going to get well!" he said, 
and every listening heart said Amen! 
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ANGELLIER 


By Henry van Dyke and E. Sainte-lVlarie Perrin 


I 


A MASTER IN FRENCH POETRY 
FROM AN AMERICAN POINT OF VIEW 


e R:I N G a recent year of 
academic duty in France 
I found a little leisure to 
continue my education by 
reading some contemporary 
French prose and verse. 
One result of this reading was a deepened 
sense of the beauty and value of the French 
language as an instrument of expression. 
The care which men of letters have given 
to preserve its prime qualities of clearness, 
precision and flexibility, and to develop 
its resources without destroying its laws, is 
extraordinary. 
The protection of the national language 
is a wise (and in America a much-needed) 
form of the conservation of national re- 
sources. French prose is a literary medi- 
um which is at once lucid and picturesque, 
firm and supple, and capable of wonderful 
variations within a comparatively narrow 
vocabulary. 
In verse it is much more difficult for a 
foreigner to form an intelligent and sure 
opinion of the qualities of diction. For 
in poetry the value of words is secretly en- 
hanced, not only by the harmony of their 
concurrent sound, but also by their associ- 
ations, by their intimacy or by their strange- 
ness, by a hundred delicate rills of meaning 
*** NOTE-After this article was completed and sent to the 
press, the news came that Auguste AngelIier died, in Chris- 
lian faith and courage, at Boulogne on February 28th. It 
has not been possible, nor would it have been well, to make 
any changes in the text of the article, which represents not a 
tribute to the dead, but an estimate of a living poet. 
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which flow into them from hidden regions 
of memory and experience. This enhance- 
ment can be fully felt only by one" to the 
manner born." A stranger in the language 
learns to follmv its more subtle melodies 
but imperfectly. He apprehends its more 
delicate shadings of color and emotion but 
dimly, and with a certain misgiving as to 
the fitness of his appreciation. 
Perhaps it was this natural barrier which 
kept me from finding as much in the mod- 
ern verse of France as in the prose. The 
theories of the Parnassians, the Symbol- 
ists, the Decadents, seemed to me only part- 
ly true and partly new. Of their results I 
felt myself unable to judge with accuracy, 
though I could admire the marmoreal bas- 
reliefs of Leconte de Lisle, the glowing 
stained-glass sonnets of Heredia, the senti- 
mental and philosophic verse-melodies of 
Sully-Prudhomme. The extreme virtuosity 
of Baudelaire and Verlaine as word-players 
escaped me in part, I am sure; otherwise I 
should not have felt so strongly and so un- 
pleasantly the presence of something mor- 
bid and prematurely aged in their verse. 
The rising flood of new poetry did not 
carry me away with the sense of being in 
the midst of another poetic renaissance. 
But there were two of the living poets 
whose work made upon me a distinct and 
memorable impression-the brilliant and 
famous dramatic poet, 1\1. Edmond Ros- 
tand, and the quiet, profound, beautiful lyric 
and meditative poet, 1\1. Auguste Angellier. 
The dramatic verse of 
L Rostand is too 
well known in America to need an intro- 
duction. But with the fine and noble tal- 
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ent of )1. Angellier very few are yet ac- 
quainted; and it is to make his work better 
known to thoughtful 
\merican readers that 
this little literary enterprise is undertaken. 
The plan of the enterprise is novel, ir- 
regular, and without justification, unless 
perhaps you can find one in the fact that it 
follows a really simple and natural path. 
First, I have ventured to recall and collect, 
very briefly, the impressions which I re- 
cei\"ed from meeting with the poetry of An- 
gellier. Then I have asked a literary friend 
in France to give a fuller estimate of the 
poet's character and work, which I have 
translated, as freely as possible, into English, 
Finally, I have attempted a difficult but 
alluring task, and tried to give an English 
rendering of some of Angellier's verses, 
A rendering, you understand, not a trans- 
lation. Poetry cannot be translated-fer- 
ried over-in its completeness, from one 
language to another. If you take the body, 
the spirit stays behind. If you take the 
spirit, you must leave the body, and create 
a new form in which the thought and 
feeling of the poem may find, as nearly as 
possible, as true and natural expression, 
Therefore I have not been careful, in these 
renderings, to follow the French original line 
for line and word for word. I have tried to 
give, as far as I could, the central emotion 
or idea and the vital imagery of the poem, 
embodied freely and naturally in such Eng- 
lish verse as came to me. It will be enough 
if these paraphrases carry a little of the 
vivid charm, the pensive power, the pene- 
trating sentiment of Angellier's poetry. For 
the rest, you must not regard these as trans- 
lations, but as echoes or reflections, modu- 
lated and varied by the medium through 
which they have passed. 
It was )1. Legouis, Professor of English 
at the Sorbonne-the illuminating biogra- 
pher of 'Vordsworth's youth and his so- 
journ in France-who first brought me 
acquainted with Angellier, The little vol- 
ume of selections which was put into my 
hands contained passages from his critical 
appreciation of the painter Henri Reg- 
nault, and from his astonishing book on 
"The Life and 'York of Robert Burns"- 
perhaps the best, certainly the most inter- 
esting, study of Burns that exists-and ex- 
tracts from his books of verse, "A L'Amie 
Perdue," "Lc Chemin des Saisons," and 
"Dans la Lumière Antique." The effect 


which this volume made upon me was sing- 
ularly clear and deep. I felt the presence 
of a strong and self-reliant personality, 
thoughtful and sensitive, proud and sim- 
ple, a lover of antiquity alive to every touch 
of life, a philosopher conscious of the 
"grandeur in the beatings of the human 
heart," a man of vigor capable of what 

1. Legouis calls "[' exquise doucellr des 

Iirils "-the exquisite tenderness of the 
manly. 
\rho is he, then, this Auguste Angellier, 
of whom one hears so little in Paris, and 
nothing in London or Boston? 
"A professor in the Cniversity of Lille; 
reserved, independent, slow of speech, an 
admirable teacher, not a recluse but a man 
who prefers to follow his own path, a sun- 
burned scholar, a tranquil rebel against the 
formal and the conventional. You will not 
find him in the salons, nor in the mutual 
admiration circles of the long-haired Bo- 
hemians, but on the road, or in a friend's 
library, or in his own rooms crowded with 
the curious and artistic things which he has 
picked up on his travels. ',"ould you like 
to meet him?" . 
No! Such a man is never really present 
at an arranged meeting. The professor 
would come, but the poet would stay away. 
I can buy his books and meet the best of 
him in them. 
The first thing that found me in his po- 
etry was the accent of sincerity, the tone 
of reality-which is a very different thing 
from realism. He writes as one who has 
felt and wishes to express his feeling, as one 
who has seen and wishes to interpret and 
record his vision. Not even the veil of 
memory in tervenes; for he does not seem to 
follow 'Yordsworth's rule of" emotions rec- 
ollected in tranquillity"; the emotion is still 
living, the picture is present and vivid in 
his verse. 
There is plenty of artistry in the lyrics 
of "The Path of the Seasons "-exquisite 
and inimitable metres like" Bis Repctita" 
and" Farewell on the Beach," magical ef- 
fects of words as in "Timid Springtime" 
and" The Little Town by the River "-but 
it is not" for art's sake." It has nothing of 
the self-conscious, the painfully sought. It 
is like the fresh and delicate music with 
which Ronsard and Du Bellay enchanted 
the sixteenth century. Even when he goes 
back to classical forms and models, as " In 
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the Light of Old," he goes as \ndré de 
Chénier went, not to find a chain, but an 
inspiration. That is the difference between 
a period of imitative art and a real renais- 
sance, 
Angellier's diction delights me because it 
is so concrete, so charged with varied color, 
so full of distinct forms. French critics say 
that it is somewhat overcharged. Even his 
admirers admit that he shows the faults of 
his temperament, and sins, as ::\1. Legouis 
says, "by an excess of virility." His po- 
etic phrase is sometimes harsh and violent, 
occasionally awkward, But these things 
are perhaps less noticeable, certainly less 
troublesome, to a foreigner than to one who 
is native in the language. Even if I felt 
them more, I should be inclined to pardon 
them for the sake of the pleasure found 
in his picturesque, graphic vocabulary 
which individualizes things felt and seen. 
For example, when he takes up an old 
peasant word like (ourtiZ and rhymes it with 
an old heraldic word like tortiZ, he makes 
me see the little door-yards of the cottages, 
and the Gothic carving over the portal of 
the crumbling church, in the tiny, sleepy 
village of Picardy where he is walking. 
\"hen he describes" the infinite scintilla- 
tions of the grass" in the meadows after a 
shower; or "the silken skies of autumn, 
gray, mauve, orange, tender blue, soft cur- 
tains ready to be unh ung"; or the moss- 
grown little town which sits on the bank of 
the river, silent and torpid, "a widow of the 
long-dead years"; he makes me see and re- 
member. 
There is one difficulty which the English 
reader always feels in French verse. I 
mean the absence of that clearly marked 
rhythmic stress which is the dominant fac- 
tor in English metre. French verse moves 
with a lighter accent, a more even flow. As 
we hear it well read or sung, it seems de- 
lightfully fluent; as we hear it declaimed 
in the theatre, it has a sonorous march. 
But our ears, accustomed to a stronger 
cadence, often miss the swinging rhythm, 
the marked pulsation of the music. Kow 
I think this difficulty is less felt in Angellier 
than in many other French poets. Perhaps 
it may be because of his close study of 
English poets, and especially of Bums; 
perhaps it may have some connection with 
his strong and emphatic temperament; but 
whatever the cause may be, there is cer- 
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tainly a rhythm in his verse which is com- 
paratively easy for English readers to fol- 
low. And the nonchalant liberties which 
he takes with the strict rules of French 
rhyme, however sinful they may appear in 
his own country, to us are only charming 
irregularities. 
The clearness of vision, the concreteness 
of expression in this poet, of which I ha -<"e 
already spoken, are the qualities-perhaps 
the only qualities-by virtue of which he 
is classical. For the rest, he is modem, 
emotional, and personal. Even in the Dia- 
logues and EPisodes you catch this note. 
"The Old Flute," "The Planter of Olive 
Trees," have the form of Greek idylls, but 
their undertone is subjective and pathetic. 
They are modem meditations. The dia- 
logues of "The Sage and the \"arrior," 
"The Old )'Ian and the Youth" present 
arguments which are not only touched, but 
penetrated and guided, by emotion, to a de- 
gree which would have seemed strange to 
the ancients. But is it not a good thing when 
an essentially romantic poet learns to use 
the precise word, the clear image, the firm 
form, which belong to classical art? The 
cloudy, the vague, the abstract are "the 
enemies of the best" in poetry. It is the 
duty of the true poet to see his image dis- 
tinctly, luminously, and then to record it 
with that vividness which is only possible 
with restraint. 
In the remarkable sonnet-sequence which 
Angellier has dedicated To tile Lost Friend, 
the personal, passionate note is dominant. 
The single theme of the book is the story of 
a romantic love-that intensely subjective 
experience of which Coleridge wrote, 


U All thoughts, all passions, all delights. 
\Yhate\"er stirs this mortal frame, 
All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame." 


The interest which the world takes ill 
this subject as it is presented in prose fic- 
tion, poetry, and music appears to be gen- 
eral and sympathetic. But in reality there 
are few people in the world who are capa- 
ble of roman tic love. Angellier is one of 
them. It is his own story that is told in 
this book, more frankly, more clearly, than 
the stories of Shakespeare and Petrarch are 
told in their sonnets. 
Yet I think it is not merely in the fact 
that the poet experienced a grand, unhappy 
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passion, nor in the fact that his book tells a 
100"e-story, that we are to find the source of 
lasting power and charm in these sonnets. 
Such experiences, though not common, 
constantly recur; and the story of them is 
often retold. Their appeal is deciduous; for 
though human curiosity in regard to these 
affairs is unfailing, its direction changes. 
The humus of the literary forest is formed 
of the dead lea yes of forgotten romance. 
No, it is in the color and form which 
personality and temperament have given to 
this passion, it is in the manner in which 
the poet has told his love-story, that the 
enduring beauty of these sonnets resides. 
They follow :Milton's rule of lyric po- 
etry-" simple, sensuous, passionate." Yet 
their simplicity is full of refinement. Their 
frank recognition of the part which the 
senses play in human life is pure from the 
morbid taint of sensuality. Their proud 
and moving candor is not ignorant of the 
virtues of reticence and restraint. The 
passion which they reveal is not blind. 
Though for a time it sees all earthly things 
transfigured by the radiance of its own joy, 
or darkened by the shado\v of its own re- 
gret and grief-" the blue waves" spar- 
kling with its hopes, "the gray waves" 
gloomy with its fears-yet it moves ever 
toward the white light of truth, in which 
the spirit discerns that love belongs to life, 
and that life cannot be noble without obedi- 
ence and self-sacrifice. 
There are few famous poems of happy 
romantic love. l\Iost of them are brief 
lyrics, There are many famous poems of 
sorrowful romantic love-" Romeo and 
Juliet," "Faust," "A Blot on the 'Scutch- 
eon," "Tristram and Iseult," "l\1aud," 
"Jocelyn," "Evangeline," "The Ring and 
the Book "-their very names are charged 
with tears. To their lineage belong the 
sonnets "A l'Amie Perdue." It would 
seem as if this passion, to become im- 
mortal, must bear the mark of the cross. 
HEXRY ,"AN DYKE 
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THE POET OF THE UNIQUE LOVE 
FROM A FRENCH POINT OF VIEW 
AUGUSTE ANGELLIER'S first book of verse 
appeared in 1896. Yet he is not to be 
counted among the young men, for he was 
forty-eight years old when this volume was 


published. By race he comes from that 
land of Flanders, of which the poet Albert 
Samain said that he loved "its nun-like 
air." But, like him, Angellier is of French- 
Flemish stock, and his art, in effect, is quite 
different in the character of its clarity and 
realism, from the art of his Belgian-Flemish 
confrères Rodenbach and Verhaeren, 
He was formed in the English school of 
poetry, Perhaps because of his nearness 
to England (being born in the town of Dun- 
querqÚe), he learI!ed the language early, 
and became enamoured of English verse. 
He chose "Robert Burns" as the subject 
of his thesis for the doctor's degree, For 
many years he has been professor of the 
English language and literature in the lTni- 
versity of Lille. So he has always kept in 
touch with the life of England, and that 
country seems to him like a second intel- 
lectual home. 
His book on Robert Burns, a huge vol- 
ume of nine hundred crowded pages, is not 
only a remarkable work of criticism: it is 
also a vital document of the psychology of 
Auguste Angellier. He has poured an ex- 
traordinary passion in to it. In every good 
biography we should feel the author's sym- 
pathy, But here we feel something more, 
his veritable cult. Is there a prophetic 
touch in this? Can we trace, in the pas- 
sionate attraction of the young Angellier 
toward Robert Burns, in the stress which 
he lays upon the love episodes in the Scotch 
poet's life, in the ardor of the plea by which 
he defends him against a too rigorous con- 
demnation, the foreshadowing of his own 
destiny leading him to\vard that grave ad- 
venture in love from which his own future 
poems were to flow? 
The book which is most sure to make the 
name of Auguste _\ngellier remembered is 
his romance in verse, entitled "A l'
-\mie 
Perdue." There is something in the French 
-a clear and delicate fragrance-which es- 
capes in the translation. ,rhether we ren- 
der the title literally, To tIle Friend Lost, or 
paraphrase it as Jl y Lost Love, the pure 
tenderness and liquid music of the name are 
lacking. 
The hundred and fifty-five sonnets, mark- 
ing with memorial flower and song the clear 
steps of a passion almost without episodes, 
form a little volume which might easily have 
been poor, and probably monotonous, but 
which is really wonderful in its wealth and 
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inexhaustible charm, By what magic do 
its pages hold us? Other books of Angel- 
lier are better in poetical technique; many 
of the poems of his contemporaries are more 
rich, more strange, of an art more personal 
and striking, But this one, woven of hu- 
man stuff, we read and reread with loving 
surprise, even though (or perhaps because) 
we know the tissue so well. 
\Ve shrink a little from studying and com- 
menting such a book. It is so evidently a 
poem that has been lived, it is of a verity 
and sincerity so deep, so moving, that it 
seems almost like a secret, holy place, 
whose door has been left open by chance, 
and which the traveller delays to enter for 
fear of profanation. Knowing that the 
author is still alive, and perhaps the heroine 
too, we hesitate to talk aloud of their story. 
Yet the author undoubtedly wishes it, or at 
least permits it; even as the lords of I sola 
Bella, one of the four moveless swans of 
Lago :Maggiore, allow strangers to enter 
their forsaken garden overrun with flowers, 
and climb the terraces of their deserted 
palace. '''hat made the poet willing to 
publish these sonnets and give them to the 
world now, without waiting? 'Vho can 
tell? Perhaps he has chosen them from 
among many others which are vowed to 
silence. Perhaps this was the only way in 
which the lost friend herself could ever 
come to read them. Here they are, then, 
opened to us by the same hand which dedi- 
cated them to her, and we may enter freely 
into their enchanted isle of joy and sorrow. 
A man of mature age me.ets a woman who 
is also in the summer of life-in" her June," 
as he will say later. They live in the same 
town, or in neighboring towns, and the 
landscape around them is dominated by the 
nearness of the sea. It is before this north- 
ern sea, whose mystery is always tinged with 
sadness, and between these two actors alone, 
that we are to watch the slow unfolding of a 
drama of passion, a thing which Chateau- 
briand says" always demands long leisure." 
The woman is beautiful and very lonely. 
::\Iarriage has brought her only suffering. 
There is a vague intimation that her hus- 
band travels far a broad. She, in a house 
clad with climbing flowers, tends and trains 
her children, By a caprice of race, this 
northern woman, with her blond hair and 
deep blue eyes, has the profile of a Roman 
woman, and we see her through Angellier's 
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verses with the lofty bearing of a figure from 
an antique medallion. 
The man has no ties, except that which 
binds him to his work. His heart also is 
free, and easily shakes off those "passing 
fancies" which have only touched the sur- 
face of his life. 


"Our early loves are preludes unto Love." 


At the first meeting of these two persons 
their glances attract and reveal each to the 
other, and henceforth, across the distance 
and above the crowd, their looks encounter 
and con verse. 


"Like wave-divided beacon lights that burn 
And talk to one another by their fires." 


Angellier has described with profound 
delicacy that magic of the eyes, that" ador- 
able caress," that" portal of refuge in the 
soul beloved, opened to welcome dreams 
like lost birds." Through sonnet after 
sonnet we trace the mysterious task of those 
looks which, little by little, unite two beings. 


"Our eyes alone in silence could impart 
The new-born feeling hidden in our heart." 
"But now a deepeniag love between us rolls, 
And still our eyes lend language to our souls." 
"The eyes can bear the spirit to the bourn 
Of life; their speech is mightier than the wings 
Of words; for they alone can tell immortal 
things." 


But now words succeed to looks; meeting 
hands and tender caresses follow words. 
All this first part of the poem is called "The 
Flowering." It is the radiance of daybreak, 
the promise of springtide, the ringing call 
of love's reveille, and the entrance of the 
lovers into the enchanted land. The poet 
speaks of it in words which cannot be trans- 
lated in other verse, so vivid are they, and 
so closely woven. "0 day that made my 
life worthy of all envy, thy memory shines 
and glows within me like a window of 
stained glass." This section of the poem 
recalls the first two parts of the beautiful 
romance "Jean d'Agrève," which are 
called" Dawn" and" X oon," 
But the sun passes quickly through the 
zenith, and sinks again. The landscapes 
which the sonnets paint are touched with 
inward joy, filled with happy love; and 
even those in which the well-heloved is not 
named reflect her sweetness in songs of 
praise. But already sorrow appears, now 
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and then. between the loyers, and takes her 
place near them-a shadow which will soon 
inyade and cover all the rest. 


"::\[y darling, have you seen in twilight hours, 
The Llack birds homing to cathedral towers ?" 


The might of the forgotten past, the dread 
of the future, the frail tenure of their joys 
snatched from the routine of life, oppress 
the luyers with the 
ense that passion is but 
an intruder and an alien in the world. An- 
gellier, "beside the blue wa,-es," speaks of 
"their pain for a moment consoled." To- 
morrow, he says, we must take up our ex- 
iled life again. The hour of happiness is 
only a truce. i\ ature herself tells the lovers 
how brief it is. 


"The bee has left the garden full of sweets, 
The fading mountains darken all the vale, 
And down the depth of heaven the day re- 
treats,- 
Like hope that dies discouraged, cold and 
pale. " 


Outsirle the sweet life of true marriage 
there is no fulness of communion for any 
passion; and the loyers who are ruled by 
something nobler than physical caprice 
feel this impossibility of harmonizing their 
existence with their longing as a heavy, 
painful burden. The poet sees himself 
walking with his friend on one of the 
banks of a wide riyer. Before them lies 
the other shore, smiling, clothed in fresh 
verdure, blooming with orange trees, But 
the bank where they walk is rocky, wave- 
worn, swept by the cold wind. They wait 
in vain for the ferryman to carry them 
over. No boat will come for them to make 
the crossing. 
Yet there is still a brightness in their 
day, and their complaints are fleeting, But 
now comes the part of the poem which is 
called" The Quarrel." '''hat was this quar- 
rei? Imagine what you will, and ,vhat dif- 
ference does it make? It is the almost 
fatal discord between two heings who have 
met in the midst of life; the glory and the 
wretchedness of passion; all things drive 
them asunder, love alone draws them to- 
gether. But love itself is sometimes pow- 
erless to reunite, in spite of pride, in spite 
of ignorance, t\\ 0 separated hearts,- 


"T\HJ swans that drift a part on a di vided stream!" 


.-\ year of exile passes, and the lovers try to 
meet again for mutual pardon. It is in a 


village, near the gray sea, that they look 
into each other's eyes once more. At first 
the meeting seems to fail: they are not 
reconciled; doubtless both of them have 
suffered too much. They walk along to- 
gether in the narrow, humid path, through 
the meadows where the great oxen are 
feeding in the rain-sprinkled grass, above 
the troubled waters of a leaden sea, swept 
by alternate sun and shower. Their talk 
is broken with vain reproaches and futile 
pleadings. At last they stop beneath an 
old gray willow and hold out their hands 
to say good-by. The gesture appeals more 
than words; the quarrel melts away in rec- 
onciliation, 
N ow follow two parts of the poem which 
are named "Reveries" and ,. Beside the 
Gray 'Ya,'es." They are full of presenti- 
ments; full also of regrets for an incom- 
plete love, doomed to be fruitless. The 
theme is the same as that of Tennyson's 
"Love and Death." 


"Of love that never found his earthly close 
What sequel? Streaming eyes and J breaking 
hearts? 
Or all the same as if he had not been?" 


But .-\ngellier treats the theme more deeply, 
more frankly, abo,-e all, with a richness of 
sombre imagery which enhances the sad 
beauty of his verse. Here, for example, is 
a passage on the sea-shore: 


"\Veary of liYing in this life austere, 
Beneath the hea\T vault of pressing laws 
\Yhere chains of iron weight our restless wills, 
\Ve wander, mute and saù, along the beach; 
The clinging fog grows thicker o'er the sea; 
The great white gull that flaps above our 
heads; 
Touches us, parts the fog, and disappears," 


For one instant the lovers are touched as if 
by the wings of a dream that their lives may 
be united. But it vanishes; the fog closes 
behind it; and their walking together be- 
side the sea must end. For their lo,-e 
would mean dishonor, and the children 
who are growing up around their mother 
will look to her for a heritage of respect 
and a pure example, Separation is in- 
evitable. But it shall be a voluntary sep- 
aration, freely chosen by both of them. 
Now the story moyes toward its end 
through two groups of sonnets that are 
called "The Sacrifice" and "The .ßIourn- 
ing." The price of the offering, the depth 
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of the grief, may be read in these verses 
only by those who have understood the 
profundity of the love. 


"I shall not see you more-ah, never more! 
For endless days, for slowly moving years,- 
For ever, now I lose you, eyes that I adore! 


The place of parting, which she has 
chosen, is the little church where they once 
dreamed of being married. There, she 
thought, no doubt it will be easier for him 
to make the sacrifice. He has almost let 
her go in the darkness, and wonders which 
of the well-known paths she has chosen 
for her flight. But now he would call her 
back or go after her, to protect her in the 
lonely perilous night, His calls bring no 
response. 


" Along the shadowy path my cry resounds; 
But all is silent, only far away, 
From some dark farm the frightened, surly 
hounds, 
Awakened by my voice, begin to bay." 


The sonnets that follow are full of re- 
bellion. _\mong them are some of the 
finest love verses that Angellier ever wrote. 
The theme is old, "ery old, as old as the re- 
volt of passion against the rigid laws of life. 
But it will never be exhausted, because it is 
part of the human heart. Angellier has 
treated it so simply, so directly, so pro- 
foundly, that no other words than his own 
can give more than a pale reflection of the 
intensity of these poems. 


"So we must live for evermore apart; 
No answer to the cry of flesh and heart,- 
N ever to mingle in that moment blest 
Of love that utters all and sinks to rest! 
And when at last the final slumber falls, 
They'll lay you in a grave far, far from mine, 
And we, divided where the sun did shine, 
Shall sleep divided by the earth's dark walls." 


How could one express more perfectly 
the desolate bitterness of a separation which 
reigns over death as cruelly as it has ruled 
in life? 
And yet, little by little, the poet finds ap- 
peasement, or at least resignation. The be- 
loved is present in his heart, almost as if she 
lived within him. His passion, at first so 
painful and sombre, is purified into a re- 
ligion. Once, passing a blind beggar who 
was singing an old ballad in the street, the 
poet heard in the refrain a woman's name 
-the name of his own well-beloved. Then 
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he stopped and emptied his purse in the 
beggar's hands, in order that the blind man 
might have cause to remember and bless 
that dear name as the symbol 
"Of all that best could take the place of light." 
Thus, by degrees, his grief descends into 
the shrine of his soul, and, living still, no 
longer imprisons his existence. Less and 
less his sorrow betrays itself in words. He 
feels, or imagines, that his beloved is find- 
ing consolation, with her children around 
her to help her meet the advancing years 
bravely and cheerfully. Knowing how to 
love, he finds a sweetness in the thought 
that she suffers less than he. At last he 
comes into a calmer mood, which lacks 
indeed the lofty and triumphant touch that 
only faith can gÍ\'e, but which has a certain 
stoical nobility and fortitude. Like an oak 
of the Xorthland he will stand upright and 
endure. As a man he will play his part 
through to the end. 
Angellier's next volume, "The Path of 
the Seasons," was published in 1903. It is 
both a prologue and an epilogue to the "01- 
ume of sonnets, for it contains poems which 
were written before and after that book. 
The earlier verses show the lm"e of life and 
delight in beauty which are strong quali- 
ties in the poet's temperament. The lat- 
ter ones re"eal the reaction of his nature 
touched by grief. The chief value of the 
volume lies in certain delicate and charm- 
ing lyrics, like" The Old Bridge," "The 
Chrysantliemums "', Dreams"" The I vorv 
Cradle," and in' a few poe
s of deepc'r 
significance like "The Garland of Sleep," 
"The Shepherd" and "Tranquil Habit," 
in which we find Angellier at his best again, 
full of sentiment, quickly responding to 
every sensation as to every emotion, free 
from conventional artifice, frank and deli- 
cate, with the simplicity of a proud and 
thoughtful man, too sincere to interpose 
any veil of unreality between us and the 
throbbing touch of poetry and life. 
In his next work we find an extraordinary 
change of theme and method. Angellier 
abandons the subjective, the romantic, and 
becomes impersonal, objective, almost, but 
not quite, classical. 'Cnder the general 
title, "Dans la Lumière Antique," four little 
books were published from 1905 to 1909. 
These four books, two of Dialogues and 
two of Episodes, are alike in this: they ap- 
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proach the problems of life" In the Light of 
Old "-under antique forms and in Grecian 
dress. Thus Angellier seeks to lose him- 
self, to escape from the yoke of his own per- 
sonality, But it is only in the form, the il- 
lumination, that these poems are antique; 
in all else they are palpably the work of a 
modern. If I wished to enjoy the "make- 
believe" of living in Greece two thousand 
years ago, I would not turn to him for my 
illusion; but rather to the verse of Swin- 
burne, or to the "Chansons de Bilitis" of 
1\1. Pierre Lou ,:s. 
And yet, if tl1e antique feeling is lacking 
in Angellier, the atmosphere is there, He 
takes the ideas and even the words of to-day 
into the serene and clear air of Greece, with 
no touch of the artificial or theatrical in the 
transposition, He sets his personages back 
into the past without losing their inner life 
or their human expression, and he gives 
them the charm of a nobler grace, 
The art of these EPisodes and Dialogues 
is very different from that of his first book 
-an art more skilful, more varied, more 
flexible. In that early poem of love, of 
which we must always repeat that its su- 
preme quality is its" directness," the words 
and the rhythms are chosen for the service 
of the master passion. Their value lies in 
their verity. But here, in these later vol- 
umes, we see the artist in poetry at work. 
He makes his verses with esprit, with imag- 
ination, with loving care, for the joy of 
making them. They lack, perhaps, in 
their general effect, that which we call tem- 
perament; and yet we find in the details 
the happy discoveries of a spirit penetrated 
with poetic life. In the smooth flow of the 
verse suddenly a fine and satisfying line 
fills us with delight, and we linger upon it, 
as the eye lingers upon a noble group of 
trees in a broad landscape, 
The Episodes almost all take place be- 
neath a clear sky. They are divided into 
"The Book of the Husbandmen," "The 
Book of the Seamen," "The Book of 
Venus," and "The Book of Apollo." The 
Dialogues are carried on between "The 
Old Man and the Youth," "The Potter 
and the Young Girl," "The Young l\ian 
and the "Toman of Another Country," 
HThe Orator and his Friend," HThe Sage 
and the \Yarrior." They speak oflife and 
love, of adventure and tranquillity, of duty 
and death. 


In the second dialogue, the young girl who 
talks with the potter is a marvellously wise 
virgin. The handsome craftsman whose 
fingers fashion the pliant, docile clay, wishes 
to make an amphora to adorn her house, 
and asks her to choose the form of his 
gift. \\'ill she have Bacchus with his \'ine- 
tendrils and sun-ripened grapes, moulded 
upon the round of the vase? X 0, she an- 
swers, for that is a symbol of madness. 
'Yell, then a brede of dancers and flute- 
players ? No, for the dance disturbs the 
soul almost as much as wine. 'Yell, then, 
cries the potter, I know what to model 
around the amphora-a marriage proces- 
sion, with the young bridegroom and the 
bride beneath her veil. But the prudent 
young girl answers, " Ah, the joyful train of 
Hymen! But what do you know about the 
end of that promise of joy? Do you know 
whether the married pair whom you show 
walking to the feast will be happy or mis- 
erable together? Every time I look at that 
garland of figures encircling the empty vase 
it will seem to me as if they were march- 
ing forever around an enigma, a mystery." 
No, if the potter wishes to please her this 
is what he must model-a picture of a hus- 
band and a wife in the evening of their days. 
Faithfully growing old together, they shall 
be illumined with memory and with love, 
and their faces, turned toward each other, 
shall radiate and reflect the double light. 
So the amphora will adorn the house with 
an image and a prophecy of joy. 
"Ah," cries the young potter, H that is 
what I want. I will gladly fashion the vase 
thus-but on one condition, dear maid, so 
pure and steadfast! The face of the loving 
wife must be yours, and the other face 
which bends over it with delight must be 
my own." 
The later dialogues, which deal more 
with public and civil affairs, move with a 
more grave but still harmonious air. The 
one which seems to me the best is the first 
dialogue between the sage and the warrior,- 
in the evening of that day of victory which 
has made the young soldier a famous hero 
of his country. 
\\Ïth the few fine pieces of poetic sculpt- 
ure which are scattered through the last 
book of the EPisodes, Angellier appears, at 
least, to be near the end of his notable work 
in verse. His vein of poetry seems to cry::;- 
tallize and congeal. His latest verses, pub- 
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lished in the RC7.Jue des Deux J[ ondes in 
October, are languid and sere. .\ slow re- 
nown has come to the poet. But the muse 
was kinder to him in his obscure years. 
Yet I do not imagine that it was the ob- 
s ::urity of those years that made his poetic 
gift Gower so richly, any more than I sup- 
pose that his late-coming and not yet full- 
grown fame has been harmful to him. No, 
:M. _\ngellier is certainly a man who does 
not depend in any way upon the more or 
less of public favor given to him, But the 
thing that is significant in regard to his work 
in poetry is that his" ohscure years" coin- 
cided with the years of his deepest, most 
passionate feeling. And here, in the depth 
of passion, is the spring and fountain of his 
finest verse. 
It is for this reason that I have called 
him" the poet of the unique love."- 
In the long. rolling years which bring ob- 
livion to most of the works of men, other 
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poems of his may sunive and be read, per- 
chance, among the prett) things of which 
the world is full. But the book of son- 
nets, "..:\, rAmie Perdue" will have a dif- 
ferent fate. It will be treasured among 
things rare, and preciou", and perfect in their 
kind, The love which it discloses so clear- 
ly, through the vague outlines of a story 
so dimly defined that it might belong to al- 
most any hour or region of human experi- 
ence, has qualities which do not come from 
the perishable and mortal part of our life. 
In its aspiration for something higher and 
nobler than mere outward possession; in its 
inability to taste a perfect happiness except 
in harmony with order and peace; in its 
final willingness to suffer and renounce; 
this love submits, unconsciously it may be 
but none the less surely, to an influence, a 
guidance, an ultimate control which belong 
to the spirit of Christianity. 
E, SAINTE-:MARIE PERRI
, 


III 


POE),IS FRO),[ THE FRENCH OF AUGL"STE AXGELLIER RENDERED IN ENGLISH BY 
HEXRY VAN DYKE 


THE IVORY CRADLE 


THE cradle I have made for thee 
Is carved of orient ivory, 
And curtained round with wavy silk 
)Iore white than hawthorn-bloom or milk. 
.-\ twig of box, a lilac spray, 
"ïll drive the goblin-horde away; 
And charm thy childlike heart to keep 
Her happy dream and virgin sleep. 
\\ïthin that pure and fragrant nest, 
I'll rock thy gentle soul to rest, 
\\ïth tender songs we need not fear 
To have a passing angel near. 
.'-h, long and long I fain would hold 
The snowy curtain's guardian fold 
Around thy crystal visions, born 
In clearness of the early morn. 
But look, the sun is glowing red 
'\ïth triumph in his golden bed; 
Aurora's virgin whiteness dies 
In crimson glory of the skies. 
The rapid flame will burn its way 
Through these white curtains, too, one day; 
The ivory cradle will be left 
Undone, and broken, and bereft. 
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DRE.'\:\IS 


OFTL
 I dream your big blue eyes, 
Though loth their meaning to confess, 
Regard me with a clear surprise 
Of dawning tenderness. 


Often I dream you gladly hear 
The words I hardly dare to breathe,- 
The words that falter in their fear 
fo tell what throbs beneath. 


Often I dream your hand in mine 
Falls like a flower at eventide, 
And down the path we leave a line 
Of footsteps side hy side. 
But ah, in all my dreams of bliss, 
In passion's hunger, fever's drouth, 
I never dare to dream of this: 
l\Iy lips upon your mouth. 
And so I dream your big blue eyes, 
That look on me with tenderness, 
Grow wide, and deep, and sad, and \vise, 
And dim with dear distress, 


THE GARLAND OF SLEEP 


A WREATH of poppy flowers, 
\\Ïth leaves of lotus blended, 
Is carved on Life's façade of hours, 
From night to night suspended. 


Along the columned wall, 
From birth's low portal starting, 
It flows, \vith even rise and fall, 
To death's dark door of parting. 
How short each measured arc, 
How brief the columns' number! 
The wreath begins and ends in dark, 
And leads from sleep to slumber. 
The marble garland seems, 
"ïth braided leaf and bloom, 
To deck the palace of our dreams 
As if it were a tomb. 


TRA)JQlìL HABIT 


DEAR tranquil Habit, with her silent hinds, 
Doth heal our deepest wounds from day to day 
"ïth cooling, soothing oil, and firmly lay 
Around the broken heart her gentle bands. 
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Her nursing is as calm as Nature's care; 
She doth not weep with us; yet none the less 
Her quiet fingers weave forgetfulness,- 
,re fall asleep in peace when she is there. 
rpon the mirror of the mind her breath 
J:;, like a cloud, to hide the fading trace 
Of that dear smile, of that remembered face, 
\rhose presence were the joy and pang of death. 
And he \yho clings to sorrow overmuch, 
"-eeping for withered grief, has cause to bless, 
)Iore than all cries of pity and distress,- 
Dear tranquil Habit, thy consoling touch! 


EYES A
D LIPS 


I 


OCR silent eyes alone interpreted 
The new-born feeling in the heart of each: 
In yours I read your sorrow without speech, 
Your lonely struggle in their tears unshed. 
Behind their dreamy sweetness, as a veil, 
I saw the moving lights of trouble shine; 
And then my eyes were brightened as with wine, 
:t-.r y spirit reeled to see your face grow pale! 
Our deepening love, that is not yet allO\ved 
Another language than the eyes, doth learn 
To speak it perfectly: above the crowd 
Our looks exchange avowals and desires,- 
Like wave-dÏ\'ided beacon lights that burn, 
And talk to one another by their fires. 


II 


\\ hen I embrace her in a fragrant shrine 
Of climbing roses, my first kiss shall fall 
On you, sweet eyes, that mutely told me all,- 
Through you my soul ,vill mount to make her mine. 
rpon your drooping lids, blue-veined and fair, 
The touch of tenderness I first will lay, 
You springs of joy, lights of my gloomy day, 
""hose dear discovered secret bade me dare! 
And when you open, eyes of my fond dove, 
Your look will shine with new delight, made sure 
By this forerunner of a faithful love. 
'Tis just, dear eyes, so pensive and so pure, 
That you should hear the sealing kisses true 
Of love unhoped that came to me through you. 


III 
This was my thought; but when beneath the rose 
That hides the lonely bench where lo,'ers rest, 
In friendly dusk I held her on my breast 
For one brief moment,-while I saw you close, 
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Dear, yielding eyes, as if your lids, blue-veined 
And pure, were meekly fain at last to bear 
The proffered homage of my wistful prayer,- 
In that high moment, by your grace obtained, 
Forgetting your avowals, your alarms, 
Your anguish and your tears, sweet weary eyes, 
Forgetting that you gave her to my arms, 
I broke my promise; and my first caress, 
Ungrateful, sought her lips in sweet surprise,- 
Her lips, which breathed a word of tenderness! 


A
 EYOCATIO
 


'YHEN first upon my brow I felt your kiss, 
A sudden splendor filled me, like the ray 
That promptly runs to crown the hills with bliss 
Of purple dawn before the golden day, 
And ends the gloom it crosses at one leap, 
:\Iy brow was not unworthy your caress; 
For some foreboding joy had bade me keep 
From all affront the place your lips would bless. 
Yet when your mouth upon my mouth did lay 
The royal touch, no rapture made me thrill, 
But I remained confused, ashamed, and still; 
Beneath your kiss, my queen without a stain, 
I felt,-like ghosts who rise at Judgment Day,- 
A throng of ancient kisses vile and vain! 


RESIGNATION 


'VELL, you will triumph, dear and noble friend! 
This holy love that wounded you so deep 
"'ill bring you balm, and on your heart asleep 
The fragrant dew of healing will descend. 
Your children,-ah, how quickly they will grow 
Between us, like a wall that fronts the sun, 
Lifting a screen with rosy buds o'errun, 
To hide the shaded path where I must go. 
You'll walk in light; and dreaming less and less 
Of him who droops in gloom beyond the wall, 
Your mother-soul will fill with happiness 
\Yhen first you hear your grandchild's babbling call, 
Beneath the braided bloom of flower and leaf 
That life has wrought to veil your vanished grief. 


II 


Then I alone shall suffer! I shall bear 
The double burden of our grief alone, 
'''hile I enlarge my soul to take your share 
Of pain and hold it close beside my own. 
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Our love is torn asunder; but the crown 
Of thorns that love has woven I will make 
THy relic sacrosanct, and press it down 
lJpon my heart that bleeds but does not breah. 
Ah, that will be the depth of solitude! 
For my regret, that evermore endures, 
\\ïll know that new-born hope has conquered yours; 
And when the evening comes, no gentle brood 
Of wondering children, gathered at my side, 
"ïll soothe away the tears I cannot hide. 


THE OLD FLCTE 


THE time will come when I no more can play 
This polished flute: the stops will not obey 
l\Iy gnarled fingers; and the air it weaves 
In modulations, like a vine with leaves 
Climbing around the tòwer of song, will die 
In rustling autumn rhythms, confused and dry. 
11 y shortened breath no more will freely fill 
This magic reed with melody at will; 
:My stiffened lips will try and try in vain 
To wake the liquid, leaping, dancing strain; 
The heavy notes will falter, wheeze, and faint, 
Or mock my ear with shrillness of complaint. 
Then will I bang this faithful friend of mine 
r pon the trunk of some old, sacred pine, 
And sit beneath the green protecting boughs 
To hear the viewless wind, that sings and soughs 
Above me, play its wild, aerial lute, 
And draw a ghost of music from my flute! 
Then let me thank the gods; and most of all 
The Delian Apollo, whom men call 
The mighty master of immortal sound,- 
Lord of the billows in their chanting round, 
Lord of the winds that fill the wood with sighs, 
Lord of the echoes and their sweet replies, 
Lord of the little people of the air 
That sprinkle drops of music every\vhere, 
Lord of the sea of melody that laves 
The universe with ne\'er silent waves,- 
Him will I thank that this brief breath of mine 
Has caught one cadence of the song divine; 
And these frail fingers learned to ri
e and fall 
In time with that great tune which throbs thro' all; 
And these poor lips have lent a lilt of joy 
To songless men whom weary tasks employ! 
:r..Iy life has had its music, and my heart 
In harmony has borne a little part, 
Before I come with quiet, grateful breast 
To Ðeath's dim hall of silence and of rest. 
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By ..--\ 1 ice Brown 


ILI.üSTRATIO:\'S BY F, \VALTER TAYLOR 


ß HO-\T a man nearing forty is 
far from being in his right 
mind when he even contem- 
plates an excursion with two 
recently married couples, 
one of the brides being she 
whom he has not been able to cease loving 
with an ardor intensitied by the certainty 
that he had been denied his chance with her 
by circumstance only, bare circumstance, a 
matter of staying in a place eight and three- 
quarters days instead of nine, thereby miss- 
ing her by a train-this is pathologically 
evident. I was the man. I was at K aples, 
with no more idea that Julia and her young 
hushand were there for an ecstatic minute 
of their bridal tour than I had that I should 
be dining wi th them in a kind of enraged 
content, being offered fruit from her soft 
finger-tips I would have died to kiss-I let 
myself go now in the telling of it as I let my- 
self go mentally at that incredible dinner, 
since, after all, there has to be a moment's 
delirium e'"en for a man of forty who has 
got his wound. I had met them face to 
face in the street, I absurdly chaffering for 
corals I didn't want, only to spur the '"en- 
dor's verbal acrobatics, and then meaning 
to go on to the Aquarium and pretend I had 
an interest in fins and octopi, when they 
came on me, the radiant four of them, she 
and her Jack, Billy Petersham and his 
new wife, who had been a widow, over- 
corseted and creaking. She always, in 
spite of decency, made you think of her 
stays, and I ne'"er saw her without a vague 
nautical memory that stays are something 
a boat is warped into or warped out of, 
and I never could resist the certainty that 
she had got in and stayed warped, They 
greeted me, three of them, with the hilari- 
ous ecstasy of the inordinately joyous 
crowded up one more notch of bliss by the 
spectacle of the enforcedly ahstemious for 
whom the cupboard is bare of 


"syrops tinct with cinnamon" 


and the hea,'enly manna of verified illusion. 
"Dine with us, old boy," Jack said at 
once, and mentioned the gilded hotel on the 
7'x 


height where I had been too tame-spirited 
to go. 
I looked at him a second before I an- 
swered, looked him up and down perhap
, 
for I had a chance to think how fresh-col- 
ored his face was, how hued by blood so 
good and so new that it might have run 
from heavenly founts, how ,,"hite his teeth 
were, and how his honest eyes met me with 
their old clarity and kindness, but more- 
a challenge, I->erhaI->s, to note how happy he 
was, and what a conqueror. I noted his 
exquisite clothes, too, his lilac tie-I knew 
the stockings matched it, if only the eye 
could ha'"e got at them-his general look of 
something t10wered out in the spring. He 
was a splendor, no mistake. I must have 
hesitated, for before I answered, Julia was 
holding out her hand, that slender hand I 
knew in all its gloved seclusion, in its slim, 
lovely length as it fed her beautiful lips- 
she held it out to me, and I took it and 
forgot Jack's question and his tie. I only 
stood and stared into that face I had so hun- 
gered for-and yet I had seen it night upon 
night, framed in the black wall of darkne!'s, 
or against the moving tapestry of my shut 
eyes- I had been seeing it, I thought, 
"every day i' the hour" since she had been 
reft away by her Jack; but only God He 
knew how horribly I had been longing to 
set eyes once more upon its fair reality. 
She was above all women beautiful, not be- 
cause I loved her, but chiefly that she was 
so kind. The faint Hush, the fineness of her 
cheek, the glory of hair all gold and rarer, 
the wistful look of her blue eyes: these a 
lover, if he had been also a poet, might 
inadequately ha,-e sung. But nobody in 
this generation, nobody but a dead and 
gone cavalier who claI->ped his s,,"ord in 
scabbard to ,vrite a lyric explaining why 
swords must be out and love-knots tempo- 
rarily put by, only he could have hit off that 
human look of hers, of sympathy, of com- 
passion, of knowing exactly how the under 
dog felt, with even a surprising hint of hav- 
ing been herself, at some time, desperately 
at odds with fortune and now remem- 
bering it. This was not for me, I thought. 
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as I stood stupidly worshipping hcr. Julia 
Dovc ncver had, I was surc, the lcast sus- 
picion of my lm"c for her. How could she, 
whcn shc was engaged thc day I mct hcr, 
and I must ha\"e looked to her a dry old 
lLOr/us siccus of cmotions as I was, pelting 
round aftcr historical data, e\-en more dcsic- 
cated than was entirely just, seen through 
the lilac mists of Jack's ties and hosc and 
his bcaming glance. But now her 108k 
seemed to say inexplicably-" Dear man, 
be comforted. You are shockingly lone- 
some. So am 1-" 
There I pulled myself up in my unlawful 
imaginings. She couldn't be. The can- 
did glance mcant only so she oncc had been 
before she found him and twinned her soul 
with his. But all she really said, inde- 
pendently of her kind cyes, was this, oh, in 
the dearest voice,- 
"Do, 1\lr. Olmstead, Do come." 
I dropped her hand, 
"Thank you," said I, with the abrupt- 
ness of one recalled. "I will." 
So we five dined togcther in the splendor 
of the Bcrtolini, and sat on the terrace af- 
terward like funny, modern gods on Olym- 
pus, and watched the lights flaming out 
and twinkling out below, and heard faint 
touches of music, and knew the multitudi- 
nous life of the city was dancing itself blind 
and mad, and doing the little tasks that 
bought its bread, and playing its pageant 
because its hlood ran so fast it couldn't help 
it, and yet thriftily, since the foreigners paid 
for piping. 11rs. Billy and I did most of 
the talking. I fancied she was rather glad 
of a prosaic new element, she who was 
almost forty herself, and getting painful- 
Iv attached to succulent dishes and talk 

bout reducing one's self and, on this occa- 
sion, my immunity from care because na- 
ture turned me out so lean, Her husband 
smoked and stared at hcr through the dusk, 
glorifying her into the eternal beautiful, I 
have no doubt, because she was new and 
his; and Julia looked at the city and said 
hothing. It was my one hour, not to shine, 
not to acquire, not to do in any sense a 
memorable deed, but to sit in the same visi- 
ble universe with Julia Dove, Once I got 
a little drunk with it, the wonder of it, the 
ineffable compassion of the upper powers to 
allow me this heavenly anodyne before my 
heart beat itself out with lonesome misery, 
and I found myself repeating idiotically: 


7If! 


'" Only to kiss the air-'" There I 
stoppcd, and got hold of myself for a fool; 
but 
Irs. Billy clacked in with her com- 
placcnt notc, perfcctly ready for all chal- 
lengcs of givc or takc: 
"'Vhat's that, 
Ir. Olmstcad? Is it a 
new song?" 
"Not absolutely new;' said I stupidly, 
"though it's for all time. It's been run- 
ning in my head. I've been trying to get 
the last line." 
"'Vhy, I know it," said Julia, with no 
hesitation in her clear young voice: 
" , Only to kiss that air 
That lately kissed thee,' 


I know it aU," 
And thcn, as if the immortals lovcd me, 
and meant to accord me one more blissful 
cup to live on till I died of surfeit and de- 
spair, she sat here with the lights of K aples 
below her in a seemly humbleness and the 
stars shining like her own galaxy, and re- 
peated it all. 
"Shall I write it down for you?" she 
asked, at the end. 
"No," said 1. "I shall remember." I 
got on my feet. I'd had all I could carry. 
"Good-night," I said. 
Then I was wishing them joy all round- 
joy and a fortunate trip, in a manner that, 
I hope, satisfied the lightly com"entional; 
but Jack, for some reason, would not hear 
of losing me, 
"Breakfast with us," he said. I ha\"e 
had an idea since that because I was stay- 
ing at a meagre pension bclow he had con- 
firmed his estimate of my po\'erty. "Then 
come on to Pompeii." 
I didn't want Pompeii, or any further 
spectacle of marital felidty. I remem- 
bered the gentle eternal sunlit gloom of the 
dead city, as I had seen it before, and it ap- 
peared to me that, superaddcd to my own 
grounded sense that life itself was pretty 
\VeIl over, I should as soon choose an after- 
dinner stroll in the catacombs, 
" 
-\ wfully good of you," I said, "but I'm 
due at Capri. I'm afraid I shall have to 
be leaving rather early in the morning to 
make it." 
I was due there because I had to ha\"e a 
pretext, and that would sen"c as well as 
any. 
"\Vho's at Capri?" inquired 1Irs, nilly 
skittishly, and I tried dismally to look as 
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if somebody very fetching indeed might bc 
there; whereupon she forgot she was mated 
and settled again, and bridled in thc old 
way. "\Vell, we'll let you off from Pom- 
peii," she conceded, "but you simply must 
meet us at Pæstum." 
Immediatcly, not because she said it, for 
what she said meant to me, as it did to 
e\"ery man save Billy, less than the crack- 
ling of thorns under a pot-for I suppose 
a sufficient crackling might boil the dinner, 
and Billy is the raw material that boils 
easily-but for some reason hidden even 
from that inner self which is forc\'er hcar- 
ing unexpected calls and challenges, im- 
mediately I felt mad to go to Pæstum. 
" Yes," said Jack, from his percnnial 
desire to challenge everybody to "comc on" 
whither he is going, "yes, come on to Pæs- 
tum. That'll be Thursday. 'Ve make it 
from La Cava." 
I knew Cava of the Tyrrhenians, all bluc 
mountain and silent valley and hills and 
hollow distances, and balconies moonlight- 
ed. 
-\nd now it was full moon, and my 
mercilcss fancy pictured me Julia in the sca 
of it, and Jack-commonplace J ark, yet 
he was young !-he adoring her. I would 
have none of Cava. But Pæstum was still 
drawing me; it had me with an iron grip. 
"'Ve're doomed to.Pæstum because Julia 
wants it," said Jack fondly, with thc hus- 
band's young pride of being undcr domin- 
ion, "Think it over, J ule. It's as full of 
malaria as it can stick. Come on to Capri 
with Olmstead, and I'll give you a black 
pearl." 
"I'm sorry," said Julia, in hcr dear 
voice pierced wi th a thrill of something I 
had never heard in it-resistance, maybe, 
not of him but for the sake of what she was 
obliged to do, "I have to go there." 
"Have to, child? '''hy have you?" 
I looked at her and wondered why: not 
from wilfulness, for that wasn't in hcr, but 
for some reason so rigid that not only 
could she not permit it to be withstood, but 
she herself, from its unknown power, could 
not withstand it. Now the fair tcrritory of 
her face was unfeignedly perplexed. 
"I don't know," she owned, "I ha\"c to 
go, that's all. I know I have to." 
"Gammon," said Jack, still fondly. If 
it had been less than a lover's acquiescent 
pride I couldn't have suffered him. "'Vhat 
if we let you go alone?" 


"I should have to, then," she said, in the 
same serious wistfulness of wonder. ,. I 
can't bear to be so obstinate; but truly 
I've got to go," 
Jack laughed. Hc liked her sudden 
tyranny, and took her hand and swung it 
hack and forth. 
" All right, then," said he, "we've got to 
go. Olmstead, how about you? Can't 
you reconsider?" 
"Assuredly," I said, with no volition, it 
scemed to me afterward, to say that par- 
ticular thing. "I've got to go, too. I'll 
mect you there." 
So we looked out times and trains and 
made our final pact. I had prh.ately de- 
cided that, for all my mythical engagcment 
at Capri, I should probably stay on at 
Xaples up to the point of being due at 
Pæstum-for due there I was, I solemnly 
knew, for other reason than that I had 
\'owed to meet the lately married there. 
But what the reason was, I could no more 
say than Julia could, of hers. Only there 
was a rcason. 
The few days passed, and I occupied 
them as wcll as I could for thinking of the 
moon at Cava, in running back over my 
own life, meagre though it was of incidcnt, 
to see, once for all, whether I could have 
made it different. I didn't find that I 
could. At e\"cry point where other mcn 
score, in the brave crisis, the big distances, . 
I had slippcd a cog. '''hen a man was 
needed at the vital spot, I simply couldn't 
be there, 'Vhen life demanded testimony 
of mc, I might have it to offer, but court was 
never sitting that day. The whole thing 
was consistent, It had happened to me 
over and over. It wasn't that I was faint- 
heartcd and weak-backed, or that my legs 
were not strong enough to make a pace, I 
was becalmed in some zone of the soul. 
Information never reached me. Boats 
couldn't get into my latitude with the news 
of the battles that were going to be, or the 
great treaties that would prevent my strik- 
ing futile blows for a quarrel that was lost. 
It had all been like a retribution for somc 
misdeed of mine, I felt that strongly, for 
I believed in the justice that dogs us like a 
loving hound, and I knew it was part of the 
beneficent scheme of things that if we arc hi t 
over the head, it is that we ha\"e at some 
time bought the blow. Only, how had I de- 
s
rved precisely this? ',"hy was I "come- 
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tardy-of" in all the games of life? How 
had it been managed that I shouldn't find 
Julia three months before the fresh-colored 
Jack brought his conquering cravats into 
the field? I hadn't even had a chance- 
and why? I felt it would help me for the 
home stretch, which had, after all, to be run 
with ardor, even if to a decreed ignominy, 
to know. 
The morning came, and all fell out as we 
had said. \Ve met at Pæstum station, the 
five of us, they with little canvas bags of 
luncheon from the paternal Hotel de Lon- 
dres, an extra portion for me, There was 
not a single tourist besides ourselves-" a 
single, blooming tourist," Billy said-and 
the sky was Italian blue, and a light wind 
moving to welcome us, when between dry 
fields where wild larkspur bloomed we 
walked toward the temple-and I, by what 
seemed some fated chance, walked with 
Julia, while Jack leaped the low walls to 
bring her larkspur and crowd it into her 
hands. She was silent, and I seemed to 
know it was because the moment, the day, 
meant something to her nobody could share 
-nobody but me, perhaps, for I, too, knew 
it meant tremendously. And then \ve were 
in face of the great yellow-pillared splendor, 
and we dared to enter and wander up and 
down its ruined aisles. The gods were there, 
I knew perfectly well, and said so; but I 
chanced to say it was Apollo, for I heard 
him, and 1\1rs. Billy kept chirpin
: 
"But why do you say Apollo, 1\lr. Olm- 
stead, when this is the Temple of )Jeptune? 
Don't you know it's the Temple of K ep- 
tune, 1\1r. Olmstead? Isn't it Neptune 
you mean?" 
And then I got meek and patient because 
there was no other way of hushing her, and 
said, " Yes, I did mean Neptune." But 
about this time we all began to notice Julia. 
She had stayed apart from us, in our wan- 
dering up and down, our profane feet 
where priests had ministered, and now she 
was hurrying back and forth, peering out 
between columns, even so far as the line 
of distant saline blue, and her face had 
piteously changed. It was gray-pale and 
her eyes were hlack and anguished. Her 
husband saw it about as soon as I did, 
and started for her over grassy gulfs be- 
tween the slabs. But when he would have 
touched her, she waved him off, She al- 
most pushed him. 


"'Vhat is it, darling?" I heard him say, 
and she looked so unfriended that I was 
glad the tender word was ready for her. 
"Lost ::,omething?" , 
She started and looked at him, not, I 
could have sworn, knowing him at all, and 
then put both her hands to her head in an 
unaffected gesture of wild perplexity, 
,. I don't know," she said. "I don't 
know." And then, "'Vherc is the ship?" 
He took her by the arm, and led her 
along perforce, and made her sit. 
"She feels the heat," I heard him sàv to 
1\1rs. Billy who was staring. " Get. the 
apollinaris, Bill, 'Yet a handkerchief in 
it, somebody." 
But there was really no heat to feel. The 
little breeze was still doing its kindest for 
us. Julia laughed out now. Her color had 
come back as if, having gone to another 
part of the temple, she had escaped an es- 
pecial territory of influence. 
"\Vhat are"you giving me apollinarisfor?" 
she asked. " Jack, you're dripping that 
handkerchief over 1\lrs. Bill y' s dress. 'Van t 
it on my head? Of course I don't want a 
great wet dab on my head! Come, let's read 
the guide-book and then have luncheon." 
So we avoided looking at one another, the 
rest of us, and went rather hastily into ac- 
tivities, as if we had witnessed some special 
madness that had blessedly passed, and 
must never be thought of any more. And 
in due time we had our luncheon, and fed 
the lean dogs that came, evidently by habit, 
to yearn for bits, and then it was in the air 
that the Temple of Ceres must be visited, 
and everybody, well primed by Jack's con- 
scientious perorations from the guide-book,. 
rose to go. &-\ll but me, and, for a moment, 
all but Julia. 
" Come, come," said Jack to her. It was 
impatient, but the impatience of a solicitude 
most tender. "Get a move on, missus, 
The day's 'most over." 
She shook her head. The puzzled look 
had come back to her. 
"I don't believe I can," she said, and she 
spoke with some difficulty, as they do who 
have imperfectly rehearsed their subject- 
matter, "I might be late." 
He gave her arm a little shake, 
"Come, come, dear," said he. "You're 
not going to worry me again?" 
That seemed to bring her hack with a 
wrench to what we are pleased to call rea- 
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The Tryst 


sonableness, and she laughed and turned 
with him obediently enough. They were 
midway out of the temple, all of them, when 
they remembered me. 
"Come along, Olmstead," Jack threw 
back at me. He was entirely good-natured 
now he had his own special prize under 
convoy, " You mustn't keep Ceres wait- 
ing. They don't like it," 
"I'm not going," I said, "Ill take a 
nap. See you at the train." 
At that, Julia, his wife, stopped short and 
gave me that puzzled but now almost rec- 
ognizing look; but he reminded her by a 
touch on the arm, and she went on with him, 
patient, I could see, and droopingly. And 
Billy tossed me a cigar, and 
Irs. Billy 
shook her parasol at me, and they were 
gone, and had left me to the obli,-ion I can- 
didly knew I wanted. I put my head back 
on the calm old pillar- I \vas conscious of 
wishing I were as old, so that I could per- 
haps be as indifferent-and shut my eyes. 
I was horribly tired, and at the same time 
most unbearably excited with it all. 'Vith 
what? I didn't know. 'Yas this panic? 
'Vas I Pan-struck, as one might well be on 
the ground of colossal shadowy deities? 
I felt that I was nen'ous as a green girl, and 
threw all sorts of obloquy at my senile state 
for admitting such a thing. .-\nd I kept my 
eyes shut to rest them from the vision of 
things seen, and so they stayed until I heard 
a voice. It was a woman's voice, a voice, I 
could ha,'e sworn was Julia's, and it spoke 
my name, l\ow I am not going to tell what 
my name is, because it is Greek, and old, 
and funny when I sign it to a reply to a 
dinner invitation, though it does ,'ery well 
for a scholar who has dry conclusions to 
make upon living facts. ::\1 y father was a 
scholar, and he gave it to me, and perhaps, 
for that reason, perhaps for some unknown 
other, I have always been content with it. 
I have had, indeed, connected with it, a 
certain inevitable feeling I can't describe, 
as if nothing else could e,Ter possibly have 
been my name. But when I opened my 
eves I saw it could not have been I who 

as called. The tourists indeed were upon 
me, a man and a woman, both young, and 
they walked together outside the temple, and 
talked together with a trouble and haste I 
could hardly forbear to share, even by an 
eye-beam, it was in itself so passionate. It 
seemed to draw lesser intelligences to it, 


as the sun compels the earth, I thought I 
knew who they were, this from their cos- 
tume. They were in white, the flowing 
robes of an ancient time, and I guessed at 
once that they were out of a troupe of actors 
of classical Greek plays, who had been go- 
ing about London and Paris, during my 
stay there, in the free beauty of their bor- 
rowed dress, But I began to hear them 
speak, and took no shame in listening. I 
seemed, indeed, to be there to listen, to 
share, to partake with them of the tragic 
imminence of their fate, They spoke rap- 
idly, but in the melody of a majestic tongue 
which was not mine. Yet, though I could 
not that night transcribe a word of it, I 
followed it with the ease of a leaf on a 
flowing river. She was entreating him, 
this man of my name, to undo some ir- 
revocable deed. \Vhat it was I could not 
at first determine. Then, from her heart- 
broken reproaches, and his hurlings back 
of the " No!" that seemed inevitable, I 
gradually gathered knowledge. He had 
sold the state's secret-some secret-he 
had been paid by the enemy-some enemy 
-and what he had been paid was to enrich 
him to the point of seizing her from the arms 
of the hated lover she was decreed to, and 
fleeing with her in the enemy's ship. .-\nd 
the ship was out there across the blue line, 
But the girl would not go. She was ad- 
juring him, in the name of all the gods, to 
deliver himself up to justice, to inevitable 
death. Here was where she had appointed 
their meeting, here by the sacred temple, 
here where their whisperings might be 
heard, the better that they should, that 
priests and gods combined might slay them 
both and so hasten his expiation. As they 
walked back and forth in the sunlight, and 
once she set her foot unconsciously on a 
snake and I saw he did not mm"e even by 
a tremor of his shining length, my eyes 
dwelt with a love and pity I cannot measure 
upon the filleted gold of her small head. I 
seemed to partake with her of anguish lest 
he fail, yet to know it was a foregone fate, 
and my sadness settled into the acquies- 
cence of despair. He desired nothing but to 
save her, yet he would not save them both, 
as they do who play for honors, by gÌ\'ing 
up himself, And as if I were in his skin I 
saw why. He loved her too fervidly, too 
passionately, as earth is tempting, forcing, 
pushing us to love, and as the big law we 
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only now and then catch a glimpse of, will 
not have us. And curiously from that far 
time, from the misty gates of it, my mind 
leaped with a throb, a vault down the 
centuries, to the cavalier who made an 
immortal discO\'ery and wrote it in im- 
mortal words: 


" I could not ]m"e thee, Dcar, so much, 
Loved I not Honor morc." 


This, in substance, she represented to him 
in the passion of her noble phrases, uncon- 
sidered, born like tears out of a breaking 
heart. She was his dearest, she said, she 
thanked the gods, but ne,'ertheless the gods 
themselves must be still dearer to him, they 
and the state, \Vhat was it compared with 
the dishonor he had bought that her poor 
body should be stained by the mastery of a 
hated spouse? At that he cried aloud, and 
she hushed him while my mind had time to 
flash aside to another mandate made for 
perpetuity concerning them that kill the 
body and ha,'e not power to kill the soul. 
Her voice continued in its lyric rise and 
fall. There was no help for ei ther of them, 
she told him, he in his present disaster and 
she before her coming sla,-ery, no help 
save death, and that might happily be now. 
But all the same, while the bright rapiers 
of their argument were glancing, I knew 
he would not yield: that they were to be 
discovered, that since she must not go with 
him, he would snatch at her with the force 
of love run wild, and, trusting in the ship, 
resoh'e in his madness to bear her to it 
across the parching leagues. That she 
would cry out to the gods to save them 
and they would be saved-he by the knife 
at his throat and she to sink into so ill a 
mind that no man would take her to him 
with her bright beauty faded. All this I 
seemed indubitably, and with a high sad- 
ness to know, and athwart the web of 
it, like something sharply remembered, I 
heard other voices, insistently familiar ones 
of the common day, Some one was call- 
ing, Jack, Billy, a
d 1'lrs. Billy, she wa v- 
ing her parasol np and down, in a pump- 
handle fashion, across the bright vista 
through which they ran. Did they shock 
the other visitants to a scene beloved and 
throw them out of the aura where they 
were for the moment visible? Had the time 
been pre-eminently ripe and right that they 
-these two beautiful young beings-had 
VOL. XLIX.-70 
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returned for a fleeting hour of a day no 
longer existent, to play their parts again in 
faithful rigor to a vanished past, or had I, 
incalculably endowed, seen but the picture 
of them, woven for all time into the waving 
tapestry of the air? However it was, they 
were gone, not of a sudden, not either walk- 
ing away or vanishing, but in some quite 
familiar and convincing fashion, as if I had 
seen beautiful young lovers go thus, as con- 
clusively as if it were through a gate. An(l 
at the instant that I felt they were gone, and 
knew myself to be in some way the richer, 
the more complete for having seen them, I 
heard a cry-not from those three chorus- 
ing on behind, but a light, hurried call in a 
voice I knew. Yet ne,'er had I heard it so 
moved, so jubilant, so full of life. And as I 
turned to it, she came- Julia came, t1ying. 
Her face was pink like dawn, and her glad 
eyes hailed me. She made no hesitan t pause 
or pretence that it was anything but me 
and what I stood for she had come to find. 
Both hands out, she rushed to me, and I 
with my two hands received her. Standing 
so, palm to palm, she looked up in my face, 
one glad smile of recognition. So might 
the girl I had just seen have looked at her 
lover 'if she had, instead of dooming him to 
death, beckoned him to life with her. 
"Am I too late?" she was imploring me, 
yet with the sweetest certainty that she was 
not. "Oh, don't tell me I'm too late!" 
"No, no," I answered her, worship on 
my lips, in my eyes, I felt, as in my heart. 
"No. I was here. I saw them. \Yhat 
difference whether it was you or I?" 
"What difference!" she echoed out of 
a deep-breathed, hean
nly tranquillity of 
happiness. "Oh, what difference!" Then 
she looked at me for a long minute, as if she 
saw behind my lean old face what jocund 
youth I should have been the last to un- 
derstand, but not to believe. I knew and 
believed it all. "It is the last now," she 
said. She was growing fragmentary, like 
one recalled to an existence not yet compre- 
hended, and only able to stay in it for a 
minute, and now, the minute O\"er, fading 
out of it as the two others had faded to my 
eyes. But I understood. The last part- 
ing, she had meant to say. "Kext time" 
-she stammered sweetly, in her lovely hes- 
itancy, like a child of heaven learning the 
new language and as yet imperfect in it. 
And then I saw her-the one who had 
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looked at me, who had spoken. who had 
known the hour was nearly accomplished, 
and next time, in whate,'er age and what- 
e,-er star, would see the bridegroom claim 
his bride-I saw her fading out into Julia 
Doye, the young mate of) ack, who' was 
anxiously hailing her as he ran: for she, in 
that wonder of predestined flight, had out- 
stripped them all. .\nd I did not care. I 
did not care that she was to return with him 
to moonlight and bells at Caya. for that, ton, 
must be mysteriou
ly accomplished. He 
was beside her now, and I dropped her 
hands. She looked down at them, as I did 
it. surprised a little, it seemed, to know why 
I had been holding them. 
""'hat is it?" Jack was insisting, out of 
a rage of anxious Im"e. ""-hat in thunder 
is it. dear?" 
.\Irs. Billy came up panting and creak- 
ing. and her parasol might haye dinted the 
sacred stones, so did she punctuate her 
haste. , 
"\"hat is what, dear?" T ulia echoed. 
lightly and most honestly. ':Did I hurry? 
I was bidding .\lr. Olmstead good-by." 
.. Come along. then." said Jack, mopping 
his smooth young hrow. and almost a little 
fractious at ha,-ing been fretted into more 
perplexities. "That train will be in in 
ahout three minutes and a half. Come 
along. Olmstead," 
" X 0," said 1. "I'm not going. " 
I felt light-headed, drunk with the de- 
lirium and the certaint\,"of it. 
"X ot going? You ',;on't get anywhere 
to- nigh t." 
"I don't want to:' said 1. "I'm some- 
where now. There',ll be some kind of a 
Ii ule hostelrv." 
"Don't b
 a fool, man," said Rilly. and 



lrs. Bill v shrieked ".\lalaria!" italici ,,- 
ing wi th h
r parasol. - 
.. "-ell, there's a minute gone, and we 
can't stop here." said Jack, and I didn't 
blame him, One doesn't lightly suhject 
wi,'es to eyen a mythical malaria. "Come 
on, Olmstead. "'e're off." 
Julia turned willingly and obediently 
,,,ith him: but at ten paces she stopJ-->ed. 
She ran back toward me. The other look 
fleeted into her face. "Don't YOU smell 
them." she cried. ., Roses 
 .. 
 
.. \' es," I said, atire with my exultation. 
and again n1\' mind challenged my O\\:n 
centur
' and 'found the right word from 
another m3.n's pen: ,,' Roses from Pæstum 
roseries
' " 
.. X ext time"-she faltered. as if she her- 
self least of all understood what she might 
be saying, The look had faded, 
 
,. J
lli


 Julia!" Jack was calling, and 
1\lrs. Billy piped me out one more ,yarning: 
"
Ialaria. .\lr. Olmstead! Rememher!" 
But I stood there happier, younger, more 
at peace than anything, I belie,-ed, on 
earth. I could think of but one word to 
call: the word am' man ,,-ould be likest to 
lea'"e in the keeping of his dearest, if they 
were to be parted for a lifetime or two. 
.\Irs. Billy thought it was her word; but 
it was Julia 's, to her soul alone, though it 
meant no more to her, with the memorv 
washed out of her face, than if a butterfl\' 
had settled for an instant on her gown, and 
she, flying with Jack, had had no cyes fl)r 
it. I called it after them, and .\lr5. Billv. 
thinking it the echo of her 0\\ n. shook h
r 
parasol despairingly. Out of my kingdom 
of ,'outh regained and loyc inalienablv as- 
sured I call'ed. and it rang splendidly:' 
\I Remember! ,. 


\TO ICI: I-JESS S<J H.H.U\ \T 
By \\ïlli:Ull I I. I Iayne 


HI-: is um\'Ïse ,,"ho dare
 intrud
 
On 
orrlm' in her \"oiccle
' mood.- 
The mood of yearning-plitent, deep,- 
l-ntenanted by tear:' or :,leep. 
Ko well-framed ma
ims can bestow 
Solace on this unuttered \\'l)e.- 
Dumh mellldn' henmd the reach 
Of mortal h
ll;d, l;r mortal speech. 
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IX 


II ' - - "\D now for a stirring chap- 
: 
 ter in our 0'\ n famil v 

'
 annals, supplied by oúr 
mid
hipman, from whom 
to his mother and sister no 
word had come for se'-eral 
months, It had required all my studies of 
history. and the knowledge that in more 
than one war pri,-ateering on the -high 
eas 
haù heen the deciding point of the struggle, 
to reconcile me to the methods of that arm 
of military scryice. I knew, of course, that 
England 'had struck her fiercest blow at 

pain hy preying upon her commerce in 
open ,,-aters: that France, in the 
e'-en 
Years' "-ar, had sent numbers of bold 
pri,-ateers to destroy shipping off the Eng- 
lish coast and in the Irish Sea. That, fol- 
lowing these depredations, .. all England 
had gone mad aÍter l'ri\"ateering," and had 
sent out hundreds of \"essels great and small 
to put the Frenchmen hack L in their proper 
places. .\ny one might reaù of the liberal 
use made hy .-\merica in her war for inde- 
pendence óf the tleets of commissioned 
pri,-ateers sent forth to harry Britain upon 
the ocean, It was all fair play according 
to historical precedent, and our president 
had issued letters of marque and reprisal 
to pri,'ate armed ships to do their be
t 
against Xorthern nwrchantmen; but the 
det:ision of the Treaty oi Paris, in 18:;h, 
doing away with pri\"att'cring among Eu- 
ropean nations, seemed to me a right and 
just decree, 
But the C. S. Chidwm<luga, upon which 
my brother ,yas stationed, was not called 
hy our go,-ernment a pri,-atcer, hut a reg- 
ular commi:;;sioned crui....er. and all oi her 
officer:;; were under commi....sion, engaged 
in destroying C0mmerce. 
J ma " lwre state that a clian' (c:\.acted of 
their midshipmen hy the Conf
dcrate na\"y, 
following the old-time custom of tlu- nayit's 
of England and the Cnited ::5tate:::) kqJt hy 


my brother on the cruise of the Chicka- 
m<luga and during the siege of Fort Fisher, 
achie,'ed, unexpectedly to him, the honor of 
passing into the arc hi yes of the state de- 
partment at \rashington, where in -, Room 
311, Ca
e 21," this hoy's record of sea ad- 
,-enture is now preseryed. Found in the 
Dayal school after the occupation of Rich- 
mond hy Lieut.-Com. James Parker, L-. S. 

., it was sent hy him to the na,'y depart- 
ment in \\-ashington. "The journal of 

lidshipman Cary," says Commander 
Parker, .. seemed to me a ,-cry important 
and yaluable contribution to the nayal side 
of a dispute between Admiral Porter and 
General Butler as to the propriety of the 
withdrawal of the troops at Fort Fisher. 
It was just such a journal as I would hayc 
kept in my midshipman days fifteen or more 
years before: and its entire truthfulness and 

orrectness were apparent, colored as they 
were by boyish enthusiasm and frankness 
of statement. 
.. I promptly sent it to the nm-r depart- 
ment, I heard no more of it until its re- 
appearance se,-eral years later in e\-idence 
before the Gene,-a Tribunal; where it con- 
tributed largely to lix the responsihility of 
Great Britain for the destruction of our 
shipping hy these Confederate cruisers, 
whose doings were faithfully chronicled in 
the journaL " 
HO\\- the dian- came to he discO\'ered in 
the files of the 'n
l\T department by tho
e 
charged with preparing the case of the 
t-nited States for the Gene,'a Trihunal, 
and extracts from it edited for that case, 

[r, Can' h:!s neyer heard. It was not 
until the 'puhlication of the arbitration pro- 
ceedings in I8ïl, that he learned of the con- 
tinued existence of his almost forgotten 
journal. or that it had so contributed to 
the making of history. 
"The purpose of the production of the 
journal." writes 'Ir. Cary, "was to show 
that the British had granted undue fayors 
to the C Iz Ù-kù 1Jl<lllga during her call at their 
'j27 
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neutral port at St. George's in Bermuda, 
both in respect of coal supply and length of 
stay." In the" Opinions of Sir .\lexander 
Cockburn," a prÍ\"y counsellor and lord 
chief justice of England and one of the ar- 
bitrators at Geneva, occurs the following: 
"The only authority for this statement" 
(i. e. as to the Chickmiwuga's o,"erstaying 
her time limit of twenty-four hours at Ber- 
muda and her receipt there of eighty-two 
tons of coal instead of the prescribed 
twenty-fi,'e) "is the diary of a midshipman 
who was serving on board the ship. The 
diary is not unamusing, and is not without 
its value. . . . In the result, the whole 
question becomes immaterial. \Ve see 
from 
Ir. Cary's diary that the Chicka- 
mauga arri,'ed at \Yilmington, u!here this 
-young ojji rer unfortunately 'slipped upon 
his expectations,' on the 19th of Nm"em- 
ber without haying fallen in with, taken, 
or destroyed a single -enited States vessel. 
The coaling at Bermuda, therefore, did not 
the least injury to the rnited States, and 
cannot in any point of yiew found a claim 
for damages," 
Lord Chief-Justice Cockburn's satirical 
quotation of a bit of .\merican boy's slang, 
as italicized abm"e, gi,-es my brother occa- 
sion to observe that his unpretending little 
journal" evoked the sole suggestion of hu- 
mor that appears to hm"e enlivened the 
grave international proceedings here con- 
cerned. " 


To go back to the beginning of the Chick- 
amauga's cruise in October, 1864, succeed- 
ing a long delay in \\ïlmington harbor and 
se'"eral aborti,-e attempts to nose her way 
out through the blockading squadron. "In 
profound silence; ligh ts all dowsed, engine 
hatches and e,"en the slight glow of the bin- 
nacle lamp alike carefully shrouded; her 
furnaces crammed with picked Cardiff coal 
that would neither smoke nor flare from the 
funnels, deck orders were passed in whis- 
pers, At last we were off, on a 'wild night 
of October 28, with easterly squalls and 
inky skies and a lumpy sea-creeping at 
first, furtively. . , . Some of the obstruct- 
ing ships were dimly seen tossing like tiny 
dots against a ragged eastern sky-line," 
That is how running the blockade ap- 
peared to :\lidshipman Cary, "on duty for- 
ward in the dark and slop of the top-gal- 
lant-forecastle deck, feeling the quivering 


plunges of the little cruiser and the chill 
edges of the short rough seas which buck- 
eted down my shi,-ery neck. . . . 
" A shuddering anxious touch on the sand 
rip, and then signal lights in jagged lines of 
red and white suddenly flashed across the 
broken water; there was a glare of partial 
broadsides, lighting alien guns and guns' 
crews and a bit of black rigging overhead; 
there were the whiz of harmless shells aloft, 
then a puzzled lull among the enemy, fol- 
lowed by their chasing rockets. l\lean- 
while the Chickamauga underwent a lively 
change. On the instant her sloppy stag- 
gering decks became the scene of greatest 
acti,"ity, Back went the coal bags (extra 
cruising fuel piled forward to lighten her 
after weight), hustled aft somehow or any- 
how, whether on trucks or by hand, to clear 
the guns and charge the trim, with officers 
in full swing of commanding energy; the 
boatswain and his mates heard at over con- 
cert pitch, using characteristic language- 
and the Chickamauga escaped her foe, go- 
ing away eastward at her best fourteen- 
knot gait." 
N ext morning, eluding a persistent chas- 
er, the cruiser began her hot work of as ac- 
tive a career of destruction as may be found. 
l'pon her first prize, the bark .11 ark L. 
Potter, were found chinaware, of which they 
had almost none, and all sorts of food from 
"plum-pudding to pickles." Close by the 
Capes of Delaware, three more prizes fell 
into their hands: the bark Emily D. If all, 
sugar-laden from Cardenas to Boston; the 
crack clipper ship Shooting Star, "a cloud 
of snowy cam"as from her graceful hull to 
her tapering top-gallant masts"; and an- 
other bark, the Albion Liucoln, which, 
bonded and released, sen-ed to relieve them 
of the four crews of paroled prisoners al- 
ready in their hands. The Shooting Star, 
from Kew York with supplies for the 
rnited States Pacific Squadron, was a rich 
find, containing, above all things desirable, 
a cargo of fine coal. Her burning in the 
winter twilight was a glorious spectacle, 
the comedy element of her capture being 
that of the captain's wife, a 
Irs. Drink- 
water, "who ignominiously routed in turn 
all the young officers of the Chickamauga" 
until the Lincoln relieved them also of the 
shrewish lady's presence. 
Struck by a gale of wind lasting se,-en 
days, the Chickamauga then made her way 
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to Bermuda, where our midshipman, sent 
ashore to face Yellow Jack and look up 
deserters, after sundry individual advent- 
ures, set sail again in the cruiser for \\ïl- 
mington and home; contrh-ing to run in 
under the yeil of a thick fog, upon whose 
sudden lifting next morning, they found 
themseIYes face to face with the whole 
blockading squadron of the enemy. :\fter 
an hour's hot 1ìght, shot and shell raining 
fiercely around them, Fort Fisher came to 
their aid, firing aimlessly but enough to 
frighten off the fleet. "\\Te started in, got 
stuck on a sand-bar, ,,-hen. behold. the 
blockaders were down on us again, but by 
lightening the ship ,ve succeeded in gliding 
oyer the bar to safety." 
From the midshipmen of Battery B u- 
chanan on the shore at the ri,"er's mouth, 
a signal by flags was fluttered to the mid- 
shipmen on the victorious Chickamauga, to 
this import: "For heaven's sake send us 
some Yankee china. 'Ve are eating our 
soup out of cigar boxes!" This, when 
Captain \\11kinson and his first lieuten- 
ant of the Chickamauga were eagerly ex- 
pecting official instructions, may have been 
said !o break down the ceremony of the 
occaSIOn. 
A brief rest for our youngster brought 
him to Christmas holidays of a memora- 
ble sort. By requisition of )Iajor-General 
""hiting commanding the land forces at 
Fort Fisher, soon to be the scene of fierce 
conflict, my brother was sent with two lieu- 
tenants and twenty-five picked men of the 
Chickamauga's crew, to man navy guns 
mounted on unfinished batteries within the 
fort. On Christmas eve, the Cnited States 
fleet with five hundred and eighty guns, 
headed by ironclads, moved in and attacked 
the fort, throwing all kinds of projectiles 
from a three-inch bolt to a fifteen-inch 
shell. "The grandest sight of my life," 
wrote the young participant. "The firing 
on both sides was heavy all day." 
Our one precious Christmas gift that 
year, received with tears and smiles, ,vas an 
item in the official report of )Iajor-Gel1eral 
""hiting, sent on to us from the navy de- 
t)artment by our good friend, Com. S. S. 
Lee, whose son, Daniel l\Iurray Lee, was a 
midshipman in the Chickamauga: 
"To passed )Iidshipman Cary, I wish to 
give personal thanks, Though wounded, 
he reported after the bursting of his gun to 
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repel the threatened assault, and actively 
assisted Colonel TansilI on the land fronL" 
\Ve had already heard that our boy's 
wound was on the mend, and could afford 
to rejoice without alloy. 
In this connection I quote a letter from 
Co!. James l\Iorris ':\Iorgan, now of \\"ash- 
ington: 
"\\Then Fort Fisher was threatened, two 
of the guns of the Chickamauga were taken 
ashore and mounted in the fort. l\Iidship- 
man Cary was in charge of one of them, 
and during the battle his gun burst, kill- 
ing and wounding some twenty-odd men 
who were standing near it. Cary was un- 
hurt, and walking up to General \Vhiting 
asked if he could not give him something 
more to do. The Federal fleet was at that 
time sweeping the beach with six hundred 
guns. General \\'hiting expressed his de- 
sire to get a communication to a detached 
battery some hundreds of yards away, but 
said he would not order any man to carry 
it, as he considered it hardly possible that 
the feat could be accomplished under such 
a fire, -Midshipman Cary begged to be 
allowed to attempt the perilous journey. 
Lieutenant Roby and l\Iidshipman Ber- 
rian, who were present, described the scene 
to me, and several of myoid classmates 
who were with the Federal fleet have borne 
testimony to the accuracy of their state- 
ments. 
" It seems that hardly had the little mid- 
shipman started on his way when the shells 
from the fleet plmved the sand from under 
his feet and down he went into the hole 
made. There was a groan from the fort as 
some one exclaimed 'Little Cary's gone!' 
and then to their relief, they saw him strug- 
gle to his feet and trudge on, This hap- 
pened again and again, until at last as he 
neared the battery a shell was seen to ex- 
plode very near him which fairly buried him 
in the sand. All in the fort gave him up 
for dead, when suddenly, to their amaze- 
ment, they saw him totter to his feet again 
though wounded in the leg. The tleet 
ceaséd firing and as he staggered on to his 
destination, both the men in the fort and on 
board the fleet broke into a mighty cheer. 
This is the only occasion I ever knew of 
during the war when a man heard both 
sides cheer him." . 

Ir. :\Iorgan was an early friend and 
shipmate of :\Ir. Cary, who on reading his 
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letter for the first time when these articles 
were in proof, remarked: 
" Jim's too good to me. I nen'r heard 
those cheers." 


x 


Ox the morning of .--\pril 2, a perfect 
Sunday of the Southern spring, a large con- 
gregation assembled as usual at S1. Paul's. 
I happened to sit in the rear of the presi- 
dent's pew, so near that I plainly saw the 
sort of gray pallor that came upon his 
face as he read a scrap of paper thrust into 
his hand by a messenger hurrying up the 
middle aisle. \rith stern set lips and his 
usual quick military tread, he left the 
church, a number of other people rising in 
their seats and hastening after him, those 
who were left s,vept by a universal tremor 
of alarm. The rector, accustomed as he 
was to these frequent scenes in church, 
came down to the altar rail and tenderlv 
begged his people to remain and finish the 
service, which was done, 
Before dismissing his congregation, the 
rector announced to them that General 
Ewell had summoned the local forces to 
meet for defence of the cit,' at three in the 
afternoon, \Ye knew tl{en that Long- 
street's regulars must ha'"e been suddenly 
called away, and a sick apprehension filled 
all hearts. 
On the sidewalk outside the church, we 
plunged at once into the great stir of e,-acu- 
ation, preluding the beginning of a new era. 
As if bv a flash of electricitv, Richmond 
knew that on the morrow her'streets would 
be crowded with her captors, her rulers ned. 
her gm"ernment dispersed into thin air, her 
high hopes crushed to earth. There was 
little discussion of e,-ents, People meeting 
each other would exchange silent hand- 
grasps and pass on. I saw many pale faces, 
some trembling lips, but in all that day I 
heard no expression of a weakling lear, 
J\Iovement ,vas everywhere, nowhere panic. 
Begarlanded Franklin Street. sending up 
perfume from her many gardens, was the 
general rendez,'ous of people who wanted 
to see the last of their friends. _--\11 oYer 
town, citizens were aiding the departure of 
the male members of their fami1\- who could 
in any war sen-e the disposses"sed gm-ern- 
m('nt. In the houses we knew, there was 
everywhere somebody to be helped to go: 
somel )od r for who::;e sake tears were sq ueezed 


back, scant food prepared, words of 100'e and 
cheer spoken. Those good dear women of 
Richmond who had been long tried as by 
fire, migh t bend but ,,'ould not break. 
Between two and three in the afternoon, 
formal announcement was made to the pub- 
lic that the gm-ernment would ,-acate Rich- 
mond that e,-ening. By nightfall, all the 
flitting shadows of a Lost Cause had passed 
away under a hea,'en studded by bright 
stars. The doomed city lav face to face 
with what it knew not.' . 
I had gone with my brother to the station 
in the afternoon, and saw him off with a 
heart that, for the first time in our war part- 
ings, felt heavier than lead. His farewell 
present to me was a ham, of which he un- 
expectedly came into possession after we 
said good-bye. sending it to me by a negro 
tipped with a large amount of Confederate 
currency, who. to his honor be it said, was 
faithful to his trust. ::\1 v brother was aware 
that in addition to leadng me alone in our 
lodgings (in my mother's ahsence, gone to 
nurse mv cousin Ethelbert Fairfax, wound- 
ed in the battle of Bentom-ille in North 
Carolina). our larder was ,-ery nearly bare. 
r had promised them if an emergency arose 
to go to my unde's house, where I presently 
arrived, my ham following. 
I insert a letter written at this time: 


GRACE STRFET, RrCH:\[OXD, .lPril -t-. 1865. 
"
Iy PRECIO{;'S l\IOTHER AXD BROTHER: 
"I write you this jointly, because I can 
haxe no idea where Clarence is. Can't ,'ou 
imagine with what a hea,-y heart I b
gin 
it? The last two days ha,-e added long 
,-ears to m," life. I have cried until no 

ore tears 
vil1 come, and my heart throbs 
to bursting, night and day. \\"hen I bade 
you good-bye, dear, and walked home alone 
I could not trust myself to gi,-e another 
look after you, _--\ll that eyening the air 
was full of farewells as if to the dead, 
Hardh- am'bods went to hed. \fe walked 
through th
 str
ets like lost spirits till nearly 
daybreak. 
Iy dearest mother, it is a spe- 
cial prm-idence that has spared you this! 
Your going to nurse poor Bert at this crisis 
has sa,-ed you a shock I ne,-er can forget. 
\\-ith the din of the enemy's wagon trains, 
bands, trampling horses, fifes, hurrahs and 
cannon e'-er in my ears, I can hardly write 
coherentl\". As vou desired. in case of 
trouble. i Idt ou
 quarters and came oyer 
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here to be under my uncle's wing. In Aunt 
:\1.'s serious illness, the house is O\Trftow- 
ing; there was not a room or a bed to give 
me, but that made no difference, they in- 
sisted on my staying all the same. rp 
under the roof there was a lumber-room 
with two windows and I paid an old dar- 
key with some wrecks of food left from our 
housekeeping. to dear it out, and scrub 
tloor and walls and windows, till all was 
absolutely dean. A cot was found and 
some old chairs and tahlcs--Gur own bed 
linen was brought O\"er, and here I write 
in comparative con-;,fort, so don't bother 
about me. 
.. Hardly had I seemed to have dropped 
upon my bed that dreadful Sunday night- 
or morning rather-when I was wakened 
suddenly by four terrific explosions, one 
after the other, making the \\<indows of my 
garret shake. It was the blowing up, by 
Admiral Semmes, by order of the secretary 
of the navy, of our gunboats on the James, 
the signal for an all-day carnival of thun- 
dering noise and Hames. Soon the fire 
spread, shells in the burning arsenals began 
to explode and a smoke arose that shrouded 
the whole town, shutting out every vestige 
of blue sky and April sunshine. Flakes 
of fire fell around us, glass was shattered 
and chimneys fell, even so far as Grace 
Street from the scene. 
., By the middie of the day, poor Aunt 
:\1.'s condition became so much worse in 
consequence of the excitement, the doctor 
said she positively could not stand any fur- 
ther sudden alarm. His one comfort is 
that you, his dear sister, are taking care of 
his wounded boy of whom his wife has been 
told nothing. It was suggested that some 
of us should go to head-quarters and ask, as 
our neigh bors were doing, for a guard for 
the house where an invalid lay so critically 
ill, Edith and I were the volunteers for 
service, and set out for the Capitol Square 
taking our courage in both hands, Look- 
ing down from the upper end of the Square 
we saw a huge wall of fire blocking out 
the horizon. In a few hours, no trace 
was left of :\Iain, Car)', and Canal Streets, 
from Eighth to Eighteenth Streets, except- 
ing tottering walls and smouldering ruins. 
The war department was sending up jets 
of flame. Along the middle of the street 
smouldered a long pile, like street-sweep- 
ings, of papers torn from the different de- 
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partments, archives of our beloved govern- 
ment, from which soldiers in blue were }Jick- 
ing out letters and documents that caught 
their fancy. The Custom House was the 
sole building that defied the fire among 
those em-ironing the Square. The marble 
statesmen on the monument looked upon 
queer doings that day, inside the enclosure 
from which all green was soon scorched out, 
or trampled down by the hoofs of cavalry 
horses picketed at intervals about it. 
Ir. 
Reed's church, 
Irs. Stanard's house: the 
Pres tons' house, are all burned; luckily the 
Lee house and that side of Franklin stand 
uninjured, General Lee's house has a 
guard camped in the front yard. 
"\Ve went on to the head-quarters of the 
Yankee general in charge of Richmond 
that day of doom, and I must say were 
treated with perfect courtesy and consider- 
ation. \Ve saw many people we knew on 
the s:tme errand as ourselves. \Ve heard 
stately :\lrs, - and the - 's were 
there to ask for food, as their families were 
starving. Thank God, we have not fallen 
to that! Certainly, her face looked like a 
tragic mask carved out of stone. 
"A young lieutenant was sent to pilot us 
out of the confusion, and identify our housf:', 
over which a guard was immediately placed. 
Already the town wore the aspect of one in 
the :Middle Ages smitten by pestilence. 
The streets, filled with smoke and flying fire, 
were empty of the respectable class of in- 
habitants, the doors and shutters of every 
house tigh t closed. 
.. I ought to tell you the important news 
that your tin box of securities is safe and in 
my keeping. How do you think this hap- 
pened? On Sunday, after Clarence left, 
and we were wandering around the streets 
like forlorn ghosts, I chanced to meet our 
friend 
Ir. -, the president of the - 
Bank, in which I knew you kept them. He 
was very pale and wretched-looking, said 
he could not vouch for the safekeeping of 
anybody's property, asked after you and 
wondered if I \vould feel like taking your 
papers in charge. I walked with him to 
the bank, where he put the box in my hands, 
and then I hurried back with it to my un- 
cle's house. I slept with the papers under 
my head Sunday night, and spent 
Ionday 
afternoon in ripping apart the trimming of 
my grey beige skirt. You know that trim- 
ming like a wide battlement of brown silk 
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all around the hem? \Yell, into this, alter- 
nately standing and lying, I se,,'ed with the 
tightest stitches I could make (you would 
say those were nothing to boast of, remem- 
bering the sleeve that came apart) every 
one of your precious documen ts. And here 
I am with the family fortune, stitched into 
my frock skirt, which I have determined 
to wear every day with a change of white 
bodices, till I see you or can get to some 
place where it is safe to take it out." 
(1 will say in concluding the episode of 
the hidden papers, that the next day after I 
had received them, the bank went down in 
the track of the awful :\Iain Street fire, its 
contents destroyed utterly. I continued to 
wear the skirt, heartily sick of it before I 
dared lay the thing aside, until the day in 
late April when, at my mother's request, I 
went by flag of truce to Baltimore and there 
at the home of my unde, :\1r. Cary, extract- 
ed the papers, put them in a new tin box, 
and consigned them to proper safekeeping. 
I have certainly never since worn a gown of 
the value of that one, ungratefully cast 
off at the first opportunity.) 
"And what will you say when I tell you 
that my one and only book, like poor 
1r. 
John R. Thompson's' Across the Atlantic,' 
has gone up in flames and smoke, in the es- 
tablishment of 1\Iessrs. \\Test & Johnson, 
publishers, who lost everything in the fire? 
A little while ago, I should have wanted to 
cry oyer this calamity. So many pages of 
good Confederate foolscap closely scrib- 
hIed oyer; so much eloquence and pathos 
lost to the world forever! Really now, 
joking apart, if \Vest & Johnson, who are 
clever men, hadn't thought it worth pub- 
lishing they wouldn't have accepted it, 
would they? X ow-now-nothing seems 
to hurt much, in the fall of our Confeder- 
acy. Perhaps my poor' Skirmishing' has 
made more of a blaze in the world in this 
way, than it e'"er would have done in the 
ordinary course of e,"ents!" 
(Certainly that conclusion was the wisest 
I could have arri,"ed at, and I lived to re- 
joice that this jejune effort never saw day- 
light. It was years before I again ventured 
into print. But I should like now to know 
what it was all about.) 
To resume the letter to my mother and 
brother: 
"The ending of the first day of occupation 
was truly horrible. Some poor negroesof the 


lowest grade, their heads turned by the pros- 
pect of wealth and equality, together with a 
mob of miserable poor whites, drank them- 
selves mad with liquor scooped from the 
gutters. Reinforced, it was said, by con- 
victs escaped from the penitentiary, they tore 
through the streets, carrying loot from the 
burnt district." (For days after, even the 
kitchens and cabins of the better class of 
darkeys displayed handsome oil paintings 
and mirrors, rolls of stuff, rare books, and 
barrels of sugar and whiskey.) "One gang 
of drunken rioters dragged coffins sacked 
from an undertaker's, filled with spoils from 
the speculators' shops, howling so madly 
one expected to hear them break into the 
Carmagnole. Thanks to our trim Yankee 
guard in the basement, we felt safe enough, 
but the experience was not pleasant." 
Through all this strain of anguish ran, 
like a gleam of gold, the mad, vain hope 
that Lee would yet make a stand some- 
where-that Lee's dear soldiers would gh"e 
us back our liberty, 
"Dr. 
Iinnegerode has heen allowed to 
continue his daily services and I never knew 
anything more painful and touching than 
that of this morning, when the litany was 
sobbed out by the whole congregation," 
A sen'ice we went to the same evening at 
the old 
Ionumental, I never shall forget. 
\Vhen the rector prayed for "the sick and 
wounded soldiers and all in distress of mind 
or body" there was a brief pause, tìlIed with 
a sound of weeping allover the church. 
He then gave out the hymn, "\Yhen gather- 
ing clouds around I view." There was no 
organ and a ,"oice that started the hymn 
broke down in tears, Another took it up, 
and failed likewise. I, then, with a tre- 
mendous struggle for self-control, stood up 
in the corner of the pew and sang alone. 
At the words, "Thou, Saviour, sees't the 
tears I shed," there was again a great burst 
of crying and sobbing all over the church. 
I wanted to break down dreadfully, but I 
held on and carried the hymn to the end. 
As we left the church, many people came up 
and squeezed my hand and tried to speak, 
but could not. Just then a splendid mili- 
tary band was passing, the like of which we 
had not heard in years. The great swell 
of its triumphant music seemed to mock the 
shabby broken-spirited congregation detìl- 
ing out of the gray old church buried in shad- 
ows, where in early Richmond days a theatre 
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with many well-known citizens was hurned. 
That was one of the tremendous moments 
of feeling I experienced that week. 
"Dear _-\unt E. [.\lrs. Hyde] is still at 
Camp \\ïnder, not yet reorganized under 
Federal rule, (I hope the poor creatures 
there will fare hetter than we could make 
them.) She wants to send to Redlands for 

leta, and then go through the lines to Bert 
.\lason's nlace as soon as the \Vav is clear. 
She has b'een with me to-day and 'yesterday 
and says I must tell you her heart is broken. 
,. I walked around to the Campbells' this 
morning. The judge's quiet determination 
to remain on in Richmond has produced 
some criticism, but his friends say that is 
nonsense. I looked over at the president's 
house, and saw the porch crowded with 
rnion soldiers and politicians, the street in 
front filled with curious gaping negroes who 
have appeared in swarms like seventeen- 
year locusts. The young leaves are just 
shaking out, the fruit trees a mass of blos- 
soms-the grass vividly green, the air nec- 
tar. I come in from my melancholy walks 
and sit in this dull garret, and pine and 
yearn for-what? 
"I have just seen the E'i-'cllhlg JI"lzig, is- 
sued under direction of aX or them editor. 
Governor \Yeitzcl, the new Cnited States 
commandant, says in his telegram to Stan- 
ton: 'The people recei,-ed us with the wild- 
est joy.' That scene in the 
lonumental 
Church looked like it, don't you think so? 
1\lr. R. Ð'Orsay Ogden reopens the theatre 
to-night with one of his blood-and-thunder 
plays. Invitations have been sent to Lin- 
coln and Stanton to be present at the ma- 
næunes" (here a piece is torn from the 
original) "the first we have had since the 
occupation. Some of the shops in Broad 
Street are already restocked and opened by 
their Jewish proprietors and are doing a 
f10urishing trade in greenback currency. 
\Ve went into the Hall of Congress, finding 
-there a sable official in uniform, seated writ- 
ing at the speaker's desk. In the State Li- 
brary there have been many pilferings of 
coins, medals, and valuahle papers. I no- 
ticed they had remO\-ed from the library 
railings all the captured Federal banners 
,,-ith which we had been able abundantly to 
drape them." 1 


Another letter of this time addressed to 
Burton Harrison, then supposed to be with 
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the Confederate president at Danville, Va., 
describes my efforts to meet his request 
(in a note sent in some way to me) to se- 
cure some packages of private letters left 
with his belongings at the president's house. 
,. I had hoped that your things had he en 
sent to your uncle's home, hut .\lrs. Samuel 
Harrison informs me this is not so. She 
suggesting that the president's housekeeper 
may still be in the house, I found this to be 
the case, so I went to the Camphells', and 
sent a message across the street to ask .\lrs. 
O'C. to come to me, which she did, imme- 
diately. She was ,'ery nice and obliging, but 
when I asked about your trunks, said she 
had- deli,'ered all of your luggage to James 
Brown, your old servant at the president's, 
to deposit at your unde's house. I asked 
where James could be found, but felt rath- 
er hopeless, thinking a darkey's probable 
view of the situation would include his 
right to everything left behind by the South- 
ern government. Fancy my delight, soon 
after, while engaged in packing at our 
forsaken lodgings, James Brown himself 
walked in on me with a perfectly beaming 
face. \\Te had a conference, and it ap- 
peared he had the trunks, letters, clothes, 
books all safe, waiting a good chance to 
carry them himself to your uncle's, fearing 
they might be overhauled by Federal au- 
thority. I could not induce James to un- 
derstand that my authority extended to let- 
ters alone, and finally had to break down 
a hearty laugh, when he persisted in enumer- 
ating the garments packed: 'clothes on top 
of books, collars, and little things in trays,' 
etc., etc., with much minutiæ of detail. 
" 'It's all right, James, all I want is for 
you to get those letters out and bring them 
to me, and send the trunks to .\lr. Samuel 
Harrison's.' 
" , Suttenly, miss, suttenly. I perfectly 
apprehend the situation,' is what James 
answered. '_-\n' I tell you truly that I have 
a prominent affection for Colonel Harrison. 
If he was a mother or a brother to me, I 
couldn't 100-e him any better.' 
"He suggested, before we parted, that 
the hardest trouble in your lot must be your 
inability to send me any more little notes by 
him, saying: 'I don't know jes' how it kin 
be managed, miss, unless Colonel H. could 
somehow dodge the government, an' git to 
see you. Don' you think he mout dodge 
the gO\'ernment, miss?' 
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"\Vhile I write there is a commotion in 
the streets and rumor of a reverse to Yankee 
arms, Oh! if I dared believe it! 
-\ young 
woman has just passed wearing a costume 
composed of Cnited States tlags. The 
streets fairly swarm with blue uniforms and 
negroes decked in the spoils of jewelry 
shops, etc. It is no longa our Richmond, 
yet sometimes our eyes have a rest and are 
gladdened hy the gray uniforms of the Con- 
federate surgeons left here on parole to at- 
tend our sick and wounded soldiers. "Then 
one of them goes by, instantly every shutter 
is flung wide open, every cheek Hushes, every 
eye sparkles a welcome. One of the girIs 
tells me she finds great comfort in singing 
'Dixie' with her head buried in a feather pil- 
Jow. 1\1 y dear uncle, the most saintly of men, 
to-day read prayers to his assemhled family, 
and having in hand an old-time prayerbook, 
inadvertently read out the petition for' The 
president of these l"nited States.' Edith, 
his youngest daughter, on our arising from 
our knees immediately cried out in re- 
proachful tones, , Oh! papa, you prayed for 
the president of the Cnited States!' 'Did 
I?' said the good old doctor ruefully- 
'Devil fetch him!' At which we all laughed." 


"Thursday, April 6. 
"Last night, from the sweetest of dreams, 
I was aroused by a band playing' Annie 
Laurie' so beautifully it seemed to chime 
with my happier thoughts. Directly it 
changed to the majestic strains of 'The 
Star Spangled Banner,' which I had not 
heard in four years. In one minute I was 
broad awake and weeping. 
"To-day 
1r. Lincoln, seated in an am- 
bulance ,..ith his son, 'Tad,' upon his knee, 
drove down Grace Street, past this house, a 
mounted escort clattering after." 


A short time after these letters were 
penned came the tidings of Lee's sur- 
render, and then our streets were tìlIed up 
again with the gray uniforms of soldiers on 
parole, dusty, threadbare, with tarnished 
buttons and insignia. I hope I may never 
again see men made in God's image wear 
such sad faces as they did. \Ve girls and 
women had all we could bear hearing the 
heart-breaking story of the final days be- 
fore Appomattox, and giving such conso- 
lation as our own rent hearts could offer. 
The war was over. \Vhat had it cost the 


country now to be ours again by force of 
arms? .. :\lore than seven hundred men a 
day," says Prof. ".oodrow \rilson in his 
"History of the American People," "for 
every day of the four long years of cam- 
paign and battle; four hundred killed or 
mortally wounded in the field, the rest dead 
of disease, exposure, acddent or the slow 
pains of imprisonment. The Federal GO\T- 
ernment had spent $3,-1-00,000,000 upon 
the war-nearly $2,500,000 for e\Tery day it 
lasted, and less than $800,000,000 of that 
vast sum had come into its coffers from the 
taxes. 
1ore than $2,600,000,000 had heen 
added to the national debt. The Confed- 
eracy had piled up a debt upon its part of 
nearIy $1,400,000,000 and had spent beside 
no man could say hO\\! much, The Korth 
had spent out of its ahundance, The South 
had spent all that it had, and was stripped na 
ked of its resources. \\'hile the war lasted, 
it had been stripped naked also of its men." 

1 y chief personal interest in the trend of 
events after the surrender at .-\ppomattox 
lay naturally with the retiring gm'ernment. 
The story of that retreat and the capture of 
his chief has been told hy Burton Harrison 
in a paper written for his sons, which the 
editors of the Century 
lI agazille secured for 
puhlication in their number of November, 
1883. A letter from 1\1r. Richard \Vatson 
Gilder appended to my hound copy of this 
narrative says: "It is of absorbing inter- 
est, told with evident frankness and truth- 
fulness, and with a refreshing sense of hu- 
mor, giving the comedy alon
 with the 
tragedy of the events. It would be one of 
the most interesting and important cuntri- 
butions to history that the Century has pub- 
lished, and I can see no reason why you 
should withhold it longer or till the genera- 
tion which would take most interest in it, is 
passed a \Va y." 
The prophecy of general interest in the 
paper put forth by the editors, had heen 
assured to us on an occasion, soon afte!" 
the war, when my husband reluctantly told 
the story, following a dinner at the Rev. 
Henry 1\1. Field's at Stockbridge, 1\1ass., 
where among other hearers besides our 
clever and inspiring host aad hostess, we 
had 11r. David Dudley Field, President 
Andrew \Vhite, of Cornell University, and 
1\1rs. Harriet Beecher Stowe. It is true that 
much was lent to the narrative by the teller's 
inimitable gift of narrative, so well known 
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to his friends, his extraordinary flow of 
words and dramatic action in recital. But 
even among that company of antagonists 
in politics and print'iple, he won sympathy 
and interest, as well as full 
elief that the 
events disclosed had 
een exactly what he 
said of them. \\-hen he had finished, all 
the guests gathered around, thanking him 
for a vividly interesting chapter of history; 

lrs. Stowe, in particular, expressing her- 
self as profoundly impressed by what she 
had heard-a new light thrown upon things 
misunderstood before. 
Of this story it must suffice'for me to give 
here the leading incidents without detail or 
comment. After an intolerably slow jour- 
ney by interrupted trains, 1\lr. Harrison 
succeeded in establishing ::\1rs. Dads and 
her party at Charlotte, where on \Vednes- 
day, the 4th of April, he received a telegram 
from President Davis, at Dam'ille, merely 
announcing that he was there. This was 
their first news of the e,-acuation of Rich- 
mond on April 2d. 
Directly after _Mr. Harrison joined his 
chief at Danville, the president received an- 
nouncement of the surrender of General 
Lee at Appomattox, immediately gi\.ing his 
secretary orders for the withdrawal of their 
party, the staff, cabinet officers, and others 
of the government then at Dam.ille, into 
North Carolina. 
\ train secured by 1\lr. 
Harrison and soon crowded by depressed 
officials, their families and hangers-on, was 
enli,'ened when en route by an explosion 
resulting from a young officer of the ord- 
nance bureau seating himself rather hard 
on the flat top of a stove, the detonation 
caused 
y some torpedo appliance carried 
in his coat-tail pocket. 
At Greensboro, N. c., there was a halt 
for consultation with Gen. Joseph E. John- 
ston, whose army was there confronting 
Shermal1' A conference was held including 
the president, General Johnston, General 
Breckenridge (secretary of war), General 
Beauregard, 1\1r. Benjamin (secretary of 
state), 
lr. :\[allory (secretary of the na,-y), 
:Mr. Reagan (postmaster- general), and 
others in the temporary rooms of CoL John 
Taylor \\-ood, of the president's staff. On 
the next day the retiring government moved 
south ward, the president; his staff, and 
some mem
ers of the cabinet riding their 
own horses. 1\1r. Benjamin declaring that 
he should not mount a horse until forced to 


735 


do so, Gen. Samuel Cooper (adjutant-gen- 
eral and ranking officer of the whole army), 
no longer a young man, 1\1r. George Davis, 
the attorney-general, and 
1r. Benjamin's 

rother-in-Iaw, _Mr. de Saint 1\1artin, 
brought up the rear of the column in an am- 

ulance. Once, riding 
ack in search of 
this distinguished contingent, 1\1r. Harri- 
son found the whole party stalled in a hope- 
less mud-hole in the darkness. 
"I could see from afar the occasional 
bright glow of Benjamin's cigar, \Vhile 
the others of the party were perfectly silent, 
Benjamin's silvery voice was presently 
heard as he rhythmically intoned for their 
comfort verse after verse of Tennyson's 
'Ode on the Death of the Duke of Welling- 
ton.' " 
That 1\lr. Benjamin could ride as well as 
another, was afterward proved on this ex- 
pedition, when he ultimately left the party 
and set out alone for the sea-coast, making 
his way to England via Bermuda. "So long 
as he remained with us, his cheery good 
humor and readiness to adapt himself to 
the requirements of all emergencies made 
him a most agreeable comrade." (At Yale 
College when a boy; at the 
ar in New Or- 
leans; in the Senate of the Cnited States 
from Louisiana; at first attorney-general, 
then secretary of war, and finally secretary 
of state of the Confederate States at Rich- 
mond, this gentleman became queen's coun- 
sel at the London bar and rose to high hon- 
ors bestmved on him by the bench and bar 
of the Cnited Kingdom.) 
"During all this march," wrote 
fr. Har- 
rison, "::\1r. Davis was singularly equable 
and cheerful. He seemed to have had a 
great load taken from his mind, to feel re- 
lieved of responsibilities, and his com.er- 
sation was very bright and agreeable. He 
talked of men and of books, particularly of 
\Valter Scott and Byron; of horses and dogs 
and sports; of the woods and the fields: of 
roads and how to make them; of the ha
its 
of birds and of a variety of other topics. 
His familiarity with and correct taste in the 
English literature of the last generation, his 
varied experiences in life, his habits of close 
observation and his extraordinary memory, 
made him a charming companion when dis- 
posed to talk, Indeed, like ::\fark Tapley 
we were all in good spirits under adverse 
cin:umstances, and I particularly remember 
the entertaining conversation of 
Ir, 
1al- 
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lory, the secretary of the navy" (which docs 
not agree with the item I recently found in 
an old letter of 
lajor \\Yalton's to 
1r. Har- 
rison, in which that official is styled "
lr. 
1\lalheureux "). 
At Charlotte it was found that 
Irs. Da\-is 
and her party had left the day before to go 
further South. As the presidential party 
entered a house with difficulty obtained for 
them (all the inhabitants fearing a threat 
made by Stoneman's troopers to burn every 
house giving refuge to Jefferson Da,-is), the 
president received by carrier from General 
Breckenridge, the news of President Lin- 
coln's assassination, tidings universally re- 
gretted by the staff and following. "Every- 
body's comment," wrote 1\1r. Harrison, 
"was that in Lincoln the Southern States 
had lost their only refuge in their then emer- 
gency. There was no expression other 
than that of surprise and regret. As yet 
we knew none of the particulars of the 
crime." 
During the speech made at this juncture 
by 
Ir. Davis to a column of Gen. Basil 
Duke's cavalry, 1\1r. Harrison stood close 
to the speaker and heard distinctly e,'ery 
word uttered by him. There was no ref- 
crence whatever to the assassination, and 
no other speech was made, 
1r. Da,'is's 
remark to Co!. 'Villiam Preston Johnston in 
1\lr. Bates's house, later on, was that "
1r. 
Lincoln would have been much more useful 
to the Southern States than Andrew J ohn- 
son, his successor, was likely to be"; "I 
myself," said 1\lr. Harrison, "heard )1r. 
Davis express the same opinion at that 
period. " 
So much for the oft-quoted charge against 
Mr. Davis that he had on this occasion 
spoken approvingly of the horrible crime 
committed by Booth in the name of the con- 
quered South! 1\ly husband often told me 
that of such a spirit, much less an expres- 
sion, 
1r. Davis could never have been 
guilty. 
"No man ever participated," he went on 
to say, "in a great war of revolution with 
less of disturbance of the nicest sense of 
perfect rectitude in conduct or opinion; 
his every utterance, act, and sentiment was 
with the strictest regard for all the moral- 
ities, throughout that troubled time when 
the passions of many people made them 
reckless or defiant of the opinions of man- 
kind, His cheerfulness continued in Char- 


lotte and I remember his there saying to 
me, 'I cannot feel like a beaten man.'" 
At Charlotte, 
1r. Davis's anxietv about 
his wife and family led him to desp;tch his 
secretary to .-\bbeville, S. c., in search of 
them, using his own judgment as to what to 
do after he met them; the president himself 
proposing to go as rapidly as possible to the 
Trans-
1ississippi department to join the 
army under Kirby Smith. 
At Abbeville, 
1r. Harrison fòund :\1rs. 
Da,-is and her party comfortably installed 
as the guests of Colonel Burt. 
lrs. Davis 
insisted upon at once seeking the sea-coast 
with a view to sailing for Europe. Had she 
remained where she was, yielding to the 
entreaties of all around her, the capture of 
Jefferson Davis might ne'-er have been a 
chapter of contemporaneous history. 

1r. Harrison's party, re-enfon;ed by two 
gallant volunteers, artillerymen of the 
Southern army, Captain 
Ioody and )la j" 
\Ïctor 
laurin, proceeded in wagons, toil- 
somely southward; the men watching at 
night while the women and children slept, 
to guard against the theft of their wagons 
and horses by rm"ing freebooters, of whom 
the woods were full. 
At midnight, several days later, 1\lr. Har- 
rison, who with two teamsters (old soldiers) 
constituted the picket-guard, heard the soft 
tread of horses approaching their camp on 
the sandy road. Harrison challenged and, 
to his astonishment, was answered by the 
president's voice. 
lr. Da,-is was attended 
hy Co!. \\ïIliam Preston Johnston, - Co!. 
John Taylor 'Yood, Co!. Frank R. Lub- 
bock, 
1r. Reagan, Colonel Thorburn, and 
Robert, the president's negro servant. 
This unexpected encounter kept the 
president with his family for some days, 
when, in compliance with the earnest solici- 
tation of the staff, he consented to leave 
them and go on unhampered by a wagon 
train. At the village of .-\bbe,"ille, S. c., he 
was overtaken bv a tremendous storm of 
thunder and lightning, with torrents of 
rain; and fearing for the safety of his bmily 
camping out at night, again rode after them, 
to the discomfiture of the party, joining 
1rs 
Davis in camp near the little hamlet of 
Irwinsville, in Georgia. Here, after prom- 
ising his friends that he would leave them, 
finally, in the morning, :\1r. Davis retired to 
rest in the tent occupied by his wife. 
1r, 
Harrison, overcome by fever and dysentery 
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contracted on the journey, threw himself on 
the ground not far away and fell into pro- 
found sleep, from which he was awakened 
at dayLreak by Jones, 
lrs. Davis'
 coach- 
man, running to him saying the enemy was 
upon them, 
"I sprang to my feet, and in an instant 
a rattling fire of musketry began on the 
north side of the creek. _\lmost at the 
same moment Colonel Pritchard and his 
regiment charged up the road from the 
south, upon us. . . . ""e were taken by 
surprise and not one of us exchanged a 
shot with the enemy. Colonel Johnston 
tells me he was the first prisoner taken. In 
a moment, Colonel Pritchard rode directly 
to me, and pointing across the creek said: 
""hat does that mean? Have vou any 
men with you?' Supposing the fi
ing wå's 
done by our teamsters, I said, 'Of course 
we have. Don't you hear the firing?' 
He seemed to be nettled at the reply, gave 
the order' Charge,' and holdly led the way 
across the creek, nearly every man in his 
command following. Our camp was thus 
left deserted for a few minutes, except by 
one mounted soldier near 
lrs, Da\"is's tent 
(afterward said to have been stationed there 
by Colonel Pritchard in passing), and by 
the few troopers who stopped to plunder 
our wagons. I had been sleeping on the 
same side of the road with the tent occupied 
by 
lrs, Davis, and ,,-as then standing very 
near it. I saw her come out and say some- 
thing to the soldier mentioned. Perceiving 
she wanted him to move off, I approached 
and actually persuaded the fellow to ride 
away. As the soldier moved into the road 
and I walked beside his horse, the president 
emerged for the first time from the tent at 
the side farther from us, and walked away 
into the \voods to the eastward, at right 
angles from the road. 
" Presently, looking around and oLsen"- 
ing somebody had come out of the tent, the 
soldier turned his horse's head, and reach- 
ing the spot he had tirst occupied, was again 
approached by 1\lrs, Da\'is. who engaged 
him in conversation. This trooper was 
joined by perhaps two of his comrades. 
. . . They remained on horseback and soon 
became violent in their language with 
rrs. 
Davis, The order to 'Halt!' was called out 
by one of them to the president. It was 
not obeyed, and was quickly repeated in a 
loud voice several times. At least one of 
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the men then threatened to fire, and pointed 
a carbine at the president. 1\1rs. Davis, 
overcome with terror, cried out in appre- 
hension, and the president (who had now 
walked sixty or eighty paces away into the 
unobstructed woods) turned around and 
came rapidly back to his wife near the 
tent. As the president reproached the sol- 
dier who was using violent language to his 
wife, one of the others, recognizing him, 
called out: '
lr. Davis, surrender! I rec- 
ognize you, sir!' 
"'''hile these things were happening, 
:Miss Howell and the children remained 
within the other tent. . . . I have not found 
that there was anyone, excepting 
Irs. 
Da,"is, the single trooper by her tent, and 
myself, who sawall that occurred and heard 
all that was said at the time. Anyone else 
who gives an account of it has had to rely 
upon hearsay or his own imagination for 
this story. , . . 
., The business of plundering commenced 
immediately after the capture; we were 
soon left with only what we had on, and 
what we had in our pockets. . , . '''hile 
this was going on, I emptied the contents 
of mv ha'"ersack into a fire where some of 
the 
nemy were cooking breakfast, and 
there saw the papers burn, They were 
chiefly love-letters, with a photograph of 
my sweetheart." 
The prisoners en route for 
Iacon were 
allowed to ride their own horses (promptly 
seized by their captors when four days later 
they reached the railway station in that 
town), from whence they were taken by 
train to Augusta, on their way to Fortress 
1\lonroe, 
\Yhat concerns Jefferson Davis in his sub- 
sequent imprisonment at Fortress 
lonroe, 
belongs to history. 
The experience of Burton Harrison as a 
prisoner of war was detailed to me by him 
in 190-1-, to refresh my memory, during his 
last illness at our temporary home in 'Vash- 
ington, where we had gone to pass the win- 
ter near our sons. 'VhiIe there was never 
any bitterness about it in his speech, or 
in his manly soul, I could not, even after 
that lapse of years, hear the recital without 
a pang of deep pain for what he had need- 
lessly suffered, 
":hilst between him and the friends he 
had left in Richmond, a black \"eil of silence 
and sickening uncertainty as to his ulti- 
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mate fate had fallen, he. had heen confined 
at- tirst in a room of the Old Capitol'Prison. 
A few days later, he was taken by a detec- 
tÏ\"e from this place and conducted to a 
room in the same building, under pretext of 
being introduced to a Confederate "lady" 
he might "like to know." Feeling instinc- 
ti,-ely that mischief threatened, he had no 
difficulty in keeping himself in check when 
in the presence of an "old untidy woman 
with a shifty eye," afterward identitied as 
a spy for both sides, who with every assur- 
ance of cordiality for the South, sought to 
lead him into conversation about 
Ir. Davis 
and Confederate matters in general. She 
did not name the young girl suffering from 
a bad headache, who, deadly-pale, with a 
white bandage around her brow, struck him 
as resembling some face on a Roman coin. 
In honeyed tones, the spy woman sought to 
induce both of them to join in her strictures 
against the government and expressions of 
sympathy for the conspirators. In a {lash 
he divined the poor girl had been brought 
there for the same purpose as himself. It 
was designed that they should talk unguard- 
edly in the presence of authority. It was 
not until the interview-futile as to results, 
-was over, that he chanced to hear the de- 
tectiye call the young woman "
Iiss Sur- 
ratt." He came away from this hateful in- 
terview feeling he had escaped a trap. Af- 
ter the disgust of it, his prison with the 
rough jailers seemed a welcome haven. 
Next day, all the rebel prisoners at the 
Old Capitol were allowed to crowd to the 
barred windows to witness Sherman's impe- 
perial progress of return to \\7 ashington. 
To eyes long used to faded gray and rusty 
accoutrements, the vast array of blazing 
sheen and color seemed oppressive. But 
all the same, he said, the J ohnn)' Rebs en- 
joyed the show hugely, not begrudging 
professional praise to military details and 
ensemble. 
Turning away from his window, he felt a 
touch upon his shoulder from a detective he 
had not before seen, who curtly told him he 
was to go to "another place." His prison 
comrades, surrounding him with handshake,; 
and kind words, watched him depart sadly. 
The rumor had got abroad that Jefferson 
Davis's secretary and confìdential friend was 
to be dealt with to the full rigor of the law. 
A drive in an ambulance-in war time 
serving for all purposes of transfer-brought 


him to the rnite<l States Arsenal, situated 
upon a peninsula running out from the 
marshy borders of the eastern end of the 
PotOl
ac, now the site of the \Var College 
of future ages. It then contained, dos(- to 
the water's edge, a group of brick buildings 
amid level military plazas, hanked with 
pyramids of shells and balls, surrounded by 
cannon, their carriages and caissons. Be- 
hind a high wall, towered ,"onspicuously a 
sombre building with barred and grated 
windows. Old \Vashington hnew this as 
a District Penitentiary. It was now trans- 
formed into a military and political prison, 
where in the inner cells were contìned 
the prisoners implicated in the murder of 
President Lincoln. In the upper story was 
sitting a military commission whose pro- 
ceedings filled the world with awesome in- 
terest. 
On everyone of these piping days of early 
summer the conspirators were brought in 
irons through a massi,-e nail-studded door 
communicating with the cells and placed in 
a line punctuated with armed guards, to sit 
in the court-room facing their judges and a 
mixed audience till, at the end of the day's 
session, they were returned to their dun- 
geons. 
The ambulance containing the new pris- 
oner and his guard was se\-eral times put 
out of line bdore the arsenal door by car- 
riage-loads of fine people, the women 
dressed as for a race-day. One after the 
other of these gay parties passed in, laugh- 
ing and chatting, under a grim wall atop of 
,yhich patrols ten feet apart kept always on 
the lookout. It had become a modish thing 
for society to drop in for a peep at the con- 
spirators' trial. Passes, limited to the ca- 
pacity of the court-room, were in demand 
like opera tkkets to a spccial performance. 
The prisoner's last glimpse for many a 
day of the outer world was of a broad dusty 
avenue wiih shabby fringes of negro cabins, 
and booths leading up to the entrance-gate 
that looked like a county fair. Cattle with 
lolling tongues were there, disgruntled pigs, 
anel mangy dogs getting in the way of march- 
ing soldiers and fashional Ill' vehicles. To 
the left he saw a military encampment lin- 
ing a sun-baked plain, where under shelter- 
tents soldiers off duty lounged, dozed, 
played cards, or tossed quoits. In the back- 
ground of the prison, two gunboats kept 
unceasing watch upon the ri\'cr-front. 
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The prisoner was hurried through the 
door, marched up two flights of steps, and 
without warning ushered before the gaze of 
the crowded court-room, gaping for new 
sensations, there to stand awaiting the pro- 
,-ost-marshal general to whom he was con- 
signed. 
\\Ïthout mm ing, he faced the ordeal. his 
lips set, hot anger coursing through his 
wins. Spite of his sense of unnecessary 
degradation, he noted and remembered 
well the make-up of the scene-the judge, 
Advocate-General Holt, presiding, with his 
swart cold face, boding ill for a prisoner 
falling under his displeasure
 hi3 assistants, 
the judges of the military commission, un- 
fortunately for themselves appointed to 
conduct this trial; the reporters of the 
commission; the large whispering, smiling 
audience, and the accused, se,-en men and 
one woman shackled together, almost Ín- 
e,'itaLly doomed to death. 
\Vhen relieved from his unpleasant posi- 
tion by the arrival of the functionary who 
was to take ot1icial possession of his body, 
he was again led out of the court-room, 
through a jostling, vulgar crowd, affecting 
to shrink away on either side of him as if 
from a monster ill secured. The general, 
ha,-ing annexed a formidable key, led the 
way, the prisoner followeù, the guard 
hrought up the rear, a hand of vagabond 
loungers shuffling after them until turned 
back at the entrance to a ponderous grated 
door. 
Life stood still for him a long time there- 
after, while he alternately lay or sat upon a 
blanket on the cemented Hoor of a felon's 
cell, four feet by eight, dark as night in day- 
time. During fi,-e long ,weks he was for- 
bidden speech with anyone whomsoever. 
But in those days and nights, when he 
threw himself down upon the blanket, or 
else walked, or used gymnastic exercises to 
stretch his muscles and save his reason, he 
might have said what a ,-irile poet wrote 
long afterward, ,. I am the master of my 
fate, I am the captain of my souL" 
He said ,,"hat he minded most was the eve 
of a bayoneted soldier, perpetually looki
g 
through the grating in his door. 
Of whate"er his enemies might ha\'e ac- 
cused him, it was not a failure in stoic en- 
durance of his lot. One of his jailers at 
Fort Delaware told me afterward that of 
the many thousand they had held, no Con- 
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federate prisoner had borne himself with 
higher courage and cooler pluck. But that 
experience of the dark cell came near to per- 
manent weakening of his strong physique. 
'Vhen they heard him singing and laughing 
to himself one day, the guards made haste 
to summon surgeon and prm-ost-marshal, 
Lelie,-ing he had gone mad. 
The surgeon tînding his prisoner a wreck 
in physical strength, the matter was re- 
ported to the war department, after which 
he was gi,-en lea,-e to take daily exercise in 
the prison yard below. from this glimpse 
of the world of the li,"ing, such as it was, 
the return to solitary darkness became 
more and more exhausting to nprve and 
body. His good doctor again reporting his 
condition, he was then transferred to a cell 
facing the Capitol, through which plentiful 
summer sunlight sifted in and he could see 
afar the glitter of the golden dome. A 
chair allowed him, his next demand was 
for a copy of Horace or Tennyson, for 
which the doctor substituted Louis N apo- 
leon's" Life of Cæsar," with a promise of 
more literature to follow. 
L nder these changed conditions the pris- 
oner's health imprm-ed daily. Although 
no one spoke to him of daily happenings, 
his intuition kept him actually abreast of 
the grim tragedy enacting under the roof 
that sheltered him, He said he felt like 
a savage trained to notice the dropping of 
a nut, or the crackle of a twig. Of the 
unhappy beings on trial he knew nothing, 
nor had he any sentimental desire that 
they should escape justice. Once, walk- 
ing in the prison yard, he had seen at a win- 
dow the wan face of the girl met in the spy's 
company at the Old Capitol-now the most 
crushed and sorrow-stricken creature that 
ever met his gaze. 
In the yard also, he once picked up and 
secreted a bit of greasy newspaper blown 
from some sentry's lunch. From this he 
saw that the conspirators were hastening 
to their doom, 
'Yhen one day the guards failed to come 
for him to walk, and from the yard be- 
low arose a great clamor of sa ws and 
hammering, he surmised what was to be. 
E, ery nigh'i before, he had heard coming up 
through the ,-entilating tuhe the melancholy 
whistling of an occupant of the cell beneath 
his, evident1\- absent in the da v: for which 
sound he håd learned to listen" with an odd 
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sense of companionship. That e\-ening the 
whistle began-but was halted suddenly; 
and the listener thought the effort was be- 
yond the power of a condemned man prob- 
ably on the eve of execution. 
That night also, he heard a new sound- 
a ship's bell striking the watches, close by. 
" Some of them are to be transported, and 
that boat is here to take them off," rlashed 
through his mind. 
At dawn, he turned in his blanket, wak- 
ened by the noise of renewed hammer- 
ing. From his window he could see many 
troops massing in the a\-enue, and amid 
them, riding alone, the Catholic priest- 
Fathér \Valter, the intrepid soldier of Christ 
(who because of his belief in the innocence 
of one of the condemned, was forbidden to 
go with her to the scaffold)-coming to 
shrive departing souls. 
The officer detailed as usual to watch him 
at his breakfast, generally so genial, to-day 
avoided meeting the prisoner's eye, as did 
the soldier always holding a musket before 
his door. He aShed no questions, ate his 
food, and sat afterward for hours without 
stirring from his chair. 
From thenceforward, every sound in the 
prison came unnaturally distinct. On all 
sides he heard the incessant tramp of gath- 
ering soldiers. On the roof facing the Ar- 
senal he saw gazers assembled; and could 
not look at them. 
Then he heard cell doors opening below, 
and their occupants led out into the corri- 
dor; heard the sobbing of anguished women 
whose feet kept hurried pace a little while 
with the others, then turned back hem"ily. 
And lastly a hush, an awful calm, while 
the lives of a woman and three men were 
taken from them upon the scaffold. 


. , 


At his usual hour that evening, the guards 
came to lead him out for exercise. Step- 
ping from the prison door upon the pa\'e- 
ment of the court-yard, he saw the scaf- 
fold looming black, exactly across a path he 
had made in the weedy grass, called by 
the soldiers ,. Harrison's beat." And there. 
lying across the path, were four ne\\'-mad
 
graves, . . ., like beads upon a string," he 
said, over and over to himself, "like beads 
upon a string." 
The guards and by-standers watching 
curiously for e\"idence of his emotion were 


not gratitìed. Gi\-ing no sign, he began 
making for himself a new path parallel with 
the former one, 
That night, he heard the sound of a faint, 
tremulous , dejected whistle coming up the 
yentilating tube, and actually laughed aloud, 
so glad he was to think the poor devil had 
not been hanged. ''"hen the ship's bells 
ceased to strike he was sure it had carried 
his whistling friend away. 


All these things were told to be written 
down by me, a short time before my hus- 
band's death in I904-calmly, without re- 
sentment or animus of any kind. He also 
said that the officer from !\Iichigan, who 
shortly after this transferred him to Fort 
Delaware, told him during the journey that 
he had been in personal charge of 
Irs. Sur- 
ratt in prison, had put the black cap m'er 
her head and the rope around her neck, 
launching her into eternity. He said .:\lrs. 
Surratt had nothing to do with the plot to 
kill Lincoln-that she was party to a scheme 
to capture him only, and that she died an 
innocent woman. (See General Butler's 
charge to Judge Bingham in the House of 
Representatives that he had hanged an in- 
nocent woman.) 
The officer also told 
Ir. Harrison that 
before sentence of death was passed upon 
J\Irs. Surratt, her daughter had tried con- 
tinually, but in \'ain, to gain access to her 
cell. After she was condemned, the girl 
was allowed to meet her mother. The of- 
ficer was present at the inten-iew and said 
he neyer saw such an exhibition of charac- 
ter. As the girl came into the cell, she 
could not stand, but fell upon the floor, 
creeping m"er it, weeping, bitterly, till she 
reached her mother's feet and kissed them, 
with a thousand lm"ing. imploring words of 
tenderness. The mother remaining cold as 
a stone, his heart filled with wrath against 
her hardness to her child, but when J\Iiss 
Surratt finally went out of the cell, the 
woman broke down in such an awful pas- 
sion of tears as he prayed he might never 
see again, melting him utterly into sym- 
pathy with her. 
Burton Harrison was personally on good 
terms with his jailers. \Yhen one of them 
was conducting him, with two guards, to 
Fort Dela\vare, they were halted in the sta- 
tion at Philadelphia because of the failure 



"\Yhen Laughter Is Sadder Than Tears" 


of a carriage expectcd to take them to the 
boat wharf. In somc pcrplexity the ma- 
jor said he would go himself and look for 
it. "_-\nd in the meantime, colonel," he 
added seriously
 "will 'you have an eye up- 
on these fellows of mine, and see that they 
don't lCa\"e you?" 
\\ïth General Hartranft also, the pro- 
vost-marshal who had locked him in the 
black cell at the arsenal and came e'"cry day 
with the surgeon to see if the prisoner kept 
his health and sanity, 
Ir. Harrison had 
kind relations. 
In after vears. when. as counsel for the 
rnion Tel
graph ComÍ)any, my husband 
went to conduct some business for them at 
Harrisburg, Pa" he found the official he 
had to consult professionally was none other 
than this former jailer. \Vhen 
Ir. Harri- 
son came downstairs in the morning at the 
Lochiel Hotel and saw Hartranft waiting 
for him in the hall, he threw up his hands, 
exclaiming, "l\Iy God, general, you are not 
after me again?" 
They shook hands, and the gcneral an- 


7.U 


swered, "I tell you, Harrison, you haven't 
a bettcr friend than I am in the world. 
Come to breakfast, and after we\'c finished 
business, wc'll spend the day togethcr." 
Before ending this grim chapter, one of 
the horrible sequelæ of the Civil \Var, I will 
say that after hearing these stories told 
again in \Vashington in 1904, I desired to 
drive with my husband to the scene of his 
old ordeal, where the present "\Var Col- 
lege" buildings were thcn going up on the 
site of the old prison of the Arsenal. 
Sitting in an opcn victoria, he directed 
the coachman as well as he could where to 
go, but became soon confuscd about lo- 
calities in the altered aspect of the place. 
\Ve pulled up, and I addressed the" boss" 
of a gang of workmen, asking if he could 
tell me where we "vere. 
"\Vhy. ma'am, don't you know?" he 
answered. "This is the place where the 
scaffold stood on which 
Irs. Surratt and 
the other conspirators were hanged," 

Iy husband made no comment, nor did 
I, and silently we drove homeward. 


(To be continued.) 


4'\VHEN LAUGHTER IS SADDER THAN TEARS" 


By F ranees Theodora Parsons 


THE marshes stretch to the dunes and the dunes sweep down to the sea, 
And the sea is wooing the meadow which waits with an open door; 
Then a melody sweet to the hearer floats up from the murmuring lea 
Till the sea slips seaward again and the land is athirst as before. 
And athirst is the heart whose worship is not the worship of yore, 
"Those visions no magic can conjure, whose plenty is suddenly dearth; 
.And parched as the desert the soul whose tears no grief can restore, 
"Those laughtcr is sadder than tears and whose grief is as barren as mirth. 
The days are alive with music, the nights their pleasures decree
 
The ,vision the morning fulfils is the dream that the e,-ening wore, 
And life is as sweet to the living as the flower is swect to the bee, 
As the breath of the woods is sweet to the mariner far from ;:;hore, 
But singing and swectness and laughter must vanish forevermore, 
As the petals fall from the flowcr, as the waters recede from the firth, 
\\'hen hopcs no longcr spring upward as larks in the morning soar, 
Then laughter is saddcr than tears and grief is as barren as mirth. 
Friend, if shaken and shattered the shrine in the heart that is fain to adore, 
Then forsake the false gods that have held you and lay your pale lips to the Earth, 
That in her great arms she may take you and croon you her melodies o'cr, 
\Vhen laughter is sadder than tears and grief is as barren as mirth. 
VOL. XLIX'-71 
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.L\ COH.NER Ii\'" FOUH..- POSTERS 
By Clifford \ Y. Ashley 


ILLUSTRATIOXS BY TIlE AUTHOR 


OLLECTOR'S itch is a pret- 
ty serious ailment, especially 
when it is contracted late in 
life. It rcsemblcs in this respect measles 
and the mumps. During childhood its pres- 
ence is u5uallye\'idenced by bug-cigarette- 
card-postage-stamp symptoms, Of these 
three the first and the last affected me not 
at all. Cigarette cards I had in mild form. 
But one day in my fourteenth year I drove 
into my father's yard with an acquisition 
on the carriage-seat heside me (it was a 
dilapidated mahogany table), and immedi- 
ately I was put to bed. Since that day I 
have collected canes, ship models, whal- 
ing implements, scrim-shawn, costumes, 
open-hearth cooking utensils-but antique 
furniture has remained my particular hob- 
by. .-\t times I ha,'e attempted to excrcise 
some restraint over the manifestations of 
my obsession; but I ha,'e found, after many 
a struggle, that the only certain way to get 
rid of temptation i5 to yield to it. 
74 2 


.--\nd so it happened, two years ago, I 
yielded to the greatest temptation of my 
life and in a short while found myself pos- 
sessed of some one thousand picccs of 
antique mahogany furniture; consisting in 
part of two hundred and fifty tables, as 
many chairs, and sufficient high-post bed- 
steads, had I electcd to sleep one night in 
each, to have taken me four solid months 
to do the round. The climax of this ex- 
trm"agance was a three days' auction sale, 
whcn was sold all I did not resen"e for my- 
self. X ow some people migh t ha ,'e been 
cured Ly such an experience; but two days 
later I encountererl, on a suburban trolley, 
a man with a chair. Its arms were not 
original, the legs had heen sawed off and 
rockers added, but for the sake of its shield 
back I purchaserl the chair ere we passed 
the second mile-stone and carried it home 
under mv arm, 
It wa
 one day in mid-June, 1908, I 
found mys2
f on a c
r of the B, \Y. I. R. R. 
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man I needed to help me carry them to a 
successful conclusion. For a minute I was 
dumhfounded by my good fortune, then 
"
-\re you working and how much do you 
get? " I demanded. " Five bob a day." 
He answered the more important question 
first; and without further parley I hired 
him on the spot at twice the amount he 
asked. 


)1 Y first mm"e on reaching Kingston was 
to visit the second-hand furniture shops. 1 
found the shops crowded with old stuff; 
stacked high with it. There were high- 
post beds, old chests in profusion, a grand- 
father's clock, tables without number; ma- 
hogany-black, aged, feathered, canTed 
and inlaid; quaint old pieces, beautiful and 
unusual. 
Jamaicans it seemed find mahogany too 
oppressh"e, too dark for tropical use; its 
surfaces show the dust too readily, it is 
heavy to mm"e about, it is clumsy. I sup- 
pose the truth is that antique furniture is 
not vet the fashion there. 
That night if I had slept at all I should 
ha,'e dreamed of furniture. Furniture I 
had seen, of a sort and in quantity, to ex- 
ceed my fondest imaginings; waiting to be 
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hound across the island of Jamaica to 
Kingston. All the seats except one were 
taken in the funnv little coach which I en- 
tered, and this dne held a suit-case, ap- 
parently for purposes of resen"ation. I 
mm"ed it along and took the side next the 
window. .-\s the train started a tall, spare 
young negro entered the car and with an 
apology remm'ed the suit-case and took the 
seat beside me. 
The country we were passing through 
immediately claimed my attention and I 
lost the beginning of an altercation be- 
tween my neighbor and an irascible person, 
of Spanish mulatto characteristics, who 
stood over him in the aisle" Immediatelv 
it was evident to me that this was the ma
 
who owned the suit-case and had tried to 
resenTe the seat. But he was so carried 
away by his emotion that he ,vaxed in- 
coherent and my neigh bar being ignorant 
of what it was all about, soon became wea- 
ried; he permitted his gaze to wander and 
at last sank back into the seat with a com- 
fortable sigh. The owner of the suit-case 
shouted, frothed, gesticulated, damned; the 
rest of the car was aqui,-er-but my neigh- 
bor fanned himself composedly with his 
ink-spot cap and gazed the while out the 
window. The stream 
of vituperation at last 
stopped, pro La bly for 
want of inspiration. 
Then it was that I asked 
my travelling compan- 
ion why he had not 
sought to check it. 
He turned on me a 
smile the most radiant, 
the most seraphic, that 
I had ever beheld; it 
fairly rippled across his 
face, displaying two 
gleaming rows of ivory- 
ti n ted teeth, large as 
thumb-nails, regular as 
the pickets of a fence. 
"Oh, it is not dignified," 
he replied, "to look too 
plcü.sed when people 
make you compliments 
-besides, the man has 
a Hat mind."-I gasped! 
-Here at the very start 
of my adventures it 
struck me was the one 


One post of a f"ur-p",.ter lIsed as a chopping block. 
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picked up, unvalued because so plentiful. 
Howe\'er, I didn't sleep, and in my excited 
state of mind I scarcely even was conscious 
of the croaking lizard in the vine beneath 
my window nor of the mosquitoes singing 
under my netting. 
Two feverish days were spent in search- 
ing for a place of storage, The earth- 
quake's ravages were still everywhere evi- 
dent and people even then were living in 
tents, in boxes, under awnings, and in 
stables. 
leanwhile my acquaintance of 
the train, Harry Downer by name, had 
sallied forth equipped vdth a penny pencil 
and a tuppenny note-book in a house-to- 
house canvass for old furniture. "Jumping 
around," he called it. \Vhen I met him, 
shortly after hiring our first warehouse, his 
book already held three full pages of notes. 
The name of each discovery was gi ven, 
its condition and price. The name and 
residence of the owner followed and even 
his description (always his complexion, for 
complexions in Jamaica are well worth 
studying). 
The first place on Harry's list was pro- 
ductive of only a kitchen table and Harry 
was much crestfallen at my lack of enthu- 
siasm. For our second visit he evidently 
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chose what he considered the best thing he 
had in store, He led me quite to the other 
side of the town, although he described the 
distance as "not too far." (It was a week 
at least before he learned' to speak in 
blocks,) 
He rapped on a little gate which pierced 
a cactus fence heside a dilapidated hovel 
and shouted "Old woman! old woman! 
Call off your dog." A white-headed ne- 
gress came out of the house slatting with a 
towel at a little black puppy which ran 
barking at her heels as she shambled to the 
gate. She led us to a shed in the rear of 
the house where stood a marvellous low- 
posted bedstead with pineapple carving. 
(It was six feet wide, seven feet long,) A 
high-post bedstead with acanthus carving, 
taken apart, stood in a corner; a flight of 
bed steps, a canoed costumer, and a round 
dining-table with a carved pedestal were 
also visible. 
Coming all at once these things nearly 
took my breath away. Harry looked at 
me, grinning from ear to ear. Strive as 
I would I could not conceal my elation. 
Here was the realization of my dreams, or 
at least the justification of them. But 
where had they come from and how came 
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He had tra,'clled th:rty-five miles from across the mountains. . . -Page 745. 
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L nloaded it beside the road till he had enough there for a real load.-Page 747. 


they here? Her husband, the woman said, 
had received them in payment for labor and 
he proposed to fix them up to sell. She 
called her husband from a little carpenter 
shop nearby. By this time I had regained 
my equanimity and we haggled a while 
over the price; for if there is anyone joy 
which surpasses the joy a collector expe- 
riences in securing something he has long 
searched for, it is the joy of obtaining this 
same article at a bargain price, Both of 
these joys I experienced on that occasion. 
Before our next purchasing expedition I 
hired a bus to take me about and a dray to 
collect our purchases. The dri\"er of the 
bus was a curious little mulatto with coolie 
blood who, although he did not know the 
first thing about driving, did not abuse his 
horse. 'Yhenever a tram approached he 
came to a full halt and waited until it had 
passed. He could not read even the num- 
bers on the houses. But somehow he did 
very well. A donkey and a driver went 
with the dray, which was gi\'en O\"er to 
Harry's charge. At the end of a week Har- 
ry discharged the outfit and got another in 
its stead. "This man," Harry explained, 
"is much better; that other man was so 
careless! He drop me from the load-from 
so high!" and Harry indignantly held his 
hand at a distance from the ground about 
level with hisown woolly top. Harryproved 
to be more or less of an autocrat and on an- 
other occasion he discharged his own tÌrst 
cousin the same day he hired him, because 
he was "so slow." 


If there is one piece of furniture that I 
have a fondness for beyond all others, it is 
the high-post bedstead. There was a man 
who brought in from the country a table to 
sell and I gave him some money and com- 
missioned him to go back and purchase 
bedsteads. A long while afterward, when 
I had given up expecting ever to see him 
again, he came in with three beds lashed to 
the backs of donkeys. He had tra\"elled 
thirty-five miles from across the mountains 
and had been two nights on the way, resting 
during the heat of the day. Two of the 
beds were \vithout carving and one of the 
two had neither rails nor head-board; more- 
O\'er one of its foot-posts was broken and 
the head-posts were square, The third bed 
consisted merely of two carved posts, but so 
beautifully were they carved that they fully 
compensated for the shabbiness of the rest. 
The intense tropical glare I found was 
hurting my eyes. So I procured a pair of 
shade glasses, smoked, with a sort of gog- 
gled effect. Soon after, Harry appeared 
with a pair of the same. I overheard 
'Yalter, our drayman, as he hailed him: 
" \Yhaffor, Harry, you wear them specs?" 
"Oh, the sun, it hurt my eyes." "'Yhaffor 
she no hurt them before? "-Harry was be- 
ginning to blossom out! He already had 
acquired a new wide- brimmed "Jippi 
J appa" hat, which he said his" lady" had 
given him. Almost immediately James's 
eyes began to be affected by the sun and he 
got him a pair of the same kind of goggles. 
It must have been rather impressÏ\"e when 
ï45 
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the three of us had occasion to driye out 
together. 
In the third week of our business associa- 
tion Harry turned out in a suit of resplen- 
dent "whites." Then he took to wearing a 
bunch of keys hanging from his belt on an 
enormous ring. He ne'Tr aspired to white 
shoes or a helmet. An Ingersoll watch, 
four cents cheaper than the same thing can 
be bought in the States, and that inevitable 
pencil over his ear were the finishing 
touches. But Harry did not become in- 
flated. lIe was genial and light-hearted as 
eycr, and he kept the rest of the crew busy 
and good-natured. 
Se,'eral times I was forced to pacify peo- 
ple who came to me with tales of how Harry 
had taken their furniture so soon after I had 
purchased it that they had not been able to 
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prepare for its remm'al. On one occasion 
I was wholly at fault, for I had told a 
woman her bedstead should not be called 
for until the following day, as she had noth- 
ing else to sleep on that night. But when I 
ga"e Harry the address, I had forgotten my 
promi::.e and Harry took away the bed in 
spite of the '\Yoman's husband and a band of 
sympathetic neighbors. 
The next day the woman came around 
yery properly indignant. She had been 
obliged to sleep on the floor and she de- 
manded recompense. .\fter some com'er- 
sation we were mutually agreed that she 
had been inconyenienced to just the amount 
of sixpence, and she bowed herself away 
delighted with the transaction. 
In another place Harry's zeal for quick 
hauling received a check. A certain wom- 
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To one of the remaining feet was tied a mournful, scraggy fowl.-Page 747, 
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!II any brought articles upon their heads from there-was-no-telling-what distances.-Page 748, 


an who chanced to be a rabid S. P. C. _-\, 
allowed him to take only a small propor- 
tion of what he had called for and so neces- 
sitated several cartings. Harry accepted 
her dictum with good grace, carted each al- 
lotment about a block and unloaded it be- 
side the road till he had enough there for a 
real load. 
One day out in Brownstown in a yard 
under a cocoanut-palm 1 found a claw- 
foot table standing on three legs. The 
fourth leg was not in sight. The back was 
propped against the palm-tree in lieu of 
the absent leg and to one of the remaining 
feet was tied with a strip of twisted calico a 
mournful, scraggy fowl. I did my Christian 
duty and liberated the poor hen, but she took 
no ach'antage of her freedom, The other leg 
of the table was unearthed from beneath a 
rubbish heap, Just six pence the table cost 
me entire. A year later, when we started 
to restore it, two bees and some honey were 
found in the mortise of the unattached leg. 
It was a wonderful table with a shield-like 
device carved at the swell of each leg and a 
cornice-like rim supported the top, 


I tried at one place a number of times to 
purchase a beautiful old che,-al mirror. It 
had canoed uprights, finished at the top 
with exquisite acorns. But the price de- 
manded for it was absurd. One day I 
chanced a low offer for the piece without 
its glass and was immediately taken up, 
much to my astonishment. The glass 
prm'ed to be all the man valued-a glass 
that was worthless to me, for it was stained 
and cracked at two corners. 
Soon we opened a second repository at 
1\ 0, I I I Barry Street and hung-out a shingle 
bearing the legend" Old mahogany furni- 
ture bought, not sold. Hours 8 to 9 A. M. 
only." (I always steered clear of the word 
"Antique," for its magic has penetrated 
e,'en to the Caribs.) Then 1 advertised in 
the papers for furniture. Replies to the 
advertisements came in bv the first mail 
and 1 had Harry make a Íetter-box to re- 
ceive the matter. Pnfortunately the post- 
man would not use it and the neighbors 
misunderstood its purpose and used to post 
their letters in it. So Hart:y at last put it 
inside and cut a slot through the door. 
747 
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On some mornings when I arri\"ed, there 
was a crowd before Xo, III Barry Street 
which O\"ert1owed the sidewalk, and e\-en on 
occasions filled the street to the opposite 
side_ :\Iany brought articles upon their 
heads from there-was-no-telling-what dis- 
tances, Others left their addresses that I 
might "gi\"e them a 
turn." -\ negro once 
arri ved \vith a sofa 
upon his head which 
weighed all of one 
hundred pounds and 
would not even put it 
down until the price 
was decided on and the 
money turned over. 
There were many 
auctions held in Kings- 
ton subsequent to the 
earthquake. _-\ grea t 
many people were 
frigh tened away or 
else gave up house- 
keeping. At almost 
all of these sales odd 
pieces of old furniture 
could be picked up. 
One sale was that of the effects of a 
wealthy Jewish family which had li\"ed in 
the same old mansion throughout six gen- 
erations and most of the furniture it would 
seem had been in the house all this while. 
For there is a certain fitness about things 
which have existed together for many years 
that no collection can have. 
.-\t that sale I purchased a wonderful 
three-pedestaled dining-table \vhich seats 
twenty people and is five feet ten inches 
broad. The top is of single boards twenty- 
four inches wide and the pedestals are 
massive and carved. The top was much 
bruised, for the brick side wall of the house 
had fallen upon it. I also secured there a 
kidney-shaped dressing-table of rosewood, 
a mahogany music cabinet, an old Spanish 
lounging-chair, a cellarette with the original 
bottles, a mahogany bench, and a great 
chest upon wheel casters. 
There are a few people in Jamaica who 
collect, although I did not discover this im- 
mediately. A woman who lived several 
miles out of town wrote me that she had a 
table she very much would like to have me 
see. e nsuspectingly I went out. It was a 
beautiful dri\"e and it was a beautiful table. 
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But the woman meant literally what she 
said. She wanted me to see the table, 
nothing more. She found \"ery few friends, 
I suppose, who would sympathize with her 
in her hobby. 
Another woman had a sampler without 
date or name, merely with an alphabet and 
a few moth-holes. She 
had heard such things 
were very \"aluable in 
the States and would 
consider an offer for it 
in three figures! 
Once I got what I 
thought was a library 
stool. It had a flat 
wooden top with an 
" F" hole in its centre 
to lug it about with, 
It was just the thing to 
stand upon to reach 
down a book. I was 
very much pleased 
wi th my find till some 
one suggested that it 
was very m uc h like 
an undertaker's stool, 
formerly used at fu- 
nerals to uphold an end of a coffin. I was 
in a cabinet shop one day where they made 
coffins, when an old colored woman came 
in and asked for a "two weeks coffin." 
'Yhen she had consummated her purchase 
she asked the proprietor if he had another 
of about the same size already on hand if 
she should require it; saying, "] doan' 
want one yet, but you know somehow 
twins never does very well." The pro- 
prietor had another. 
.-\ dressing-table \vas under discussion in 
a back yard where I had rescued it from 
the ruins of a house partially collapsed. A 
boy in the top of the only palm in the little 
circumscribed space which served for a 
yard, dislodged a cocoanut; it struck on 
the top of a small shed with a commotion 
like that of a steam riveter at work. The 
woman of the house, thinking another earth- 
quake was upon her, promptly fainted. 
"'hen her neighbors had finally brought 
her to and half of them were engaged try- 
ing to lure the youngster from his tree, 
she went off into a paroxysm of hysterics. 
It was surprising how much good fur- 
niture had found its way into the houses 
or huts of the poorer class of negroes. _\t 
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least half of what I gathered came from 
such places. 
Several times I made little expeditions 
into other parts of the island, but Kings- 


ton was by far the Lest hunting. I vis- 
ited Spanish Town two days in suc- 
cession and filled up a freight-car with 
plunder. James drove up with the bus 
overnight and Harry and I followed in 
the morning. One of the pieces I got was 
a queer clothes rack or horse, with claw 
feet and turned cross-bars. It had a f1
t, 
scroll-edged board at the bottom, for hol
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It struck on the top of a small shed with a commution like that of a steam riveter at work.-Page 748. 
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ing shoes, I belie\'e, Thc bar:; scrvcd to 
hang garments O\'cr. I also found herc an 
old Spanish jar of exactly thc proper sizc 
and shape to have held one of .\li Baba's 
thicvcs. It was used to catch water under 


c 



 . 
''- - y 
. 

'.
:
 
 
-'
 . .Co. 

 ....... 


, 
J 
(.
 

.: 
.
 
-. 
 


:,t 
..1 


a drip tilter, and being 
porous, it sweated suf- 
ficiently to keep the 
water cool. There was 
one table, a library 
table of Chinese motif, 
with carved dragon's 
fcct. I found it in an 
open shed, The fam- 
ily cooking was done 
upon it O\'er a kero- 
sene stove. 
r had planncd to 
charter a small schoon- 
er of aLout sixty-five 
tons to convey home 
my treasurc ancl I cn- 
gaged a shipping agent 
to look out for a \'esscl of this sort for me. 
Small schooners, howevcr, are rathcr scarce 
in that part of the world and after a week 
or so had passed and none had shown up. 
I stopped at his office one day and ordered 
the next size larger. Our furniture collec- 
tion was growing. Twice after that, it was 
necessary to change specifications. Then 
a one hundred and scventy-fi\"c ton vessel, 
the E. ..1r. Bertha, was found at Sav-Ie-mar 
looking for chartcr. She was a new vessel, 
native-built, mahogany framc and finish. 
Everything about her, in fact, was of ma- 
hogany except her planking, spars, and 
deck. 
I t took the schooncr a week to gct around 
to Kingston. In thc meanwhile several 
men were started crating the more fragile 
articles of furniturc; it was not proposeå 
to cratc much, For lumber we used thc 
slats of thc beds, which had becn saved for 


that purposc. A :ilegro was found to supply 
hay for packing, I had expected to use 
cocoanut trash but found it too dusty, It 
was necessary to personally demonstrate 
how hay is made, for nothing except green 
foddcr is u<;ed in Jamaica, as the grass 
grows the year around. Scven tons in all 
were cut with a sickle. For a pitchfork we 
used a sharpened stick, The sun was so 
hot that one day sufficed to make the hay. 
There was one table in the Spanish 
Town car I wished very carcfully handled 
and so I crated it myself. This was an 
ebony Buhl table with brass inlay, '''hile 
I was hammering away at the crate, with 
J ames sawing off the boards in lengths, 
quitc a sizable crowd collected, r failed to 
understand this intcr- 
cst till onc of the on- 
lookers espied a fricnd 
outsidc the frcight- 
yard gate, "Eh you!" 
he yelled, "come O\'cr 
herc; come see whi te 
man work like a nig- 
ger
" 
These days fur- 
nished Harry with what 
were probably the su- 
preme moments of his 
existence. He had 
entire charge of the 
teaming and so was 
overlord to a dozen 
men, to dri \'e at his 
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pleasure. lIe had the consciousness of 
having in large part brought to a success- 
ful termination an enterprise of no mean 
magnitude-moreover he had arranged 
with the captain of our ship to take him 
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Se\era1 men were started crating the more fragile articles -Page 750, 


to .\mcrica! "Tas it anv wonder if at times 
his manner to those b
neath him \\ as al- 
most arrogant? 
I had to stow the cargo myself. At first I 
had trusted to the ste\'edores but I found 
that unless watched they simpl) scattercd 
hay 0\ er the picces without packing them 
at all. I built a fore and aft partition to 
didde the hold and pre\'ent the cargo from 
shifting. X cgro women passcd the cargo 
aboard ship from the wharf; they handled 
the furniture more consider.ltelv than I 
could persuade men to do. The 
weight of 
the bedsteads alone settlcd the schooner 
O\'er four feet in the water. 
The atmospherc of the hold was stifling 
\\ ith the dust of the hay (s\)me of it was mil- 
dewed) and the acrid odor of siÀ perspiring 
blacks. The hatches a],O\'e were small, the 
tropic sun Leat down directly upon the un- 
protected decks.-For thrce days I worked, 
practically stowing every piece myself; the 
natives did little except pass it to me. The 
l.1st thing to go aboard the schooner was a 
little thirteen-foot mahogany dugout C.lnoe I 
bought of a fisherman at one of the ",han es. 


I don't wonder he wanted to 
el1 it. for I 
later discO\'ered it had on1\- threc inchcs 
freeboard. 
 
Harrv came down to the wh.lrf to sec me 
off. for 
 the 
teamship sailed sc\'eral hours 
before the schooner cleared, He stood on 
the pier wa\'ing me a good-by, his hand
 
full of cocobolo canes and other Jamaican 
curios he had bought to sell when he 
reached the States, His face was shining 
in joyous anticipation of the new life be- 
fore him. 


J secured, to hold the furniturc collection, 
an old sugar refinery in Bristol, Rhode Isl- 
and, which curiously enough, Lefore the 
days of beet-sugar, had kept busy a fleet of 
p.lckets from the same port of Jamaica 
that my load of furniture now was coming 
from. 
.\ number of Italian fruit-pedlers and 
ragmen \\ith push-carts com-eyed the cargo 
up the wharf to the ,. Old Sugar House," 
for the wharf wa5 too n.lrrow to admit the 
use of W.lgons. The furniture was received 
at the Sugar House Ly H.lrry and the force 
75 1 
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)i"egro women passed the cargo abuard ship 0 0 0 they handled the furniture more considerately than 
I cuuld persuade men tu duo-Page 751. 


of cabinet-makers which I had gathered 
together to restore the pieces. 
An account of thc schooner's arrh'al with 
so unusual a cargo had been chronicled in 
the Providence papers, and people came 
from afar to view the activities. 
Over the mirror frames and along the 
tables in the" Old Sugar House" Harry 
cunningly displayed his Jamaican knick- 
knacks; long ropes of" Job's tears," neck- 
laces of red seeds, woven baskets (bought 
in Jamaica at thruppence, sold at Bristol, 
R. 1., for seventy-five cents). Six new 
"Jippi J appa" hats he disposed of, and 
then, fickle man, took from his head thc 
hat presented to him by his lady in far 
Jamaica to sell it to a stranger for $7.00 
and resumed again the little hlack cap he 
wore that day I first saw him on the train 
from Port Antonio. "The sun is not so 
hot here, I get along," said he. And he 
did, in morc ways than mentioned. One 
simple string of " Job's tears" he sold for 
75 2 


32.50. It must have been his smile that 
did it. 
Then one day when we had been in 
Bristol se,'eral weeks it appeared in the 
papers that the S. S. Cherokee had picked 
up in mid-sea the stern board and part of 
the deckhouse of the British schooner E, .1[. 
Bertha. I wrote to Lloyd's and received a 
clipping from their weekly bullctin which 
left no room for doubt. The Bertlza had 
sailed her last ,'oyage. She had left Bristol 
practically without ballast-had encoun- 
tered a hurricane somewhere off Hatteras. 
The schooner was owned and sailed by 
three brothers named Scott, of the Cayman 
Islands, They had cut her timbers in the 
forests, had laid the keel and built their ves- 
sel themseh'es; the eldest was but thirty- 
four years of age. On the back wall of the 
Sugar House they inscrihed their names 
in white paint when they cleaned their 
brushes after repainting some of the cabin 
trimmings, and to-day when I look upon 
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these careless daubs, the tragedy is as un- 
real to me as it was the day I chanced upon 
the meagre notice of it in the newspaper 
under the heading, "Lost at Sea." 
For several weeks Harry was of great 
help sorting out the parts of" broken down" 
pieces of furniture. He even assisted on 
some of the rougher cabinet-work. "-hen 
I had no further work for him, he had no 
difficulty in getting a position in a neigh- 
boring town. He did not enjoy the change. 
He had been somewhat of a public charac- 
ter in Bristol after the loss of the Bertha; 
in his new environment he was of no partic- 
ular importance and he felt the difference 
keenly. Then one morning came the first 
premonitory frost of autumn and Harry 
for the first time in his life" saw his breath" 
and was frightened nearly out of his wits 
until he learned the phenomenon was not 
peculiar to himself. But the chill of ap- 
proaching winter had penetrated to his 
very bones and he was afraid. 


The last time I saw Harry he was stand- 
ing in the gateway before his new home, 
overcoat collar turned up, hands in his 
pockets. The earflaps of his new cap were 
pulled down, although the thermometer 
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could scarcely hm'e been below fifty. He 
stood dejectedly at the dri\-eway gate and 
gazed with wistful, yearning eyes down the 
street. From somewhere in the distance 
could be heard the faint throb of a brass 
band. Harry was stamping his feet to 
keep them warm and they seemed almost of 
their own volition to fall into time with the 
music. The band drew nearer, Harry's ex- 
pression became animated. Then into full 
view, dressed in gorgeous uniform, came 
the local colored band; and into its rear 
guard fell Harry with martial stride, ac- 
cent on the left step, head erect-at an im- 
pressi\Oe intenoal followed the hearse. 
It was not until the middle of the after- 
noon that he reappeared; and then, hungry 
and footsore, but in an exalted frame of 
mind, he returned from what he said had 
been" his happiest day since he lea\Oe J a- 
maica." 
That night he decided to move along. 
"I want to die in London," he said, and 
that is the only inkling he gave of his plans, 
In the morning he departed leaving behind 
him nothing save the ineradicable impres- 
sion of a smile and a "remembrance" for 
me in the shape of a battered and rusty 
glue-pot. 
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was the beginning 
of the cool of the 
day-half after 
four o'clock, be- 
fore which hour, 
as the black folks say, "no one goes in- 
to the street but dogs and English." All 
politer Paramaribo had awakened from 
its siesta, assumed its afternoon array, 
taken its tea, and was now embarking on 
that gentle diurnal amble that counts as 
exercise. Some slowly proceeded to Gouv- 
ernments Plein, where the garrison band 
would work a perspiring course from the 
Dutch national anthem through "'Yash- 
ington Post 
larch," "La Paloma," and 
"Smoky l\Iokes," back to the Dutch na- 
tional anthem again, thus impartially rec- 
ognizing some few of the odds and ends 
of peoples pacing and re-pacing the cir- 
cle between Government House and the 
broad brown River Surinam. Other5, 
having duly inquired by messenger earlier 
in the day of the convenience of their 
visit, stepped forth with deliberate tread 
toward the home of a friend, there to 
pay the ceremonious hour's devoirs that 
chiefly constitutes the social intercourse of 
the colony. His Excellency the governor, 
should he appear in public, would drive 
754 
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in a Dutch victoria, because he must sus- 
tain the dignity of his queen. The doc- 
tors, always current, drove in American 
buggies, because they must make haste. 
But all others kept to their two feet, as 
bid by the brief distances. 
For Paramaribo, capital of Holland's 
South American colony of Surinam, is 
just a little snow-white Dutch village, en- 
compassed by the illimitable jungle as 
sharply as an islet is encompassed by the 
sea, The pretty, rigid streets, with their 
stiff hedge of white houses each flush with 
the roadline, each close to its neighbor, 
each differing from each only in point of 
size, end abruptly at near and clear con- 
fines. Then comes a narrow, encircling 
fringe of transplanted Asia, whether of 
China, Java, or the British East, and then 
the unfathomed depth of the primeval 
bush. 
Now, all these things I had known for 
years. The parti-hued parade around 
Gouvernments Plcin could no longer stir 
an emotion. "'Yie'n Xeerlandsch Bloed," 
" 'Yashington Post," and "La Paloma," 
when the inevitable turns of fever came, 
tattooed themselves on my brain in rhythm 
without tone, as a regular part of the or- 
deal. .\s for the streets, the little, white, 



close-docked streets, every inch of them 
was of old familiar. 
Ioreover, and above 
all, a spirit of restlessness had seized me 
this day-a longing for some new thing to 
do; which thought, whcn occurring within 
six degrees of the equator, bears the special 
hall-mark of the de\-il, and demands direct 
intervention, or the faithful dealing of 
friends. 
Turning aside from the great mahogany 
allée that led from our door, I crossed the 
town and in ten minutes' time stood in a 
little group of Calcutta men's huts outly- 
ing the margin of civilization. '''hat next? 
Of hints thcre showed but one-a little, un- 
knO\vn foot-path plunging into low brush. 
That I followed, and presently saw it opcn- 
ing upon a wide, reedy swamp traversed 
by a long, narrow hillock making a sort 
of natural causeway. This causeway ap- 
peared to offer passage to the \"ery edge of 
the jungle, where it rose directly from the 
marsh's farther verge in a dark and tower- 
ing wall. Here, at least, was a new idea- 
a scrap of adventure to attempt. 
The foothold held. The ridge continued 
unbroken. And at its finish, just where it 
touched the great Thus Far of the bush, a 
little lure lay peeping" All along, as far as 
the eye could reach, the face of the jungle 
loomed to its height of two hundred feet or 
more, solid and impenetrable as a front of 
barbed and steel-barred net-all along 
except at this one point, where a small hut 
well-marked orifice suggested a travelled 
trail. The huts of the Javanese laborers 
employed in the Cultuur-tuin, the Govern- 
ment's Culti\"ation Garden, must, I rea- 
soned, lie in just beyond. This head of 
bush must be a narrow point projecting 
from the main forest, this little opening the 
mouth of a short-cut of the J avans to town. 
I t should afford a suggestion of the always 
thrilling heart of the jungle and, in a few 
minutes, should emerge upon plain, famil- 
iar ground. 
I ventured in-into a low and twilight 
tunnel. 
 \rms outstretched could more 
than touch each side, where the big tree- 
ferns stood webbed and woven together 
with vine and thorn and tangle that caught 
and draped overhead in a dense, lo\\"- 
swinging canopy. The ground was cush- 
ioned deep with damp dead leaves, upon 
which, here and there, crept a heavy, 
sparse-foliaged vine, bearing big, improba- 
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hIe hlossoms such as occur in Oriental 
prints. The air, unstirred by any breath 
of wind, hung vapor-charged and thick, 
hot and hard to breathe, like the air of 
an orchid-house; but still the tunnel con- 
tinued distinct, though veering somewhat 
oddly, "They followed the line of least 
resistance, thosc little J avans, when they 
cut thi:-; trail," I thought, persisting. "Xo 
douht it would ha\.e meant hard work to 
make a straight one." Presently an ant- 
hill, thrce fcet high or O\"cr, rose directly 
in the path-a sight of horror in this land 
of fiercely poisonous and carnivorous formi- 
cidæ. Yet, bent on the purpose, I risked 
the ants, tiptoeing around their castle with- 
out arousing its garrison. On, on, and on 
I pushed, not stopping even to look at the 
glorious, broad-winged moths t1itting be- 
fore, and sure that each ncxt moment must 
re\"eal the palm-thatched huts of the J a- 
vans. .\nd so, of a sudden, I stood in a 
tiny open circle-and the path forked! 
I looked behind. '''hence had I come? 
K 0 tunnel mouth was visible. The great, 
deep bush loomed vague and Sphynx-like, 
its liana veil drawn full across its face, Xot 
a leaf flickered, not an inequality showed, 
not a hint, not a sign suggested any en- 
trance" Ten steps in any direction and 
one would be utterly engulfed from sight 
and secing. The jungle light, always dim, 
was alrcady near to waning. Even could 
I recO\"er the way by which I came, no 
time remained to retrace it-and to pass 
that ant-hill in the dusk! Clearly the only 
thing was to go ahead, on to the Javanese 
hamlet. As to those leads beyond the 
little circle, were they reai trails or only 
shallow and accidental irregularities? One 
could only try and see. Choosing that 
of the likelier general direction, I hurried 
forward. Some solitary bird began to toll 
a single, solemn, long-drawn note that 
echoed through the dim abysses deep and 
clear, like a funeral bell. The ground 
grew soft and wet. The tangle wove 
closer and lower, till it was no longer pos- 
sible to stand erect. Then, at one step, my 
feet sank ankle-dcep in hog, on the \"Crge 
of a pool of water black and still, and the 
path ended. No human trail. then, this, 
but some big beast's burrow to its drinking- 
hole. 
Turning, I hastened back, saw another 
possible trail-mouth tending to the right 



. 


; .. .... 
, ::-." 
I . 

-:J 
'
'- J 
-- 
" 
'-,.. 

l .' .. 

 
-. 
 "" 
"- 


 / In' -Á 
... 
1.. .1 
.... 

 I 
t ....... 
I \ , 
..., 
'" ,i 
. , 
, 
 #\ 
, '" 
---.. 
- - 

........ -- 


" 


..... 


'-J 


Just a little snow-white Dutch village. . . . fhe pretty, rigid streets, with their stiff hedge of white 
houses.-Page 754. 


quarter, and plunged in. The lead prO\"ed, 
for a moment, clear as a drill-hole through 
an at once condensed and magnified bram- 
ble-patch, then persisted for a roù or so 
in vaguer shape, only to break short off, 
like the other, at a deep, steep pit, full of 
water black from sap and rot and seepage. 
Again and again the thing repeated. 
11 
visible creatures jumped and rustler 'ld 
slithered in the smother all arounC: At 
first I had watched the path for sn' .. 
: 
for the deadly fer-de-lance, the deadli(,' 
bushmaster, and more than one kin 'J1 
75 6 


the kind, haunt this bush. But one could 
not watch every branch and spray and 
foothold, and not a moment remained, be- 
sides, to take thought of anything but the 
fading light. It seemed, too, as if any re- 
'oectable animal would hesitate to compli- 
cate circumstances already so embarrass- 
ing. So, calling out O'1ce for all, ,. Run, 
Bre'r .:iil
1ke, I'm con

I'o " I rushed ahead 
regardless. 
All underfoot w...
 rot and 

quash and 
writhing roots-lithe, looping I'()Ots that 
i Ül
1Il my toes and would a hundred tip"cs 



have thrown me but that some bight of 
swinging liana invariably stopped the fall, 
lassoing me by chin or waist or shoulder 
or across the eyes or mouth, swinging and 
holding me with a violent wrench and 
lurch, till I found my feet again. Thorns 
seized and ripped my thin attire. :\ly 
pretty hat, new by the last ship from home, 
became an impossible burden, 'Vith en- 
during practicality I tore off and pocketed 
the pride of its trimming, before throwing 
it away. In the problematic e,'ent of my 
survival, there would be need of another 
pretty hat. But now the great steel-spiked 
ferns snatched at my unprotected hair till 
in a moment it all streamed loose, not one 
pin remaining. .-\nd so, like the breathing 
of a sigh, night came, and I knew myself 
at last as utterly lost as was ever any creat- 
ure on this round earth. - 
Now, at least, there was time enough 
to think it out-to think, for example, of 
the fates of those few others who had 
strayed in the giant 1:-- byrinth. Some had 
merely disappeared, uhtraced forever. The 
rest, for the most part, when found by 
search-parties after two or three days' 
hunt, were crazed, and so Ipd died soon 
after. I\Iatching the alter tÌ\-es to my 
own sense of likelihood, that 1, ad already 
looked my last on mankind seémed more 
than probable; but that, barring the 
ting 
of some extra-venomous creature, I should 
in the process of starving, lose my mind, I 
did not believe-admitting the possession 
of a mind by a person capable of walking 
wilfully into this situation. -\s to expedi- 
ents, much could be said in favor of sit- 
ting down on some fallen tree-trunk and 
waiting quietly there for dawn, in on
er 
to spend no strength on the wrong side of 
the chances, where all chances showed so 
passing slim. But the great tree-trunks 
were wet with dew, and slimy with who 
knew what. That they harbored scor- 
pions, tarantulas, centipedes, and maybe 
snakes, there could be no doubt-nor that 
other hostile creepers and crawlers would 
gather there upon one who should settle 
for the night. Yet the most potent con- 
sideration was of another stripe: If I did 
not escape from t1'
j,bush very soon, my- 
self, the whole tm\ ,,"ould be aroused. 
Not a living soul knew -.. dither I had gone. 
The jungle was the last of all ['laces in 
which a reputedly sane being ,t."ould be I 
VOL. XLIX.-72 
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sought. For the past hour I had been call- 
ing, as I ran, at the top of my voice, hoping 
to re'1I'h the ears of the J avans-a perfectly 
usele 
 exertion as far as any hope of answer 
was concerned. .-\ woman's voice, coming 
from these uncanny quarters, could be to 
those wary Orientals only and surely the 
voice of an e,"il spirit, whose power would 
be fixed upon that foolish mortal who 
should reply. '''hen, however, the general 
hunt began-when the -Dutch garrison 
turned out with trumpets and cutlasses, 
some party would eventually question the 
Javans. Then these might speak of the 
spirit crying by night in the jungle, and 
their words would serve as a clue, But 
the thought brought shame anew. Having 
committed a colossal foolishness, to be 
found by searchers! To be unearthed by 
much toil, ,vith trumpets and cutlasses! 
To drag some hundreds of weary and 
blameless men through mire and thorn, 
by night and day, to occasion how many 
sn:-t 1 - ':tes, how many attacks of fever- 
and then to be discovered in inert and im- 
hecile placidity sitting on a log! Ko! Bet- 
ter find one's self, and that promptly, or 
else, not be found, Clearly then, although 
direction was no longer perceivable, the 
thing to do was to keep moving, on chance. 
So, in the inky darkness, in the deepest 
smother, I felt out an aimless passage, 
very slowly, inch by inch. The enormous 
silence of the place seemed to breathe and 
threaten like a living presence. Only now 
and again a sudden whisper would steal 
and pass as though a breeze had stirred, 
where no breeze was, Once the cry of 
a jaguar came wailing through the dark. 
Once some unseen heavy creature, snuffing, 
treading ponderously, mm'ed near at hand. 
But these rare sounds, like the little rus- 
dings and glidings underfoot and in the 
foliage that brushed my face, only served 
to deepen a vast and hovering stillness. 
)ften my forward step woulrl sink in the 
f ,lClden mire of an im-isible water-hole's 
brink, and I would back away, blindly to 
try' again. . \nd then at last, bettering all 
rpasonable hope, came a break in the 
th,cK 1arkness above and beyond, and the 
glim'f } of a little patch of stars. Did it 
meau I clearing? But in that direction 
lay' J'" thoroughfare. Feeling, pressing, 
Pli)l.ng, I could find no place that yielded. 
.\ sclid, thorny wall of tree-ferns, meshed 
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in snarls of snake-like bush-rope and sharp- 
toothed growing things and stayed by 
columns of towering trees, seemed utter- 
ly to close the way. A man, -with a good 
stout cutlass, given time and light, could 
hew a passage. \\That could be done with 
bare hands, in the dark, if one burrowed 
like a terrier, with a terrier's disregard of 
damages sustained in the act, remained to 
be proved. And the mere keeping of a 
relatively whole skin seemed poor com- 
pensation for the alternative. I burrowed. 
In an instant thorns had spiked me every- 
where. As I twisted the hanging lianas 
away from my eyes and lifted them over 
my head, others, daubed with slimy things, 
snapped taut between my teeth or clutched 
my neck or shoulders. These worked 
away and those others eased that wound 
around my waist, I was free to take a for- 
ward step, over a fallen log. And now, 
in a flash, some curious local exhaustion 
set in, whereby by no effort could I any 
longer raise my feet. They v.ould swing 
forward in an ordinary step with ease, but 
to lift them over the smallest obstacle, 
from this time on, meant to take the fore- 
most knee and ankle in mv hands and raise 
them thus laboriously to - the point neces- 
sary, 
Despite all rules and probabilities, the 
burrowing process succeeded, in part be- 
cause it was done with single-minded ter- 
rier's devotion, but rather because this 
thicket proved to be the thin outer buttress 
before a break in the bush. _\s its last 
snarl gave, I stepped forward into a very 
little open space, before the most sinister 
vision that had yet beset the night. An 
empty, palm-roofed shelter of the rudest 
sort, might seem an innocent, even a 
friendly sight; but this, so placed, could 
scarce be else than the present or recent 
lodging of some French déporté-one of 
tbe many convicts continually trying the 
desperate risks of an escape through the 
jungle from the neighboring penal colony 
of Cayenne. With shivering thankfulness 
that the place was untenanted, I stole 
across to its far side. Here the growth 
seemed thin, and a breeze stirred through 
-a breeze that led to a wide, dim space 
broadly open to the sky. Enchanted, I 
hurried forward-the ground slipped and 
sank-I pitched head-foremost into a bog. 
J\;[ y hands, by chance, clutched upon a tus- 
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sock of coarse grass. By this precarious 
buoy I lay half floating. Thin, cold mud 
and colder marsh-water came oozing up 
through all my garments, soft, delicious. 
""hat an easy place to rest! 'Vhy trouble 
any more! \\ïth a sharp effort, I scram- 
bled up on the tussock and looked about. 
Over on the left stretched a dark, straight 
front of trees, tending forward across the 
bog, which might betoken a solid bank 
and a foothold. From tussock to tussock, 
falling, scrambling, mud-caked, drenched, 
and exhausted, I labored toward it, and 
had all but reached the tree-line when 
again I fell, half into, half across a little 
stream. But the stream lapped the roots of 
the trees. By their aid I dragged myself 
to the firm ground about the trunks, and 
now, while slowly plodding along, began 
once more to call aloud. 
Then the miracle happened. A voice 
came back in answer!-Unmistakably the 
voice of a British East Indian, who mocked 
in inarticulate hooting what he took for 
the cry of a bird; for the jungle creatures 
make strange sounds at night. 
Painfully I worked along, still calling, 
toward the mocking voice. The coolie- 
a brave, adventurous fellow, surely, had 
stopped to await the event. At last he 
became visible, lank, bare-bodied, shadowy 
in the starlight, standing on the far bank 
of a stream, At the sight of me, no bird, 
but a seeming human shape, he succumbed 
to panic fright. 
"Come over and help," I cried. 
"Never!" quavered he, and clear it 
was that he believed himself forbidding 
a "water-spirit." 
Now what in the world would a water- 
spirit be least likely to say? I racked my 
brains, recalled the methods of the Lorelei, 
and decided in haste against fair words. 
"Don't be stupid," I rapped out. {, I 
am an English lady, bushed. Come over 
at once and help me." 
But the thing was too fantastically im- 
probable. He would not stir. Yet the 

arvel remained that he did not take to 
his heeìs. All my wits I spent upon this 
heathen. A log spanned the stream, but 
I knew I could not walk it unaided. He 
must come over; so come at last he did. 
Bent against his will by the tone of au- 
thority, he stretched out a trembling hand, 
The human touch reassured him, 
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to all sorts of people, you who have no family to 
make allowance for your H ways ," or to put up 
with them because there is no escape. You 
may become as fixed as you like in such trifling 
matters as the arrangement of your furniture 
and the ordering of your meals, but some plia- 
bility of mind you must cultivate and much 
self-control; for in your intercourse with the 
world you are simply obliged to put aside your 
prejudices and your iII-humors and make your- 
self agreeable, under penalty of being left wo- 
fully to yourself. 
Some years ago my friend Allegra elected to 
live Hon the branch" rather than to become a 
member of a kinsman's household, or to stay, 
year in, year out, in her own little house in a 
country town where she was the only one left 
of her family. The last person in the world, 
cried her friends, to go off by herself-she, so 
gay, so sociable, so friendly, and withal so do- 
mestic. They were sure she would be wretch- 
ed, But, so far, she does not regret her choice, 
"Of course," she says, Hit stands to reason 
you cannot be happy all the time, either way, 
and there are moments when, like the heroine 
of 'Sur la Branche,' I 'shiver with cold at my 
own solitude.' But if you are left without a 
family of your own you must make the best of a 
bad job and, balancing one thing against an- 
other, choose what seems to you the lesser eviL" 
One has gone far toward learning how to 
live when one has learned to adjust those scales. 
!\Ieantime Allegra makes friends with all the 
world and does not lament too much when the 
turn of the wheel replaces one charming ac- 
quaintance with another. Naturally she is 
much in demand as a guest and she makes a 
certain number of visits, but clings to her in- 
dependence and even to her solitude. As she 
says: HThe zest with which you meet your fel- 
low-beings is only equalled by the satisfaction 
with which you part from them. Your brain 
has been enlivened and perhaps the cockles of 
your heart have been warmed, but the time 
comes when you need leisure and silence." 
She adds, with a humorous twist of the lips, 
that it is doubtless exceedingly good for one to 
learn to adapt one's self to the rules and conven- 
tions of another person's house, even salutary, 
once in a while, to have all one's affairs ar- 
ranged with kindly despotism: H But oh," she 
exclaims, Hhow good it is to p0ssess yourself 
again! " 
I myself rememher my surpri;-;e )'<__'ars ago 
,vhen, after a walk with a chance acquaintanle 
through the streets of the foreign city in which 


we were sojourning, a walk which I fondly im- 
agined she had enjoyed as much as I, she re- 
marked, in a tone of fatigue, "I suppose it is be- 
cause I have gone about so long by myself that 
it tires me to walk with another person." 
I, who was in the habit of adapting my gait 
now to one and then to another member of my 
family, could neither understand nor sympa- 
thize with the outspoken lady. Kow, I, too, 
have learned to walk alone, and know what fa- 
tigue there may be in hastening my steps to suit 
the requirements of the strenuous walker (who 
of us does not know the scornful intolerance of 
the physically fit?) or in retarding them out of 
consideration for the laggard, I, too, have ex- 
perienced a sense of freedom w hen the train has 
pulled out of the station, bearing me away from 
the friends whom I love. "That pleasure to 
walk at my own pace through the streets of the 
town where I have to wait for an hour or two; 
what joy to get a cup of tea at a perfectly un- 
reasonable hour, or to make the extravagant 
little purchase which my prudent, well-wishing 
friends would thoroughly disapprove of! Dear 
friends! They arc so good to me and I think of 
them with such affection, the while that, fleeing 
from them, I hug my freedom. 


J N these days when country life is being so 
generall y rediscovered, when every woman's 
table is littered with gardening manuals, 
and e'"ery man at dinner wants to talk about 
the crops instead of the theatres, the duty of a 
convinced metropolitan-if any such remain- 
is to bear testimony as to the pleasures of city 
life. By this I do not mean shops and concerts 
and restaurants; that is the countryman's idea 
of town. I mean those meditatÏ\"e, impersonal, 
leisurely joys that may be had to so exquisite a 
degree in any really large town. 
HIn town," some one said to me the other 
day, H you know when the sun sets only by the 
lighting of the street lamps," And a very good 
way, too, as anyone wiII agree who 
Pleasures of the 
has looked along the park at twilight, I\1ctropoli" 
or seen one of the bridges leap into 
existence like an arch of stars. 
H Y 011 have no seasons," he went on. H There 
is a time when you take your furs out of storage 
and another when you put slip-covers on your 
chairs." 
Could anyLhing show grosser ignorance? lIe 
had evidently newr waited for the awakening 
moment when all the shop-windows burst out 
into roses and summer silks and flowered mus- 
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lins-and that often when the snow is still on 
the ground, He had no idea when the first 
awning may be counted on, when top-boots 
and breeches appear in the park; nor had he 
seen a whole block break out into window- 
boxes. He did not know the emotion of being 
wakened, no longer by the sound of snow- 
shovels, but to the gentle hiss of the watering- 
cart on asphalt and the smell of new-laid dust. 
Perhaps he had never enjoyed that delightful 
hour, which we all know so well, when every 
one worthy the name of human being is going 
to school. The country-dweller has not the 
least idea of the variety of manners in which one 
may go to school. There is the boy's way and 
the girl's way, but this does not begin to ex- 
haust the subject. There are little boys who 
walk along beside their fathers with a common 
air of being the toilers of the family, and a sort 
of indulgent swagger toward the mere wife and 
mother left snugly at home. And there are 
other less fortunate little boys who beguile a 
wearisome walk with their nurse by an ab- 
sorbed attention to avoiding the cracks in the 
pavement, as if they inherited the instinct from 
days when their ancestors were snakes and the 
cracks scratched their stomachs. And there are 
very dangerous little boys who come whooping 
along on roller-skates, waving a dreadful weap- 
on of school-books at the end of a long strap. 
And then, oh, dear me! there are the little 
girls-demure little girls with flaxen braids and 
long ulsters-hurrying along with their maids. 
They make you feel quite sure they have studied 
all their lessons, and that tucked away in those 
satchels are nicely written little compositions 
on "A Picnic in Grantly 'Voods." And there 
are fat, bright-eyed little girls who don't give 
you at all the same feeling of confidence. They 
walk along giggling and gasping and staring in a 
way that makes the self-conscious passer-by ex- 
cessively uncomfortable. You get to know them 
all; you are clocks to each other; you hurry or 
slacken your pace according to the block in 
which you meet. They have, you grow to real- 
ize, a name for you. You hope it is not too bad. 
'Ye pass over as uninteresting the hour some- 
what later when the established capitalist begins 
to make his appearance. He carries his cane 
sticking out of his coat pocket, and walks-for 
exercise only-to the next nearest point at which 
he might get a conveyance. 'Ye pass over this, 
I say, to come to the middle of the day, when 
all the wiùc, sunny avenues arC crowded with 
perambulators, three and four abreast. Ewn 
when you are already humbly walking on the 
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curb-stone, a lateral sweep of the wheel will often 
send you into the gutter. But if you are in the 
true sense a lover of town you will not resent 
this, for you are a student of many phases and 
you will be interested in the spread of individ- 
ualism as shown in babies' bonnets. In old 
times all babies wore the same kind of bonnet, 
and that not at all a becoming one. Nowa- 
days we, or perhaps one should say they, have 
changed all that. Pale babies may go in for 
button roses and pink bows, and pink-faced 
babies for pale blue and forget-me-nots; and I 
have even seen lilies of the valley nodding from a 
perambulator \\ ith the most alarming coquetrv. 
And then there is that most exciting hour of 
all when the better part of town is wiped clear 
of anyone except those who are going out to 
dine-a little late. The best place to see this 
is London in June, when broad daylight and 
open taxicabs let you stare your fill at some 
magnificent specimens of the race. But there 
is much to be said for Fifth A venue on a fine 
winter's night, filled almost solid with pleasure- 
going traffic, so that you stand and wonder why 
all the uptown people are dining downtown, 
and all the downtown people dining up. You. 
can study the difference in manner between the 
old order and the new, the family coachman 
and the chauffeur; or their combination in that 
most formidable of beings the family coach- 
man turned into the chauffeur, retaining the 
oppressive dignity of the one and the surpris- 
ing facility of the other. 
'Yell, the subject is barely touched! _\ vol- 
ume would be needed to do it justice, but per- 
haps some impression has been made on the 
countryman's self-esteem. Ko wonder he is 
elated at the strides he has suddenly made into 
popular favor. Times are mightily changed 
since King Charles wished the objectionable 
dog married and gone to live in the country. 
Nowadays everyone is only too eager to follow 
the dog's example-at least in the latter par- 
ticular. But moderation in all things. The 
country-dweller must remember that not only 
the green things out of the earth are nature. 
He must gÌ\-e up talking as if a crocus were a 
more natural production than a child. 


H AVE you ridden in one of the new "steel 
sleepers"? "You will, Oscar." And 
when you do you will make your o\\"n 
reflections. :\ I ine concerned t hemsclves largely 
with yours, so to speak. ''"hat is the a"erage 
American going to make of this upsetting of his 
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habits of mind, this dislocation of his precon- 
ceived standards? It was remarked of the 
American sleeper after a specially grewsome 
"holocaust" that, as Dr. Johnson maintained 
that being in a ship was being in a jail with the 
chance of being drowned, so being in this was 
being in a jail with the chance of being burned 
to death. Now that is the precise peril which is 
cvidently and ostentatiously averted from you 
in the new sleeper. 'Yhateyer hap- 
pens to you in the night, it will not be 
combustion. That is assured by the 
sheets of smooth steel which surround you, 
garnishcd with nothing but a pustulation of 
rivets, and you feel through the floor covering, 
presumably of asbestos, other sheets of the 
same. But what strikes you next to this grate- 
ful sense of incombustibility is the violent break 
with all the traditions of the Pullman. The 
builders have not troubled themselves in the 
least to excogitate a system of appropriate, or 
inappropriate, decoration for the new con- 
struction. If to paint sheet-steel a dull maroon 
and to mark the borders of its panels with a 
thin black line be decoration, this is "decora- 
. tÌ\'e." If not, not; for there is nothing else to be 
seen, nothing but a sea-green silk curtain drap- 
ing the portal of the dressing-room at each end, 
within your respective one of which, to be sure, 
your baser nature may still receive such solace 
as tobacco, and your æsthetic as the sheen of 
exposed and nickel-plated plumbing can sup- 
ply. The plumber, it appears, unlike the 
steel-worker, refuses to be reduced to his sim- 
plest expression. But the plumber alone ex- 
ceeds the irreducible minimum. Elsewhere 
the essential, the quintessential, is all. The 
passenger never before had it so borne in upon 
him that to the railroad a passenger is but a 
package, a canned and soldered package. 
The wayfarer innocent of French, for the first 
time understands why, in that ridiculous lan- 
guage, a "sleeping" is also a "wagon-bed." 
After the shock has subsided of finding your- 
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self in a cell instead of a boudoir, you discover 
that you like it. Why should he who does 
not live in a palace travel in a palace, or, for 
that matter, he who does? If the new sleeper 
is as ascetic as a monastery or a jail, as grim 
as a battle-ship, it is also as clean as the war- 
ship or the jail. (The cleanliness of monas- 
teries is said to vary.) The essential is at 
least all there. And you observe that the bare 
supply of the manifestly necessary cannot be 
vulgar or ridiculous, whereas the gorgeousness 
of the ancient sleeper was exposed to those arl- 
jectives. The gibe of one fashionable archi- 
tect about the decoration of another, that he 
was not quite sure whether it was Early Pull- 
man or Late North German Lloyd, falls harm- 
less from the armor-plating of the latest Pull- 
man. But what is to become of those æsthetic 
standards which were established by the evo- 
lution of luxury from the days of the Early 
Pullman, in the simple souls which took it for 
the last word in Carhold Art, when the Pull- 
man in whom they put their æsthetic trust, the 
perfidious Pullman himself, or itself, prescribes 
this Spartan vehicle, and "scraps" what they 
adored? 
Who is to pick from the scrap-heap those 
acres of mirror, those miles of Circassian or 
San Domingo veneers, those continents of gild- 
ing, in which repentant railroads must now 
suspect that they have been wasting the money 
of their stockholders, and the relics of which 
not all the bar-rooms and gambling-hells of 
the continent can absorb? Meanwhile the 
wayfarer may recall the joy with which 'Yalter 
Bagehot, in Paris, encountered the stupidest 
of the London newspapers: "Here, at least, 
there was nothing to admire." And he may 
also be comforted that the manes of that bil- 
ious æsthetician, John Ruskin, are appeased 
by the "wagon-lit nouveau": 
"There never was more flagrant and im
 
pertinent folly than the smallest portion of orna 
ment in anything concerned with railroads." 
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THE CE.Y1US OF SPrll.Y IN NEW l"ORK 
I 
 writing of the Hispanic \Iuseum, one of 
the newest institutions dedicated to the 
public welfare in Kew York, I suppose 
that in the first place I ought gravely to affirm 
its value to pure scholarship. But I prefcr to 
give precedence to its 
charm, its gracious 
appeal for those who 
love letters and the 
arts on their human 
side. \Vhy is it that 
we always like to seek 
the things that lie off 
the beaten track and 
have a certain special, 
in timate character? 
It is, I dare say, be- 
cause we instinctively 
rebel from time to 
time against the over- 
whelming bulk of the 
typical museum or 
gallery. There are 
moments in which the 
traveller in London 
gladly turns from the 
gigantic storehouses 
of books and pictures L- 
in that city, going with (V.I'.J'''J:ht, NU, by the /l.spm.u: Socie(, if AmeYll... 
a delicious sen se of 
freedom and repose 
to Dulwich or idling amongst the Hogarths at 
the Soane 1\1 useum, In Paris one joyfully 
neglects the Loune on occasion for the sake 
of the Carnavalet, or strolls contentedly to 
that sequestered house in which the memory 
of the late Gustave Moreau is enshrined. All 
over Europe there are by-ways in which it iE 
restful and amusing thus to stray. Kew York 
is too young to have developed them to any ex- 
tent as yet, but it has at least one, in that cor- 
ner of the city where the Hispanic Socicty has 
built its home. This is a good place to which 
to withdraw for disinterested traffic with the 
things of the mind. 
As such a retreat it took shape in the coun- 
sels of its "onlie begetter," Archer -:\1. Hunt- 
ington and the other enthusiasts with whom he 
organized the Hispanic Society of America, in 
VOL. XLIX--74 


r . 


::\Iay, 1904. They did not plan a museum in 
the strict sense of the term, but a shelter for 
books and for divers objects of interest to mem- 
bers and to students. The nature and scale of 
the edifice permits public exhibitions and the 
broad purposc of the Society invites them, but 
they are incidental to 
a large central idea, 
This is "advance- 
ment of the study of 
the Spanish and Port- 
uguese languages, lit- 
erature, and history, 
and advancement of 
the study of the coun- 
tries wherein Spanish 
and Portuguese are, 
or have been, spoken 
languages," In all 
this the scholar has 
been most generously 
considered. Boo k s 
and manuscripts are 
placed at his disposal 
in magnificent pro- 
fusion. There are 
more t h a n seventy- 
five thousand volumes 
in the library, and the 
sheIn's are constantly 
being enriched. The 
classics of Spanish lit- 
erature and, of course, quantities ofJesserworks, 
may be consulted in their original editions and 
often these mav be collated with later texts 
issued from m
dern presses with full critical 
paraphernalia, For example, there are three 
hundred editions of the works of Cervantes in 
the library, with nearly a hundred bibliogra- 
phies and monographs concerning them. 
The Society is far more than the custodian 
of its rich accumulations. It is not an inert 
body, but one that plays, on the contrary, an 
active part in the eXploitation of its subject. 
It publishes the "Revue lIispanique," a quar- 
terly edited by 
1. Foulche-Delbosc, in Paris, 
which is a kind of clearing house for Spanish 
learning in Europe and America, The num- 
bers that lie before me as I \\ rite vividly show 
the range of the Society's influence, an int1u- 
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ence stimulating men of authority e,"erywhere 
to the discussion of countiess Spanish topics, 
salient and obscure. Historical, critical, and 
linguistic papers, re\'Ïews and so on, reflect the 
energy of a host of scholars, rare texts are re- 
produced, and the collector is not forgotten. 
Light is thrown on questions of bibliography; 
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delving into racial origins, for it is perceptible 
on the surface of things. The Spanish soul 
oscillates between two e\':tremes. You think 
you know it-and you do know it fairly 
enough, when listening to careless laughter 
in the gardens of Se,'ille or Granada-but 
conclusi\"ely to know it you must study it, 
too, in some saturnine shep- 
herd of the plain, or standing 
beside a higher, more edu- 
cated and more flðible type 
amid the cold shadows of the 
Escurial. The Spanish ge- 
nius is at once dour and ecstat- 
ic. The swooning monks of 
Zurburan and the calculating 
courtiers of Ye I as que z are 
more than brothers; they are 
at bottom the self-same hu- 
man creature, for each con- 
fesses to much the same dom- 
ination. King and Pope ha'"e 
ruled the Spaniard, and both, 
subjecting him to an iron dis- 
cipline, have understood him 
very well. His temporal mas- 
ter has fostered in him the finer elementsof pride 
and honor, through the workings of a rigid sys- 
tem of caste, and for the satisfaction of his earth- 
ier instincts has gi,-en him the bull ring. The 
Church showed a similar intuition when it 
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title-pages and ancient documents are gh-en in 
fac-simile; and in one number the connoisseur 
of art is gratified by a sheaf of hitherto unpub- 
lished drawings by Goya, l\ot content with 
these services, the Society has a rapidly grow- 
ing series of publications reproducing in fac- 
simile many of the rarest of its treasures. It 
has thus reprinted in a critical edition the first 
and other early texts of "Don Quixote"; it has 
reproduced the "Chronicle of Cid," with a 
translation by -:\Ir. Huntington, and the 
"Lusiad" of Camoens, and when it is not 
making old books accessible in this way, it is 
printing new ones. 'Ir, Bandelier's valuable 
work on "The Islands of Titicaca and Koati" 
bears the imprint of the Hispanic Society, as 
does Professor Rennert's recent welcome study 
on "The Spanish Stage in the Time of Lope 
de Yega." But a succession of titles makes 
dry reading, and I need cite no more in order 
to expose the character of the Society's work. 
Especially as I wish also to lay stress upon its 
significance to the layman who will probably 
ne,"er want in all his life to consult an ancient 
Spanish text. He may be untrained in 
scholarship and still cherish an enthusiasm for 
Spain. To him the Hispanic \Iuseum ha5 
much to say on the genius of a people. 
It is a curious dual genius, that of the people 
of Spain, and one may realize this without 
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helped to mould the Spanish nature in the hey- 
day of the Inquisition, \\ïth one hand she gaye 
her children ghostly consolation, and with the 
other fed their lust of blood with the horrors of 
the auto da fé. lIence Spain is a country full 
of contradictions. Just as you may ride from a 
scene embowered in orange blossoms straight 
to one of brown bareness, just as you may 
make a transition 
from the glitter of 
the Alhambra to the 
bleak walls of .\ yila, 
so in the being of the 
Spaniard you may 
obserye the stran- 
gest play of light and 
shadow, feminine 
softness and mascu- 
line hardness in one 
and the same type. 
But there must 
be some steadying 
force, and this you 
find in the matter- 
of-factness of the 
Spanish mind, The 
owner of it is capa- 
ble of high iroa,gina- 
ti\"e flights. One is 
reminded of this 
merely by looking at 
the old sea-charts in 
the Hispanic -:\Iuse- 
urn and thinking, as 
they most urgently 
make you think, of 
the great mariner 
who in yen ted us. 
There is much at the Cvþ>'r;, ',t, IQII. "tll
 H, ,l) 
::\Iuseum, too, rc- 
yidng memories of 
Spanish chivalry, of a long potential. though 
short-sighted, statecraft, and of the military 
prowess which once exerted so tremendous an 
influence upon the whole modern world. But 
to muse amongst these relics is to think not 
only of the romance of the past, but of its hard 
fact:;, and to feel, in the long run, that the 
Spaniard is indeed nothing if not a realist. His 
feet are firm fixed upon the solid earth, 
At the Hispanic ::\[ useum you get a little 
way into his atmosphere, and I may remark in 
passing that the tra\'eller contemplating a visit 
to Spain might well abandon his books for a 
day or two amongst the Society's pictures and 
kindred somenirs They enforce more tangi- 
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bly than do most chapters of interpretation the 
points I haye sought to indicate. Look, for 
example, at the collection of- ejeclltorias, the 
layishly decorated patents of nobility which 
mutely tell us that your haughty grandee got 
upon his proud eminence with as zealous \\ ire- 
pulling as any that we eyer hear of to-day. 
The "climher" with cloak and sword, who 
moved heayen and 
earth and emptied a 
fat purse to procure 
one of those pom- 
pousdocuments, has 
his exact counter- 
part in the fashion- 
able -:\[adrileno who 
transforms the state- 
ly chambers in the 
home of his fore- 
fathers into a feeble 
imitation of a Paris- 
ian interior. But 
this is only one side 
of the medal. On 
the other you read 
the Spaniard's 
strength and s i m- 
plicit)', his direct- 
ness, his truth. The 
collections at the 
Hispanic 
Iuseum 
hring home to us in 
a yery effectiye way 
the spiritual and 
men tal habit, the 
familiar walk and 
demeanor of the 
Spaniard of an ear- 
lier day-whose de- 
scendant has pre- 
cisely the same 
traits. They are not \"ery large-apart from 
the library-but they are beautifully repre- 
sentatiye. On the main floor, along the \\ aIls 
of the corriòor, and enclosing the space set 
apart for readers, swin,ging frames e\.hibit 
copies of old paintings, prints, portraits, maps, 
ecclesiastical \'estments and a hundred other 
miscellaneous items. At one end of the build- 
ing, in a room by themsch-es, are some sculpt- 
ured tombs, fragments of Gothic and Renais- 
sance work. In cases running around the 
gallery upstairs there arc picturesf}ue caryings, 
ancient pottery, a glorious array of Hispano- 
\loresque platters anò bits of decorati\'c work 
in iron and sih-er. Therc arc, finally, about 
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two score paintings, and they include some 
masterpieces. 
I like to call this museum a miniature Prado, 
for like the great gallery at \Iadriel, it makes a 
place of pilgrimage for the 100"ers of \"elasquez. 
One of his most renowned portraits is here, the 
superb full-length of Olivares, King Philip's 
right-hand man and ilIimitahly e,-il genius_ 
Beside it hangs a 
brilliant portrait 
of a cardinal, 
from the same 
masterful hand, 
and with this an 
exquisite head of 
a child, pretty 
certainly Yelas- 
quez's own 
grandchild, the 
little daughter 
of :\lazo. Goya, 
the greatest 
painter in Spain 
since the great- 
est of them all, is 
represented by 
no fewer than 
f 0 u r can vases, 
and one of them 
is a bewitching 
full-length of 
that Duchess of 
Alba whose in- 
fatuation for him 
was, no doubt, 
indefensible, but 
whose lovely fig- 
ure upon his can- 
vas breathes of _opJ'ri,.Izt, LÇ . by lll
 '"S/,<llllC 
 ciety {>f .lmcru". 
one of the most 
romantic chap- 
ters in the history of Spanish art. It is the 
essentially mundane side of the Spanish court 
that is commemorated in the group of paint- 
ings to which these portraits belong. The 
crafty OIÏ\"ares; the sinister Duke of Alba, 
painted in the full panoply of war by .-\ntonio 
:\Ioro, in one of the most famous of his por- 
traits; Goya's indiscreet but irresistibly en- 
gaging Duchess-they murmur to us of the 
darker Spanish passions. And at the other 
end of the gallery, in paintings by Valdes Leal 
and El Greco, by :\Iorales and :\Iurillo, we 
come suhtly into contact with Spanish religi- 
osity. As we do so it is interesting to observe 
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the realism of these pictures, the truth to nat- 
ure which the artists pursue, even whil
 they 
ðpress emotional rapture. A sympathy as 
strong for mankind as for the saints is char- 
acteristic of practically all of the pictures here, 
from the few specimens of the Primitives to the 
portraiture of Velasquez and Goya, . 
Glancing swiftly over the Hispanic Society's 
collection and 
detaching, from 
a multitude of 
impressions, the 
one most lumi- 
nous and lasting, 
you find that it 
relates to that 
100.e of the reali- 
ties of which I 
have spoken, to 
the Spaniard's 
calm sanity. He 
adheres to the 
factsoflife. The 
mysticism of 
\'aldes Leal or 
El Greco is 
based upon close 
observation of 
the visible world. 
A Spanish work 
of art is always 
like that; the 
Spa n ish artist 
has always cared 
for what he could 
feel and touch 
and handle. 
I Ie has been, 
on the whole, no 
subtle, sensuous 
\Yea ver of con- 
summate designs like his confrère of the Ital- 
ian Renaissance, no blithe dealer in the graces 
like the French man of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, His æsthetic kinsfolk have been, rather, 
the masters of the Low Countries, the Yan 
Eycks, with their fine austerities, or Rem- 
brandt, with his simple, hunlan drama. There 
is little that is esoteric about him, He and 
his comrades are candid, straightforward creat- 
ures. The soul of them shines through their 
work, That is why J assert that at the His- 
panic :\luseum you may get a true initiation 
into the genius of Spain. 
ROYAL CORTISSOZ. 
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Portrait of the Duchess of Alba, by (;oya. 
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